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KING 

AND     THE 

MILLER  of  MANSFIELD 


SCENE,   Sherwood  Forejt. 

Enter  federal  C  O  U  R  T  I  E  R  S  as  lojl. 
FIRST    COURTIER. 

»'  |  ^  IS  horrid  dark!    and   this  wood,   I  be- 

JL      Heve,  has  neither  end  nor  fide. 

Fourth  Courtier.  You  mean  to  get  out  at,  for 
we  have  found  one  in,  you  fee. 

Second  Courtier.  I  vvifh  our  good  King  Harry 
had  kept  near  home  to  hunt ;  in  my  mind,  the 
pretty,  tame  deer  in  London  make  much  better 
iport  than  the  wild  ones,  in  Sherwood  foreft. 

Third  Courtier.  I  can't  tell  which  way  his  Ma- 
jefty  w^nt,  nor  whether  any  body  is  with  him 
or  not ;  but  let  us  keep  together,  pray. 

Fourth  Courtier.  Ay,  ay,  like  true  courtiers, 
take  care  of  ourfelves,  whatever  becomes  of 
matter. 

Second  Courtier.  Well,  it's  a  terrible  thing  to 
be  loft  in  the  dark. 

Fourth  Courtier.  It  is.  And  yet  it's  fo  com 
mon  a  cafe,  that  one  would  not  think  it  fhould 
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be  at  all  fo.  Why,  we  are  all  of  us  loft  in  the 
dark  every  day  of  our  lives.  Knaves  keep  us 
in  the  dark  by  their  cunning,  and  fools  by  their 
ignorance.  Divines  lofe  us  in  dark  myfteries  ; 
lawyers  in  i  dark  cafes,  and  ftatefmen  in 
dark  i-ntrigues  :  nay,  the  light  of  reafori,  which 
we  ib  much  boaft  of,  what  is  it  but  a  dark-lan- 
thorn,  which  juft  ferves  to  prevent  us  from  run 
ning  our  nofe  againft  a  poft,  perhaps;  but  is 
no  more  able  to  lead  us  out  of  the  dark  mi&s  of 
error  and  ignorance,  in  which  we  are  loft,  than 
an  ignis  fatuus  would  be  to  conduct  us  out  of  this 
wood. 

Fir  ft  COM  tier.  But,  my  lord,  this  is  no  time 
for  preachinp,  methinks.  And,  for  all  your 
mor«ls,  day-light  would  be  much  preferable  to 
this  darkneis,  I  believe. 

Third  Courtier.  Indeed  wou'd  it.  But  come* 
let  us  go  on  ;  we  lhall  find  fome  houfe  or  other 
t>y  and  by* 

Fourth  Courtier.  Come  along.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  a'onff. 

No,  no,  this  can  be  no  public  road,  that's 
certain  :  I  am  loft,  quite  loft  indeed.  Of  what 
advantage  is  it  now  to  be  a  King  r  Night  ihewS 
me  no  refpecl :  I  cannot  fee  better,  nor  walk  fo 
well  as  another  man.  What  is  a  King?  Is  he 
not  wifer  than  another  man  ?  Not  without  his 
counfellors,  I  plainly  find.  Is  he  not  more 
powerful  f  I  oft  have  been  told  fo,  indeed;  but 
what  now  can  my  power  command  ?  Is  he  not 
greater  and  more  magnificent  ?  When  feated  on 
his  throne,  and  furrounded  with  nobles  and  flat 
terers,  perhaps  he  may  think  fo ;  but  when  loft 
in  a  wood,  alas !  what  is  he  but  a  common  man  ? 
His  wifdom  knows  not  which  is  north  and  which 
is  fouth  ;  his  power  a  beggar's  dog  would  bark 
at ;  and  his  greatnefs  the  beggar  would  not  bow 
ro.  And  yet  how  oft  are  we  puffed  up  with 
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thefe  falfe  attributes  ?  Well,  in  lofing  the   mc- 
narch,  I  have  found  the  man. 

(The  report  of  a  gun  is  heard. 
lire  is  near  !   What  were  it 
beft  to  do  ?  Will  my  Majefty  protect  me  ?  No, 
Throw  Majefty  afide  then,  and  let  manhood  do 
it. 

Enter  the  Miller. 

Miller.  I  believe  I  hear  the  rogue !  Who's 
there  ? 

King.  No  rogue,  I  allure  you. 

Miller.  Little  better,  friend,  I  believe.  Who 
fir'd  that  gun  ? 

King.  Not  I,  indeed. 

Miller.  You  lie,  I  believe. 

King.  Lie!  lie!  how  ftrange  it  fee  ms  to  me 
to  be  talked  to  in  this  ftile.  [dfide.]  Upon  my 
word  I  don't. 

Miller.  Come,  come,  firrah,  confefs  ;  you 
have  mot  one  of  the  King's  deer,  have  you  not  ? 

King.  No,  indeed  ;  I  o«;e  the  King  more  re- 
fpeft.  I  heard  a  gun  go  off,  indeed,  and  was 
afraid  foine  robbers  might  have  been  near. 

Miller.  I'm  not  bound  to  believe  this,  friend: 
Pray  who  are  you  ?  what's  your  name  ! 

King.  Name  ! 

Miller.  Name !  yes  name.  Why  you  have  a 
name,  have  not  you  ?  Where  do  you  come  from? 
What  is  your  bufinefs  here  ? 

King.  Thefe  are  queftions  I  have  not  been 
us'd  to,  honeft  man. 

Miller.  May  be  fo  ;  but  they  are  queilions  no 
honeft  man  would  be  afraid  to  anfwer,  I  think; 
So  if  you  can  give  no  better  account  of  your- 
felf,  1  fhall  make  bold  to  take  you  along  with 
me,  if  you  pleafe. 

King.  With   you  !  what   authority  have  you 

to 

Miller.  The  King's  authority,  if  I  muft  give 
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ypu  an  account,  Sir.  I  am  John  Cockle,  the 
Miller  of  Mansfield,  one  of  his  Majefly's  keepers 
in  this  foreft  of  Sherwood ;  and  1  will  let  no  fuf- 
pecled  fellow  pafs  this  way  that  cannot  give  a 
better  account  of  himfelf  than  you  have  done,  J 
jpromife  you. 

King.  I  mufl  fubmit  to  my  own  authority. 
[AJide.]  Very  well,  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  hear  the 
King  has  fo  good  an  officer;  and  fince  I  find 
you  have  his  authority,  I  will  give  you  a  bet 
ter  account  of  myfelf,  if  you  will  do  me  the  fa 
vour,  to  hear  it. 

Miller.  It's  more  than  you  deferve,  I  believe 5 
but  let's  hear  what  you  can  fay  for  yourfelf. 

King.  I  have  the  honour  to  belong  to  the  King 
as  well  as  you,  and,  perhaps,  fhould  be  as  un 
willing  to  fee  any  wrotfg  done  him.  J  came 
down  with  him  to  hunt  in  this  fcreft,  and  the 
chace  leading  us  to-day  a  great  way  from  home, 
Jam  benighted  in  this  wood,  and  have  loft  my 
way. 

Miller.  This  does  not  found  well ;  if  you  have 
been  a  hunting,  pray  where  is  your  horfe  ? 

King.  I  have  tired  my  horfe,  fo  that  he  lay 
down  under  me,  and  1  was  obliged  to  leave 
him.  • 

Miller.  If  I  thought!  might  believe  this  now. 

King.  I  am  not  ufed  to  lie,  honeft  man. 

Miller.  What !  do  you  live  at  court,  and  not 
lie  !  that's  a  likely  ftory  indeed. 

King.  Be  that  as  it  will,  I  fpeak  truth  now,  1 
allure  you  ;  and  to  convince  you  of  it,  if  you 
will  attend  me  to  Nottingham,  if  I  am  near  it,  or 
£ive  me  a  night's  lodging  in  your  own  houfe, 
here  is  fomething  to  pay  you  "for  your  trouble, 
and  if  that  is  not  fufficient,  1  will  fatisfy  you  in 
life  morning  to  your  utmoft  define. 

Miller.  Ay,  now  I  am  convinced  you  are  a 
here  is  >a  little  bribe  for  to-day,  and 

a  large 
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a  large  promife  for  to-morovv,  both  in  a  breath  : 
here,  take  it  again,  and  take  this  along  with 
it  John  Cockle  is  no  courtier ;  he  can  do 
what  foe  ought without  a  bribe. 

King.  Thou  art  a  very  extraordinary  man  I 
muft  own,  and  I  fhould  be  glad,  methinks,  to 
be  farther  acquainted  with  thee. 

Miller.  Thee  !  and  thou  !  pr'ythee  don't  thee 
and  thou  me  :  I  believe  I  am  as  good  a  man  as 
yourfelf  at  leaft. 

King.  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon. 

Miller.  Nay,  I  am  not  angry,  friend  ;  only  I 
don't  love  tote  too  familiar  with  any  body,  be 
fore  I  know  whether  they  deferve  it  cr  not. 

King.  You  are  in  the  right.  But  what  am  I 
to  do  ? 

Miller.  You  may  do  what  you  pleafe.  You 
are  twelve  miles  from  Nottingham,  and  all  the  way 
'thro'  this  thick  wood  ;  but  if  you  are  refolved 
upon  going  thither  to  night,  I  will  put  you  in 
the  road,  and  direct  you  the  beft  I  can  ;  or  if 
you  will  accept  of  fuch  poor  entertainment  as  a 
miller  can  give,  you  fhall  be  welcome  to  ftay 
all  night,  and  in  the  morning  1  will  go  wi<h 
you  myfelf. 

King.  And  cannot  you  go  with  me  to-night  ? 

Miller.  I -would  not  go  with  you  to-night  if 
you  were  the  King. 

King.  Then  I  muft  go  with  you,  1  think. 

[Exeunt '. 

Scene  changes  te  the  -town  of  Mansfield. 

DICK     altme. 

Well,  dear  Mansfield,  t  am  glad  to  fee  thy 
face  again.  But  my  heart  aches,  methinks, 
for  fear  this  (hould  be  only  a  trick  of  theirs  to 
get  me  into  their  power.  Yet  the  letter  feems 
to  be  wrote  with  an  air  of.fincerity,  I  confefs-; 
aad  tiie  ei-rl  was  never  us'd  to  lie  till  (he  kept  a 
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lord  company.     Let  me  fee,  I'll  read  it  once 
more. 

Dear  Richard, 

I  am  at  laft  (tho1  much  too  late  for  me)  convinced 
of  the  injury  done  to  us  both  by  that  bafe  man,  ivho 
made  me  think  you  falfe ;  hz  contrived  thefe  letters  'which 
I  fend  you,  to  make  me  think  you  jujl  upon  the  point- 
of  being  married  to  another,  a  thought  I  could  not 
bear  ivith  patience  ;  fo,  aiming  at  revenge  on  you^ 
confented  to  my  own  undoing.  But,  for  your  own 
fake,-  I  beg  you  to  return  hither,  for  I  have  fame 
hopes  of  being  able  to  do  you  juftice,  which  is  the 
only  comfort  of  your  moft  diftrejs'd,  but  ever  affec^ 
tionate,  PEGGY. 

There  can  be  no  cheat  in  this,  fure  !  The  let 
ters  me  has  Tent  are,  I  think,  a  proof  of  her  fin- 
cerity.  Well,  I  will  go  to  her  however  :  I  can 
not  think  me  will  again  betray  me  :  If  (lie  has1 
as  much  tendernefs  left  for  me,  as,  in  fpite  of 
her  ill  ufage,  I  {till  feel  for  her,  I'm  fure  me 
won't.  Let  me  fee,  I  am  not  far  from  the  htiufe, 
I  believe.  [Exit. 

Scene  changes  to  a  room. 
PEGGY    and    PHOEBE. 
Phfsbe.  Pray,  madam,  make  yourfelf  eafy. 
PeSgy-  Ah  !  Pbaete,  me  that  has  loft  her  v;r- 
tue,  has  with  it  loft  hereafe,  and  all  her  happi- 
reis.     Believing,  cheated   fool  !  to   think  him 
falfe. 

Phoebe.  Be  patient,  madam,  I  hope  you  will 
ihortly  be  reveng'd  on  that  deceitful  lord. 

Peggy.  I  hope  I  (hall,  for  that  werejuft  re- 
SrT:  But  Wil1  revengc  make  me  happy  ? 
Will  it  excufe  my  falfehopd  ?  Will  it  reftore 
me  to  the  heart  of  my  much-injur'd  love?  Ah  ! 
no.  That  blooming  innocence  he  us'd  to  praife' 
and  call  the  greateft  beauty  of  our  fex,  is  gone. 

I  have 
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\  have  no  charm  left  that  might  renew  that 
flame  I  took  fuch  pains  to  quench. 

[Knocking  at  the  -door. 

See  who's  there.  O  heavens^  'tis  he  !  Alas ! 
that  ever  I  fhou'd  be  alhara'd  to  fee  the  man  I 
Jove ! 

Enter   Richard,  <who  Jlands   hoking  on   her  at   a 
dijlatece,  Jhe  weeping. 

Dick.  Well,  Peggy,  (but  I  fuppofe  you're  ma 
dam  now  in  that  fine  drefs)  you  fee  you  have 
brought  me  back  ;  is  it  to  triumph  in  your  falfe- 
hood  ?  or  am  I  to  receive  the  flighted  leavings 
of  your  fine  lord  ? 

Peggy.  O  Richard!  after  the  injury  I  have 
done  you,  I  cannot  look  on  you  without  con- 
fufion  :  But  do  not  think  fo  hardly  of  me;  I 
/by'd  not  to  be  flighted  by  him,  for  the  moment 
I  difcover'd  his  vile  plot  on  y  u,  I  fled  his  fight* 
nor  could  he  ever  prevail  to  fee  me  fince. 

Dxk.  Ah,  Peggy  /  you  were  too  haily  in  be 
lieving  ;  and  much  I  fear,  the  vengeance  aim'd 
at  me,  had  other  charms  to  recommend  it  to 

nn  :  fuch  bravery  as  that  [pointing  to  her  deaths] 
i ad  not  to  bellow  ;  bat  if  a  tender  honeft  heart 
could  pleafe,  you  had  it  all  >  and  if  I  wifh'd  for 
more,  'twas  for  your  fake. 

Peggy.  O  Richard !  when  yoti  confider  .the 
wicked  ftratagem  he  contriv'd  to  make  me  think 
you  bafe  and  deceitful,  I  hope  you  will,  at  lead, 
pity  my  folly,  and,  in  fome  meafure,  excufe 
my  fallnood  ;  that  you  will  forgive  me,  I  dare 
not  hope. 

Dick.  To  be  forc'd  to  fly  from  my  friends  and 
country,  for  a  crime  that  I  was  innocent  of,  is 
an  injury  that  I  cannot  eafily  forgive,  to  be  fure  : 
but  if  you  are  lefs  guilty  of  it  than  I  thought, 
I  fhall  be  very  glad  ;  and  if  your  defign  be 
reaily  as  you  fay,  to  clear  me,  and  to  expofe 
fhe  bafenefs  of  him  that  betray'd  and  ruin'd  you, 

I  will 
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I  will  join  with  you  with  all  my  heart.  Buthovr 
do  you  propofe  to  do  this  ? 

Peggy.  The  King  is  now  in  this  foreft  a  hunt 
ing,  and  our  young  lord  is  every  day  with  him  : 
Now,  I  think,  if. we  could  take  Tome  oppor 
tunity  of  throwing  ourfelves  at  his  Majefty's 
feet,  and  complaining  of  the  injuitice  of  one  of 
his  courtiers,  it  might,  perhaps,  have  fome  ef 
fect  upon  him. 

Dick.  If  we  were  fuffer'd  to  make  him  fenfible 
of  it,  perhaps  it  might;  but  the  complaints  of 
fuch  little  folks  as  we,  feldom  reach  the  ears  .of 
Ma:efty. 

Peggy.  We  can  but  try. 

Dick.  Well,  if  you  will  but  go  with  me  to 
my  father's,  and  (lay  there  till  fuch  an  oppor 
tunity  happens,  1  mall  believe  you  in  earneft, 
and  will  join  with  you  in  your  defign. 

Peggy*  1  will  do  any  thing  to  convince  you  of 
my  fincerity,  and  to  make  fa tis faction  for  the 
injuries  which  have  been  done  you. 

Dick.  Will  you  go  now  ? 

P'SSy*  m  k£  witn  vou  *n  M*  ^an  an  HoMr. 

[Exeunt* 

Scene  changes  to  the  mill. 

MARGERY    *^KATE   knitting. 

Kate.  O  dear,  I  would  not  fee  a  fpirit  for  all 
the  world  ;  but  I  love  dearly  to  hear  ftories  of 
them.  Weil,  and  what  then? 

Margery.  And  fo  at  Jaft,  in  a  difmal,  hollow 
tone  it  cry'd . 

[A  knocking  at  the  door  frights  them  bath, 
they  fcream  out,  and  throw  down  their 
knitting.'] 

Margery  and  Kate.    Lord  blefs  us !    What's 

that  ? 

Kate.  O  dear  mother,  it's  fome  judgment  up 
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on  us,  I'm  afraid.     They  fay,  talk  of  the  devil, 
and  he'll  appear. 

Margery.  Kate,  go  and  fee  who's  at  the  door. 

Kate.  I  durft  not  go-,  mother  ;  do  yOu  go. 

Margery.  Come,  let's  both  go. 

•Kate.  Now  don't  fpeak  as  if  you  was  afraid. 

Margery.  No^  I  won't  if  I  can  help  it.  Who's 
there  ? 

Dick.  \_Without  ]  Whati  won't  you  let  me  in  ? 

Kate.  O  gemini  !  it's  like  our  Dick,  I  think  : 
He's  certainly  dead,  and  it's  his  fpirit. 

Margery.  Heav'n  forbid!  I  think  in  my  heart 
it's  he  himfelf.  Open  the  door,  Kate. 

Kate.  Nay,  do  you. 

Margery.  Come,  we'll  both  open  it. 

[They  open  the  floor. 

£»ter  Dick. 

Dick.  Dear  mother,  how  do  you  do  ?  I  thought 
you  would  not  have  let  me  in. 

Margery.  Dear  child,  I'm  overjoy'd  to  fee 
thee;  but  I  was  fo  frighted,  I  did  not  know 
What  to  do. 

Kate.  Dear  brother,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you ; 
how  have  you  done  this  long  while  ? 

Dick.  Very  well,  Kate.  But  where's  my  fa 
ther  ? 

Margery.  He  heard  a  gun  go  off  juft  now,  and 
he's  gone  to  fee  who  'tis. 

Dick.  What  they  love  venifon  at  Mansfield  as 
well  as  ever,  1  fuppofe  ? 

Kate.  Ay,  and  they  will  have  it  too. 

Miller.  [Without.']  Hoa  !  Madge!  Kate  !  bring 
a  light  here. 

Margery.  Yonder  he  is. 

Kate.  Has  he  catch'd  the  rogue,  I  wonder  ? 

Enter  the  King  and  the  Miller. 
Margery.  Who  have  you  got  ? 

Miller. 
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Miller.  I  have  brought  thcc  aftranger,  Madge ; 
thou  muft  give  him  a  (upper,  and  a  lodging  if 
thou  can'Jl. 

Margery.  You  have  got  a  better  ftranger  of 
your  own,  I  can  tell  you  :  Dic&'s  come. 

Miller.  Dick  !  Where  is  he  ?  Why  Dick  !  How 
it's,  my  lad  ? 

Dick.  Very  well,  I  thank  you,  father. 

King.  A  little  more,  and  you  had  pofh'd  me 
down. 

Miller.  Faith,  Sir,  you  muft  cxcufe  me  ;  I  was 
overjoy'd  to  fee  my  boy.  He  has  been  at  Lon 
don,  and  I  have  not  feen  him  thefe  four  years. 

King.  Well,  I  (hall  once  in  my  life  have  the 
happinefs  of  being  treated  as  a  common  man  ; 
and  of  feeing  human  nature  without  difguife. 

\AJUh. 

Miller.  What  has  brought  thee  home  fo  un- 
expetf ed ? 

Dick.  You  will  know  that  prefently. 

Miller.  Of  that  by-and-by  then.  We  have 
got  the  King  down  in  the  foreft  a  hunting  this 
feafon,  and  this  honed  gentleman,  who  came 
down  with  his  Majefly  from  London*  has  been 
with  'em  to-day,  it  feems,  and  has  loft  his  way. 
Come,  Madge,  fee  what  thou  can'ft  get  for  fup- 
per.  Kill  a  couple  of  the  beft  fowls  ;  and  go 
you,  Kate,  and  draw  a  pitcher  of  ale.  We  are 
famous,  Sir,  at  Mansfield,  for  good  ale,  and  for 
honeft  fellows  that  know  how  to  drink  it. 

King.  Good  ale  will  be  acceptable,  at  pref»'nt, 
for  I  am  very  dry.  But  pray,  how  came  your 
fon  to  leave  you,  and  go  to  London  ? 

Miller.  Why,  that's  a  ftory  which  Dick,  per 
haps,  won't  like  to  have  told. 

King.  Then  I  don't  dcfire  to  hear  it. 
Enter  Kate,  iv  th  an  earthen  pitcher  of  ale  and*  horn. 

Miller.  So,  now  do  you  go  help  your  mother. 
— Sir,  my  hearty  fervice  to  you. 

King. 
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King*  Thank  ye,  Sir.  This  plain  fincerity 
and  freedom,  is  a  happinefs  unknown  to  kings. 

-    [  [Jfidt* 

Miller.  Come,  Sir. 

King.  Richard,  my  fervice  to  you. 

Dick.  Thank  you,  Sir. 

Miller.  Well,  Dick,  and  how  doft  thou  like 
London  ?  Come,  tell  us  what  thou  had  feen 

Dick.  Seen  !  I  have  feen  the  land  of  promife. 

Miller.  The  land  of  promife  !  What  doft  thou 
mean? 

Dick.  The  court,  father. 

Miller.  Thou  wilt  never   leave  joking, 

Dick.  To  be  ferious  then,  I  have  feen  the  dif- 
appointment  of  my  hopes  and  expectations ;  and 
that's  more  than  one  would  wifli  to  fee. 

Miller.  What!  would  the  great  man,  thou 
wad  recommended  10,  do  nothing  at  all  for  thee 
at  l«ft? 

Dick .  Why,  yes ;  he  would  promife  me  to  the 
laft  ? 

Miller.  Zoons !  do  the  courtiers  think  their 
dependents  can  eat  promifes  ? 

Dick.  No,  no  ;  they  never  trouble  their  headi 
to  think,  whether  we  eat  at  all  or  not.  I  have 
row  dancled  after  his  lordfhip  feveral  years,  tan- 
taliz'd  with  hopes  and  expeclations  ;  this  year 
promifed  one  place,  the  next  another,  and  the 

third,  in  fure  and  certain  hope  of a  oifap- 

pointment.  One  falls,  and  it  was  promifed  be 
fore  ;  another,  and  I  am  juft  half  an  hour  too 
late  ;  a  third,  and  it  (lops  the  mouth  of  a  cre 
ditor ;  a  fourth,  and  it  pays  the  hire  of  a  flat 
terer  ;  a  fifth,  and  it  bribes  a  vote ;  and,  the 
fixth,  I  am  promifed  (till.  But  having  tbus 
flept  away  fomr  ye..rs,  I  awoke  from  my  dream  : 
My  lord,  I  found,  was  fo  far  from  having  it  an 
his  power  to  get  a  place  for  me,  that  he  had 
been  all  this  while  feeking  after  one  for  himfclf. 
B  Miller. 
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Miller.  Poor  Dick  !  And  is  plain  honefty  then 
a  recommendation  to  no  place  at  court  ? 

Dick.  It  may  recommend  you  to  be  a  foot 
man,  perhaps,  but  nothing  further,  nothing 
further,  indeed.  If  you  look  higher,  you  muft 
furnifh  yourfeif  with  other  qualifications  :  You 
muft  learn  to  fay  Ay,  or  No  ;  to  run,  or  ftand  i 
to  fetch,  or  carry,  or  leap  over  a  ftick  at  the 
word  of  command.  You  muft  be  mafter  of  the 
arts  of  flattery,  infinuation,  difllmulation,  ap 
plication,  and  [pointing  to  his  palm.}  right  ap 
plication  too,  if  you  hope  to  fuccecd. 

King.  You  don't  confider  I  am  a  courtier,  me- 
thinks. 

Dick.  Not  I,  indeed  ;  'tis  no  concern  of  mine 
what  you  are.  If,  in  general,  my  character  of 
the  court  is  true,  'tis  not  my  fault  if  it's  dif- 
agreeable  to  your  worfhip.  There  are  particu 
lar  exceptions  I  own,  and  I  hope  you  may  be 
one. 

King.  Nay,  I  don't  want  to  be  flatter'd,  fo 
let  that  pafs.  Here's  better  fuccefs  to  you  the 
next  time  you  come  to  London. 

Dick.  I  thank  ye;  but  I  don't  defign  to  fee  it 
again  in  hafte, 

Miller.  No,  no,  Dick  ;  inftead  of  depending 
upon  lords  promifes,  depend  upon  the  labour  of 
thine  own  hands  ;  expect  nothing  but  what  thou 
can'ft  earn,  and  then  thou  wilt  not  be  difap- 
pointed.  But  come,  I  want  a  defcription  of 
London ;  thou  haft  told  us  nothing  thou  haft  feen 
yet. 

Dick.  O !  'tis  a  fine  place !  I  have  feen  large 
houfes  with  fmall  hofpuality  ;  great  men  do  lit 
tle  actions;  and  fine  ladies  do  nothing  at  all. 
I  have  feen  the  honeft  lawyers  viWeJlminJler-hall, 
and  the  virtuous  inhabitants  of  'Change^Alley^  the 
politic  madmen  of  coffee-houfes,  and  the  wife 
itatefmen  of  Bedlam.  I  have  feen  merry  trage 
dies, 
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dies,  and  facl  comedies  ;  devotion  at  an  opera, 
and  mirth  at  a  fermon  ;  I  have  feeh  fine  cloaths 
at  St.  James's,  and  long  bills  at  Ludgate-HiU '.  I 
have  feen  poor  grandeur,  and  rich  poverty  ;  high 
honours,  and  low  flattery  ;  great  pride,  and  no 
merit.  In  fliort,  I  have  feen  a  fool  with  a  title, 
a  knave  with  a  penfion,  and  an  honeft  mart 
with  a  thread-bare  coat.  Pray  how  do  you  like 
London? 

Miller.  And  is  this  the  befl  defcription  thou 
ca-h-ft  give  of  it  ? 

Dick,  Yes. 

King.  Why,  Ricbarety  you  are  a  Tatirift,  I 
find. 

Dick.  I  bve  to  fpeak  truth,  Sir;  if  that  hap- 
pens  to  be  fatire,  I  can't  help  it. 

Miller.  Well !  if  this  is  London,  give  me  my 
country  cottage  ;  which,  tho*  it  is  not  a  great 
houfe,  nor  a  fine  houfe,  is  my  own  houfr,  and  I 
can  fhew  a  receipt  for  the  building  on'c.  \  uc 
come,  Sir,  our  (upper,  I  believe,  is  ready  for 
us,  by  this  time  ;  and  to  fuch  as  I  have,  you're 
welcome  as  a  prince. 

King.   I  thank  you.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  the  wood. 
Enter  federal    KEEPERS. 

Firji  Keeper.  The  report  of  a  gun  was  fome- 
where  this  way,  I'm  fure. 

Second  Keeper.  Yes  ;  but  I  can  never  believe 
that  any  body  would  come  a  deer-ftealing  fo 
dark  a  night  as  this. 

Third  Keeper.  Where  did  the  deer  harbour  to 
day  ? 

Fourth  Keeper.  There  was  a  herd  lay  upon 
Hamilton-Hill*  another  juft  by  Robin  Hood's  chair, 
»nd  a  third  here  in  Mansfield  wood. 

Firjl Keeper.  Ayj  thofe  they  have  been  amongft. 
B  2  Second 
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Second  Keeper.  But  we  fhall  never  be  able  to 
find  'em  to-night,  'tis  fo  dark. 

Third  Keeper.  No,  no  ;  let's  go  back  again. 

FirJ}  Keeper.  Zoons !  you're  afraid  of  a  broken 
head,  I  fuppofe,  if  we  fhould  find  'em  ;  and  fo 
had  rather  flink  back  again.  Hark  1  Hand  elefe. 
I  hear  'em  coming  this  way. 

Enter  tht  Courtiers. 

Firfl  Courtier.  Did  not  you  hear  fomebody 
juft  now  ?  Faith,  i  begin  to  be  afraid  we  fhall 
meet  with  fome  misfortune  to-night. 

Second  Courtier.  Why  if  any  body  mould  take 
what  we  have  got,  we  have  made  a  fine  bufmefs 
of  it. 

Third  Courtier.  Let  them  take  it  if  they  will  ; 
I  am  fo  tir'd  J  fhall  make  but  fmall  refinance* 
[The  Keepers  rttfo  upan  thtm* 

Second  Keeper.  Ay,  rogues,  rafcals,  and  vil 
lains  ;  you  have  got  it,  have  you  ? 

Second  Courtier.  Indeed  we  have  got  but  very 
little,  but  what  we  have,  you  are  welcome  to,  if 
you  will  but  ufe  us  civilly. 

FirJ}  Keeper.  O,  yes  !  very  civilly  ;  you  <Je- 
ferve  to  be  us'd  civilly,  to  be  fure. 

Fourth  Courtier.  Why,  what  have  we  done  that 
we  may  not  be  civilly  us'd? 

Firfl  Keeper.  Come,  come,  don't  trifle,  fur- 
render. 

FirJ}  Courtier.  I  have  but  three  half-crowns 
about  me. 

Second  Courtier.  Here's  three  and  fix- pence  fop 
you,  gentlemen. 

Third  Courtier.  Here's  my  watch  ;  I  have  no 
money  at  all. 

Fourth  Courtier.  Indeed  I  have  nothing  in  my 
pocket  but  a  fnaff-box. 

Fourth  Keeper.  What !  the  dogs  want  to 
bribe  us,  do  they  ?  No,  rafcals  j  you  fhall 

g° 


MILLER    of  Mansfield.    19 

go    before     the     juftice    to-morrow,    depend 
on't. 

Fourth  Courtier.  Before  the  juflice  !  What,  for 
being  robb'd  ? 

Firjl  Keeper.  For  being  robb'd  !  What  do  you 
mean  ?  Who  has  robb'd  you  ? 

Fourth  Courtier.  Why,  did  not  you  juft  now 
demand  our  money,  gentlemen  ? 

Second  Keeper .  O,  the  rafcals  !  they  will  fwear 
a  robbery  againft  us,  I  warrant. 

Fourth  Courtier.   A  robbery  !   Ay,  to  be  fure. 

Firjl  Keeper.  No,  no ;  we  did  not  demand 
your  money,  we  demanded  the  deer  you  have 
kiil'd. 

Fourth  Courtier.  The  devil  take  the  deer,  I 
fay;  he  led  us  a  chace  of  fix  hours,  and  got 
away  from  us  at  laft. 

Fir  ft  Keeper.  Zoons !  ye  dogs,,  do  ye  think  to 
banter  us  ?  I  tell  ye  you  have  this  night  mot  one 
of  the  King's  deer  ;  did  not  we  hear^the  gun  go 
off?  Did  not  we  hear  you  fay,  you  was  afraid 
it  mould  be  taken  from  you  ? 

Second  Courtier.  We  weie  afraid  our  money 
(hould  be  taken  from  us. 

Firjl  Keeper.  Come,  come,  no  more  muffling  : 
I  te!4  ye,  you're  all  rogues,  and  we'll  have  you 
hang'd,  you  may  depend  on't.  Come,  let's 
take  them  to  old  Cockle's  ;  we're  not  far  off;, 
we'll  keep  'em  there  all  night,  and  to-morro*v 
morning  we'll  away  with  'em  before  the  juflice. 

Fourth  Courtier*  A  very  pretty  adventure  ! 

.x   '  [Exeunt. 


B  3  S«tt* 


id      n*    KING    and    the 

\ '  T".- 

,i'(*'.i    '  '.»' )        ,    -     •  T1?  '\   '-.  ,  ,  .-, 

Scene  changes  to  the  Mill. 
King,  Millery,  Margery,  and  Dick,  at  Supper. 

Miller.  Come,  Sir,  you  muft  mend  a  bad 
fupper  with  a  glafs  of  good  ale  ;  here's  King 
Harry's  health. 

King.  With  all   my   heart.     Come,  Richard 

here's  King  Harry's    health ;  I  hope  you  are 

courtier  enough   to  pledge  me,  are  not  you  ? 

Dick*  Yes,    yes,   Sir,  I'll  drink   the  King's 

health  with  all  my  heart. 

Margery*    Come,  Sir,  my  humble  fervice  to 
you,  and  much  good  may  do  ye  with  your  poor 
fupper  ;   I  wifh  it  had  been  better. 
King.  You  need  make  no  apologies. 
Margery.    We  are   obliged  to  your  goodnefs 
in  excufinj-  our  rudenefs. 

Miller.  Prithee,  Margery,  don't,  trouble  the 
gentleman  with  compliments. 

Margery.  Lord,  hafband,  if  one  had  no  more 
manners  than  you,  the  gentleman  would  take 
us  all  for  hogs. 

Miller*  Now  I  think  the  more  compliments 
the  lefs  manners. 

King.  I  think  fo  too.  Compliments  in  dif- 
tourfe,  1  believe,  are  like  ceremonies  in  religion  j 
the  one  has  deftroy'd  all  true  piety,  and  th« 
other  all  fincerity  and  plain  dealing. 

Miller.  Then  a  fig  for  all  ceremony  and 
compliments  too :  give  us  thy  hand  ;  and  let 
us'drink  and  be  merry. 

'King.  Right,  honeft  Miller,  let  us  drink  and 
be  merry.  Come,  have  you  got  e'er  a  good 
fong  ? 

Miller.  Ah  !  my  finging  days  are  over,  but 

my 
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my  man  Joe  has  got  an  excellent  one;  and  if 
you  have  a  mind  to  hear  it,  I'll  call  him  in. 

King.  With  all  my  heart. 

Miller.  Joe. 

Enter  Joe. 

Miller.  Come,  Joe,  drink  boy;  I  have  pro- 
mis'd  this  gentleman  that  you  mail  fmg  him 
your  lait  new  fong. 

Joe.  Well,  mafter,  if  you  have  promis'd  it 
him,  he  fliail  have  it. 


S    O    N    G. 


!• 

How  kuppy  a  State  does.  the  Miller  pajfefs? 
Who  waitd  be  no  greater  ',  »c>r  y^«r>  /<?  be  lefs  ; 
O«  ^/j  Mill  and  ,bim/JeJf  he  depends  for  Supfiprf, 
Which  is  better  than  fertilely  cringing  at  Court. 


What  tbo*  he  all  dufly  and  whiten'*!  does  go, 
The  more  he's  be-powder'd,  the  more  like  a  Beau  ; 
A  Clown  in  this  Drefs  may  he  honefter  far 
*fhan  a  Courtier  <wbo  ftruts  in  his  Garter  and  Star, 

III. 

Tho*  his  Hands  are  fo  dawb'dthey'renotfo  tobefeen, 
'The  Hands  of  bis  Betters  are  not  very  clean  ; 
A  Palm  more  polite  may  as  dirtily  deal ; 
Gold,  in  handling,  will  Jlick  to  the  Fingers  like 
Meal. 

IV. 
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IV. 


if,  when  a  Pudding  for  Dinner  he  lacks, 
He  cribs,  without  Scruple,  from  other  Men's  Sacks', 
In  this  of  right  noble  Examples  he  brags, 
Who  borrow  as  freely  from  other  Mens  Bags. 

V. 

Qrftould  he  endeavour  to  heap  an  Eft  ate, 
In  this  he  wou'd  mimick  the  Tools  of  the  State ; 
Whofe  Aim  is  alone  their  own  Coffers  to  Jill, 
As  all  his  Concern's  to  bring  Grift  to  his  Mill. 

VI. 

He  eats    when  he's   hungry,    he    drinks    when 

he's  dry, 

And  down  when  he's  weary  contented  does  lie  J 
Then  rifes  up  chearful  to  work  and  tojtng  : 
If  fo  happy  a  Miller,  then  who'd  be  a  King  ? 

Miller.  There's  a  Song  for  you. 

King.  He  mould  go  fing  this  at  Court,  I 
think. 

Dick.  I  believe,  if  he's  wife,  he  will  chufe  y 
to  ftay  at  home  tho*. 

Enter  Peggy. 

Miller.  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  pray  ! 
you  have  a  good  mare  of  impudence,  er  you 
wouM  be  amam'd  to  fet  your  foot  within  my 
houfe,  methinks. 

Peggy.  Amam'd  I  am,  indeed,  but  do  not 
call  me  impudent.  [Weeps. 

Did.  Dear  father,  fufpend  your  anger  for 

the 
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the  prcfent ;  that  flie  is  here  now  is  by  my  di- 
rediion,  and  to  do  me  juftice. 

Peggy,  To  do  that  is  all  that  is  now  in  my 
power ;  for  as  to  myfelf,  I  am  ruin'd  paft  re 
demption  ;  my  character,  my  virtue,  my  peace, 
are  gone  :  I  am  abandoned  by  my  friends,  de- 
fpis'd  by  the  world,  and  expos'd  to  niifery  and 
want. 

King.  Pray  let  me  know  the  ftory  of  your 
misfortunes  ;  perhaps  it  may  be  in  my  power 
to  do  fomething  towards  recmffing  them 

Peggy.  Trat  you  may  learn  from  him  whom 
I  have  wrong'd  ;  but  as  for  me,  {hame  will 
not  let  me  fpeak,  or  hear  it  told.  ,  [Exit. 

King,  She's  very  pretty. 

Dick  O,  Sir,  I  once  thought  her  ata  angel ; 
I  iov'd  her  dearer  than  my  life,  2nd  did  believe 
her  paffion  was  the  fame  for  me  :  but  a  young 
nobleman  of  this  neighbourhood  happening  to 
fee  her,  her  youth  and  blooming  beauty  pre- 
fently  ftruck  his  fancy  ;  a  ihoufand  artifices 
were  immediately  employ'd  touebauch  and  ruin 
her.  But  all  his  arts  were  vain  ;  not  even  the 
promife  of  making  her  his  wife,  couid  prevail 
upon  her  :  in  a  little  time  he  found  out  her 
love  to  me,  and,  imagining  this  to  be  the 
caufe  of  her  refufal,  he,  by  forg'd  letters, 
and  feign'd  Stories,  contriv'd  to  make  h?r  be 
lieve  I  was  upon  the  point  of  marriage  with 
another  woman.  Po(Tef>'d  with  this  opinion, 
ihe,  in  a  rage,  writes  me  word,  never  to  fee  her 
more  ;  and,  in  revenge,  confented  to  her  own 
undoing.  Not  cbntented  with  this,  nor  eafy 
while  I  was  fo  near  her,  he  brib'd  one  of  his 
caft  off  miftrefies  to  'fwear  a  child  to  me,  which 
fhe  did  :  this  was  the  occasion  of  my  leaving 
my  friends,  and  flying  to  London. 

King.  And  how  does  ihe  propofe  to  do  you 
juftice  ? 

Dick. 
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Dick.  Why,  the  king  being  now  in  this  foreiV 
a  hunting,  we  defign  to  take  foine  opportunity 
of  throwing  ourfelves  at  his  majefty's  feet,  and 
complaining  of  the  injuftice  done  us  by  this 
noble  villain. 

Miller.  Ah  !  Bick  /  I  expeft  but  little  redrefs 
from  fuch  an  application.  Things  of  this  nature 
are  fo  common  amongft  the  great,  that  I  am 
afraid  it  will  only  be  made  a  jeft  of. 

King.  Thofe  that  can  make  a  jeft  of  what 
ought  to  be  (hocking  to  humanity,  (urely  deferve 
not  the  name  of  great  or  noble  men. 

Dick.  What  do  you  think  of  it,  Sir?  if  yea 
belong  to  the  court,  you,  perhaps,  may  know 
fomething  of  the  king's  temper* 

ffiag.  Why,  if  I  can  judge  of  his  temper  at 
all,  I  think  he  would  not  fufFer  the  greatest 
nobleman  in  his  court,  to  do  an.  injuftice  to  the 
mcaneft  fubjeft  in  his  kingdom.  But  pray, 
who  is  the  nobleman  that  is  capable  of  fuch 
actions  as  thefe  ? 

Dick.  Do  you  know  my  lord  Lurewell  I 

King.  Yes. 

Dick.  That's  the  man. 

King.  Well,  I  would  have  you  put  your  defign 
in  execution.  ~'Tis  my  opinion  the  king  would 
not  only  hear  your  complaint,  but  redrefs  your 
injuries. 

Miller.   I  wifh  it  may  prove  fo. 

T  ' '•"-.  \  '•)•  '''.'.'  ,") 

Enter  the  Keepers  leading  in  the  Courtiers. 

Firft  Keeper.  Hola  !  Cockle  !  where  are  ye  ? 
why,  man,  we  have  nabb'd  a  pack  of  rogues 
here  juft  in  the  fa  ft. 

King.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  what,  turn'd  highway 
men,  my  lords  ?  or  deer-ftealers  ? 

Firft  Courtier.  I  am  very  glad  to  find  your 
majeity  in  health  and  fafety. 

Second 
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Second  Courtier.  We  have  run  thro'  a  great  many 
perils  and  dangers  to-night  :  but  the  joy  of  find 
ing  your  majefty  fo  unexpectedly,  will  make  us 
forget  all  we  have  fuffer'd. 

Miller  and  Dick.  What!  is  this  the  king  ? 

King.  \  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  my  lords, 
I  confefs  ;  and  particularly  you,  my  lord  Lure- 
well. 

Lurewdl.  Your  majefty  does  me  honour* 

King.  Yes,  my  lord,  and  I  will  do  you  juflice 
too ;  your  honour  has  been  highly  wrong'd  by 
this  young  man. 

Lurewell.  Wrong'd,  my  liege  ! 

King.  I  hope  fo,  my  lord  ;  for  I  would  fain 
believe  you  can't  be  guilty  of  bafenefs  and  trea 
chery. 

Lurewell.  I  hope  your  majefty  will  never  find 
me  fo.  What  dares  this  villain  fay  ? 

Dick.  I  am  not  to  be  frighted,  my  lord.  I  dare 
fpeak  truth  at  any  time. 

Lurewell.  Whatever  ftains  my  honour  muft  be 
falfe. 

King.  I  know  it  muft,  my  lord  :  yet  has  this 
.man,  not  knowing  who  I  was,  prefum'd  to  charge 
your  lordflup,  not  only  with  great  injuftice  to 
himfelf,  but  alfo  with  ruining  an  innocent  vir- 

fin  whom  he  lov'd,  and  who  was  to  have  been 
is  wife;  which,  if  true,  were  bafe  and  taea- 
cherous  ;  but  I  know  'tis  falfe,  and  therefore 
.leave  it  to  your  lordfhip  to  fay  what  punishment 
I  mail  inflift  upon  him,  for  the  injury  done  to 
your  honour. 

.  Lurewell.  I  thank  your  majefty,  I  will  not 
be  fevere  ;  he  mail  only  alk  my  pardon,  and 
to-morrow  morning  be  oblig'd  to  marry  the 
creature  he  has  traduc'd  ine  with. 

King.  This  is  mild.  Well,  you  hear  your 
fentence. 

Dick. 
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Dick.  May  I  not  have  leave  to  fpeak  before 
your  maje  (ty  ? 

Kingf  What  canft  thou  fay  ? 

Dick.  If  I  had  your  majefty's  permiflion,  I 
believe  I  have  certain  witnefles  xvhich  will  un 
deniably  prove  the  truth  of  all  I  have  accus'd 
his  lordfhip  of. 

King.  Produce  them. 

Did.  Peggy  ! 

Enter  Peggy. 

King.  Do  you  know  this  woman,  my  lord  ? 

Lunwell.  1  know  her,  pleafe  your  majefty, 
by  fight;  (he  is  a  tenant's  daughter. 

Peggy.  l-Afide.]  Majefty  !  What,  is  this  the 
king  ? 

Dick.  Yes. 

King.  Have  you  no  particular  acquaintance 
with  her  ? 

Lure-well.  Hum— I  have  not  feen  her  thefe 
feverai  months. 

Dick.  True,  my  lord;  and  that  is  part  of 
your  accufation  ;  for,  I  believe,  I  have  fome 
letters  which  will  prove  your  lordfhip  once 
had  a  more  particular  acquaintance  with  her. 
Here  is  one  of  the  firft  his  lord  (hip  wrote  to  her, 
full  of  the  tendered  and  mod  folemn  prorefta- 
tions  of  love  and  conftancy  ;  here  is  another 
which  will  inform  your  majefty  of  the  pains  he 
took  to  ruin  her;  there  is  an  abfolute  promife 
of  marriage  before  he  could  accomplith  it.' 

'King.  What  fay  you,  my  lord,  are  thefe  your 
hand  ? 

Lure*x>ell.  I  believe,  pleafe  your  majefty,  I 
might  have  a  little  affair  of  gallantry  with  the 
girl  Jome  time  ago. 

King.  It  was  a  little  affair,  my  lord  ;  a  mean 

affair  j 
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affair;  and  what  you  call  gallantry,  I  call  in 
famy.  Do  you  think,  my  lord,  that  greatnefs 
gives  a  fandion  to  wickcdnefs  ?  Or  that  it  is  the 
prerogative  of  lords  to  be  unjuft  and  inhu 
mane  ?  You  remember  the  fentence  which  yo-ur- 
felf  pronounc'd  upon  this  innocent  man  ;  you 
cannot  think  it  hard  that  it  mould  pafs  on  you 
who  are  guilty. 

Lurewell.  I  hope  your  majefty  will  confider 
my  rank,  and  not  oblige  me  to  marry  her. 

King.  Your  rank  ?  my  lord.  Greatnefs  that 
floops  to  actions  bafe  and  low,  deferts  its  rank, 
and  pulls  its  honours  down.  What  makes  your 
lordiriip  great!  is  it  your  gilded  equipage  and 
drefs  ?  then  put  it  on  your  meaneft  flave,  and 
he's  as  great  as  you.  Is  it  your  riches  or  eltate  r 
the  villain  that  mould  plunder  you  of  all,  would 
then  be  as  great  as  you.  No,  my  lord,  he  thac 
acts  greatly,  is  the  true  great  man.  I  therefore 
think  you  ought,  in  juftice,  to  marry  her  you 
thus  have  wrong'd* 

Peggy.  Let  my  tears  thank  your  majefty.  But 
alas !  I  am  afraid  to  marry  this  young  lord  : 
that  would  only  give  him  power  to  ufe  me 
worfe,  and  ftill  encreafe  my  mifery  :  I  therefore 
beg  your  majefty  will  not  command  him  to  do  it. 

King.  Rife  then,  and  hear  me.  My  lord, 
you  fee  how  low  the  greateft  nobleman  may  be 
reduced  by  ungenerous  actions.  Here  is,  under 
your  own  hand,  an  abfolute  promife  of  mar 
riage  to  this  young  woman,  which,  from  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  your  unworthinef:,  me 
has  prudently  declin'd  to  make  you  fulfil.  I 
lhall  therefore  not  infift  upon  it;  but  I  com 
mand  you,  upon  pain  of  my  difpleafure,  im 
mediately  to  fettle  on  her  three  hundred  pounds 
a  year. 

Peggy.   May   heaven    reward   your  majeity's 

goodnefs.     'Tis  too  much  for  me ;   but  if  your 

C  majefty 
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majefty  thinks  fit,  let  it  be  fettled  upon  this 
much-injur'd  man,  to  make  fome  fatisfailion  for 
the  wrongs  which  have  been  done  him.  As  to 
myfelf,  I  only  fought  to  clear  the  innocence  of 
him  I  lov'd  and  wrong'd,  then  hide  me  from, 
the  world*  and  die  forgiven. 

Dick.  This  a£l  of  gen'rous  virtue  cancels  all 
pait  failings ;  come  to  my  arms,  and  be  as  dear 
as  ever. 

Peg<y\  You  cannot  fure  forgive  me  ! 

Dick.  I  can,  I  do,  and  flill  will  make  you 
mine. 

Ptggy.  O !  why  did  I  ever  wrong  fuch  gene 
rous  love  ? 

Dick.  Talk  no  more  of  it.  Here  let  us  kneel, 
and  thank  the  goodnefs  which  has  made  us 
Weft. 

King.  May  you  be  hapny. 

Miller.  [Kneels.}  After  I  have  feen  fo  much  of 
your  majefty's  goodnefs,  I  cannot  defpair  of 
pardon,  even  for  the  rough  ufage  your  majefty 
received  from  me. 

[The  king  draws  bisfaordt  the  miller  is  frighted^ 
and  rifes  up,  thinking  he  'was  going  to  kill  him. 
What  have  I  done  that  I  mould  lofe  my 
life? 

King.  Kneel  without  fear.  No,  my  good 
hoft,  fo  far  are  you  from  having  any  thing  to 
pardon,  that  I  am  much  your  debtor.  I  can 
not  think  but  fo  good  and  honeft  a  man  will 
make  a  worthy  and  honourable  knight ;  fo  rife 
up,  Sir  John  Cockle  :  and  to  fupport  your 
ftate,  and  in  fome  fort  requite  the  pleafure  you 
have  done  us,  a  thoufand  marks  a  year  ihall  be 
your  revenue. 

Miller.  Your  majefty 's  bounty  I  receive  with 
thankfulnefs ;  I  have  been  guilty  of  no  mean- 
nefs  t©  obtain  it,  and  hope  I  mall  not  be  obliged 
to  keep  it  upon  bafe  conditions ;  for  tho'  I  am 

willing 


MILLER   of  Mansfield.    29 

willing  to  be  a  faithful  fubjeft,  I  am  refclved 
to  be  a  free,  and  an  honeft  man. 

King.  I  rely  upon  your  being  fo  :  and,  to 
gain  the  friendfhip  of  fuch  a  one,  I  fhalJ  al 
ways  think  an  addition  to  my  happinefs,  tho*  a 
king. 

Worthy  in  whatever  ftate,  is  fure  a  prize, 
Which  kings,  of  'all  men ,  ought  not  to  defpife^ 
By  Jelfijh  Jycophants  fo  ciofe  befiegdy 
'•7/j  by  mere  chance  a  worthy  man's  oblig'd : 
But  hence,  to  every  courtier  be  it  knonun, 
Virtue  Jhall  find  protection  from  the  throne. 


THE        END. 
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An   EPISTLE    to    Mr.  POPE,    cccaficifd  ly   &ts 
ESSAY  ON  MAN. 

GREAT  bard  !  in  whom  united  we  admire, 
The  fage's  wifdom,  and  the  poet's  fire  : 
And  whom  at  once  the  great  and  gocd  commend, 

A  fafe  companion,  and  a  ufeful  friend  ; • 

'T<was  thus  the  Mu/e  her  eager  fight  began, 
Ardent  to  Jing  the  poet  and  the  man  : 
But  truth  in  ^erfe  is  clad  too  like  a  lie, 
And  you,  at  haft,  would  think  it  f.aitery  ; 
Hating  the  thought,  I  check  my  fronvard ftrain, 
I  change  my  ftyie,.  and  thus  begin  again. 

As 
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As  when  fome  ftudent  firft  with  curious  eye, 
Thro'  nature's  wond'rous  frame  attempts  to  pry; 
His  dcubtful  reafon  feeming  faults  furprife, 
He  asks,  if  this  be  juft  ?   if  that  be  wife  ? 
Storms,  tempefts,  earthquakes,  virtue  in  diftrefs, 
And  vice  unpunifh'd,  with  ftrange  thoughts  op- 

prefs  : 

Till  thinking  on,  unclouded  by  degrees, 
His  mind  is  open'd,  fair  is  all  he  fees  j 
Storms,  tempefts,  earthquakes,  virtue's  ragged 

plight, 

And  vice's  triumph,  all  are  juft  and  right : 
Beauty  is  found,  and  order,  and  defign, 
And  the  whole  fcheme  acknowledg'd  all  divine. 

So  when  at  firft  I  view'd  thy  wond'rous  plan, 
Leading  thro'  all  the  winding  maze  of  man; 
Bewilder'd,  weak,  unable  to  purfue, 
My  pride  would  fain  have  laid  the  fault  on  YOU. 
This  falfe,  that  ill-expreft,this  thought  not  good, 
And  all  was  wrong  which  1  mifunderftood. 
But  reading  more  attentive,  foon  1  found 
The  diftion  nervous  and  the  doftrine  found. 
Saw  man,  a  part  of  that  ftupendous  whole, 
<{  Whofe  body  nature  is,  and  God  the  foul." 
Saw  in  the  fcale  of  things  his  middle  ftate, 
And  all  his  powers  adapted  juft  to  that. 
Saw  reafon,  pafllon,  weaknefs,  how  of  ufe, 
How  all  to  good,  to  happinefs  conduce. 
Saw  my  own  weaknefs,  thy  fuperior  power, 
And  ftill  the  more  i  read,  admire  thee  more. 

This  femile  drawn  out,  I  no<w  began 
To  think  of  forming  fome  defign  or  plan, 
To  aid  my  mufe,  and  guide  her  ewond1  ring  lay  y 
When  fudden  to  my  mind  came  honeft  GAY. 
For  form  or  method  I  no  more  contend. 
But  Jtrive  to  copy  that  ingenious  friend  :* 
*  In  his  fir.!  qnftle. 

C  3  lib 
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Like  him  to  catch  my  thoughts  jujl  as  they  rofe- 
And  thus  I  caught  them,  laughing  at  thy  foes. 

Where  are  ye  now— ye  criticks,  (hall  I  fay  ? 
Or  owls,  who  ficken  at  this  god  of  day  ? 
What !   mighty  fcriblers,  will  you  let  him  go 
Uncenfur'd,  unabus'd,  unhonour'd  fo  ? 
Step  forth  fome  great  diflinguiih'd  daring  dunce, 
Write  but  one  page,  you  filence  him  at  once  : 
Write  without  fear;  you  will,   you   mull  fuc- 

ceed: 
He  cannot  anfwer for  he  will  not  read. 

Here  paused  the  mvfe alas,  the  jade  it  kit, 

Sbr  fain  <would  rcpy  GAY,  tut  ivants  his  it1//. 

She  paused)  indeed broke  off  as  he  had  done 9 

ll'rcie  jcur  unmeaning  lines,  and  then  ivtnt  en. 

Ye  Wits,  and  Fools ;  ye  Libertines,  and  Saints, 
Come  pour  upon  the  foe  your  joint  complaints. 
Firft,  you  who  oft,  \viih  wifdom  too  refin'd, 
Can  cenfure  and  direct  th'  Eternal  Mind, 
.Ingenious  Wits,  who  modeftly  pretend 
This  bungling  frame,  the  univerle,  to  mend  ; 
Jiow   can    you   bear,     in   your   great   reafon's 

fpight, 

To  hear  him  prove,  "  Whatever  is,  is  right?" 
Alas  '   how  eafy  to  confute  the  fong  ! 
If  all  is  right,  how  came  your  heads  fo  wrong  ? 

And  come,  ye  folemn  Fools,  a  numerous  band, 
Who  read,  and  read,  but  never  underftand, 
Pronounce  it  nonfenfe— Can*t  you  prove  it  too  ? 
Good  faith,  my  friends,  it  may  be  fo— to  You. 

Come  too,  ye  Libertines,  who  lufl  for  power, 
Or  wealth,  or  fame,  or  greatnefs,  or  a  whore  ; 
All  who  true  fenfual  happinefs  adhere  to, 
And  laugh  him  out  of  this  old-falhion'd  virtue  : 

Virtue, 
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Virtue,  where  he  has  whimfically  plac'd 
Your  only  blifs — How  odd  is  fome  men's  taftc  ? 

And  come,  ye  rigid  Saints,  with  looks  dc- 

n  i  are, 

Who  boaft  yourfelvcs  right  holy,  juft,  and  pure  ; 
Come,  and  with  pious  zeal  the  lines  decry, 
Which  gave  your  proud  hypocrify  the  lie  : 
Which  own  the  beft  have  failings,  not  a  few  ; 
And  prove  the  worft,  fometimes,  as  good  as  You. 

What?  mall  he  taint  fuchperftd  fouls  with  ill? 
Shall  fots  not  place  their  blifs  in  what  they  will  ? 
Nor  fools  be  fools  ?  nor  wits  fublime  defcend 
In  charity  to  heaven  its  works  to  mend  ? 
Laugh*  he  at  thcfe?--'Tis  monftrous.  To  be  plain, 
I'd  have  ycu  write — he  can  but  laugh  again. 

Here  If  ting  up  my  head,  furpriz'J,  /  fee 
Ciofe  at  my  dhow,  flattering  Vanity, 
from  her  J oft  nuhifpenfoon  I  found  it  came, 
That  1  fuppofd  myj'elf  not  one  cf  them. 
A^as  !  boiv  eajily  our/elves  <we  footh  ! 
1  fear,  injuftice,  he  mujl  laugh  at  both. 

For,  Vanity  cla/frd,  up  to  my  ear 
Steps  boneji  Truth,  and  ihefe  harjh  ivora't  I  hear  ; 
**  Forbear ,  vain  bard,  like  them  for  hear  thy  layt ; 
".  Alike  to  ?OPZj"uch  cerfure  and fuch  praife. 
"  Nor  that  can  fink,  nor  this  e>:alt  his  name, 
*'  Wh*  civet  to  virtue,  and himj'elf,  h':tfame" 
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MODERN   REASONING. 

An  EPISTLE  to  Mr.  L— — — . 

WHENCE  comes  it,    L ,   that  ev'ry 
fool, 

In  reafon's  fpite,  in  fpite  of  ridicule, 
Fondly  his  own  wild  whims  for  truth  maintain*, 
And  all  the  blind  deluded  world  difdains ; 
Himfelf  the  only  perfon  bleft  with  fight, 
And  his  opinion  the  great  rule  of  right  ? 

'Tis  ftrange,  from  folly  this  conceit  mould  rife, 
That  want  of  fenfe  mould  make  us  think  we're 

wife  ; 

Yet  fo  it  is.     The  moft  egregious  elf 
Thinks  none  fo  wife  or  witty  as  himfelf. 
Who  nothing  knows,  will  all  things  comprehend; 
And  who  can  leaft  confute,  will  moft  contend. 

I  love  the  man,  I  love  him  from  my  foul, 
Whom    neither   weaknefs    blinds,    nor    whims 

controul  ; 

With  learning  bleft,  with  folid  reafon  fraught, 
Who  flowly  thinks,  and  ponders  every  thought; 
Yet,  confcious  to  himfelf  how  apt  to  err, 
Suggefts  his  notions  with  a  modeft  fear ; 
Hears  every  reafon,  every  paffion  hides, 
Debates  with  calmnefs,  and  with  care  decides  ; 
More  pleas'd  to  learn,  than  eager  to  confute, 
Not  victory,  but  truth  his  fole  purfuit. 

But  thefe  are  very  rare.     How  happy  he 

Who  taftes  fuch  converfe,  L ,  with  thee  ! 

Each  focial  hour  is  fpent  in  joys  fublime, 
Whilft  hand  in  hand  o'er  learning's  Alps  you 
climb ;. 

Thro* 
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Thro*    reafon's    path?,     in     fearch    of    truth, 

proceed, 

And  clear  the  floiv'ry  way  from  every  weed  ; 
*Till,  from  her  ancient  cavern,  rais'd  to  light, 
The  beauteous  llranger  ftands  reveal'd  to  fight. 

How  far  from  this  the  furious  noify  crew, 
Who,  what  they  Once  aflert,  with  fceal  purfue  ? 
Their  greater  right  infer  from  louder  tongues  j 
And  ftrength   of  argument  from   ftrength   of 

lungs, 

Inftead  of  (en-fe,  who  ftun  your  ears  with  found, 
And  think  they  conquer,  when  they  but  con 
found 
Taurus,    a  bellowing  champion,   florms   and 

fwears, 

And  drives  his  argument  thro*  both  your  ears  j 
And  whether  truth  or  falmood,  right  or  wrong, 
*Tis  ftill  maintain'd,  and  prov'd  by  dint  of— 
tongue; 

In  all  difputes  he  bravely  wins  the  day, 
No  wonder— -for  he  hears  not  what  you  fay. 

But  tho*  to  tire  the  ear's  fufficient  curfe, 
To  tire  one's  patience  is  a  plague  ftill  \vorfe. 
Prato,  a  formal  fage,  debates  with  care, 
A  itrong  opponent,  take  him  up  who  dare. 
His  words  are  grave,  deliberate,  and  cool, 

Ke  looks  fo  wife *tis  pity  he's  a  fool. 

Jf  he  afferts,  tho*  what  no  man  can  doubt, 
He'll  bring  ten  thoufand  proofs  to  make  it  out. 

This,  this,  and  this is  fo,  and  fo,  and  fo  ; 

And  therefore,  therefore — that,  and  that,  yoa 

know. 

Circles  no  angles  have;  a  fquare  has  four; 
A  (quare's  no  circle  therefore — to  be  fure. 
The  fum  of  Prato's  vvond'rous  wifdom  is, 
This  is  not  that,  and  therefore,  that  not  this. 

Oppos'd 
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OpposM  to  him,  but  much  the  greater  dunce", 
Is  he  who  throws  all,  knowledge  off  at  once. 
The  firft  for  every  trifle  will  contend  ; 
But  this  has  no  opinions  to  defend. 
In  fire  no  heat,  no  fweetnefs  in  the  rofe, 
The  man  impos'd  on  by  his  very   nofe  : 
Nor  light  nor  colour  charms  his  doubting  eye, 
The  world's  a  dream,  and  all  his  fenfes  lie. 
He   thinks,    yet   doubts   if  he's    poffefs'd    of 

thought; 

Nay,  even  doubts  his  very  power  to  doubt. 
Aflc  him  if  he's  a  man,  or  bead,  or  bird; 
He  cannot  tell,  upon  his  honeft  word. 
'Tis  ftrange,  fo  plain  a  point's  fo  hard  to  prove; 
I'll  tell  you  what  you  are— a  fool,  by  Jove. 

Another  clafs  of  difputants  there  are, 
More  num'rous  than  the  doubting  tribe  by  far  ; 
Thefe  are  your  wanderers,  who  from  the  point 
Run  wild  in  loofe  harangues,  all  out  of  joint. 
Vagarius,  and  confute  him  if  you  can, 
Will  hold  debate  with  any  mortal  man. 
He  roves  from  Genefis  to  Revelations, 
And  quite  confounds  you  with  divine  quotations. 
Should  you  affirm  that  Adam  knew  his  wife, 
And  by  that  knowledge  loft  the  Tree  of  Life ; 
He  contradicts  you,  and  in  half  an  hour 

Moil  plainly  proves Pope  Joan  the  fcarlet 

wliore. 

Nor  head  nor  tail  his  argument  affords, 
A  jumbling,   incoherent,  mafs  of  words ; 
Moft  of  them  true,  but  fo  together  toft 
Without  connection,  that  their  fenfe  is  loft. 

But  leaving  thefe  to  rove,  and  thofeto  doubt, 
Another  clan  alarms  us ;  face  about  : 
See,  arm'd  with  grave  authority,  they  come, 
And  with  great  names  and  numbers  ftrike  us 
dumb. 

With 
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With  tbefe  an  error  ven'rable  appears, 
For  having  been  believ'd  three  thoufand  years* 
Reafon,  nay  common  fenfe,  to  names  muft  fall, 
And  ftrength  of  argument's  no  ftrength  at  all. 
But  on,  my  mufe,  tho'  multitudes  oppofe  us, 
Alas !  Truth  is  not  prov'd  by  counting  nofes  ; 
Nor  fear>  tho'  antient  fages  are  fubjoin'd  ; 
A  lie's  a  lie,  tho'  told  by  all  mankind. 

Tis  true,  I  love  the  ancients but  what  then? 

Plato  and  Ariilotle  were  but  men. 

I  grant  'em  wife the  wifefl  difagree, 

And  therefore  no  fufficient  guides  for  me. 
An  error,  tho'  by  half  the  world  efpous'd, 
Is  Hill  an  error,  and  may  be  oppoa'd  ; 
And  truth)  tho'  much  from  mortal  eyes  con* 

ceal'd. 

Is  Hill  the  truthj  and  may  be  more  reveal'd. 
How  foolifli  then  will  look  your  mighty  wife* 
Should  half  their  ipfe  dixits  prove  plain  lies  ! 

But  on,  my  mufe,  another  tribe  demands 
Thy  cenfure  yet ;  nor  mould  they  'fcape  thy 

hands. 

Thcfe  are  .the  paffionate  ;  who,  in  difpute* 
Demand  ftibmiffion,  moriarchs  abfolute. 
Sole  judges*  in  their  own  conceit,  of  wit, 
They  damn  all  thofe  for  fools  that  won't  fubmit. 
Sir  Tefty  (thwart  Sir  Tefty  if  you  dare) 
Swears  there's  inhabitants  in  every  ftar. 
If  you  prefume  to  fay  this  may'nt  be  true, 
You  lie,  Sir,  you're  a  fool  and  blockhead  too. 
What  he  afferts,  if  any  di (believe, 
How  folks  can  be  fo  dull  he  can't  conceive. 
He  knows  he's  right  j  he  knows  his  judgment's 

clear ; 

But  men  arc  fo  perverfe  they  will  not  hear. 
With  him,  Swift  treads  a  dull  trite  beaten  way ; 
In  Young  no  wit,  no  humour  fmiles  in  Gay  ; 

Nor 
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Nor  truth,  nor  virtue,  Pope,  adorns  thy  page  J 
And  Thompfon's  Liberty  corrupts  the  age. 
This  to  deny,  if  any  dare  prefume, 
Fool,  coxcomb,  fot,  and  puppy  fill  the  room. 
Hillario,  who  full  well  this  humour  knows, 
Refolv'd  one  day  his  folly  to  expofe, 
Kindly  invites  him  with  fome  friends  to  dine, 
And  entertains  'em  with  a  roaft  Sir  Loin  : 
Of  this  he  knew  Sir  Tefty  could  not  eat, 
And  purpofely  prepared  it  for  his  treat. 

The  reft  begin — Sir  Tefty,  pray  fall  to 

You  love  roaft  beef,  Sir,  come— I  know  you  do. 
'*  Excufe  me,  Sir,  'tis  what  I  never  eat." 
How,  Sir !   not  love  roaft  beef!    the   king  of 

meat ! 

"  'Tis  true  indeed."     Indeed  it  is  not  true; 
I  love  it,  Sir,  and  you  muft  love  it  too. 
"  I  can't  upon  my  word."   Then  you're  a  fool, 
And  don't  know  what's  good  eating,  by  my  foul. 
Not  love  roaft  beef! Come,  come,   Sirs  fill 

his  plate, 

I'll  make  him  love  it — Sir,  G — d— -you,  eat. 
Sir  Tefty  finding  what  it  was  they  meant, 
Rofe  in  a  paffion,  and  away  he  went. 
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PROLOGUE. 

f)UR  Author  fears  tht  crititk*  of  the  ft  age* 

Who,  like  Barbarians,  /part  nor /ex,  nor  agt\ 
o/v  trembles  at  thofe  (tafors  in  the  pit, 
Who  think  good  nature  Jbt'ws  a  want  of  wit : 
Such  malice,  0  !  what  mufe  can  undergo  it  f 
To  fa<ve  thcmfehes,  they  always  damn  the  poet* 
Our  author  flies  from  fucb  a  partial  jury. 
As  *wary  Jo-vcrs  from  the  nymphs  of  Drury  : 
70  the  few  candid  judges  for  a  f mile 
She  kwnbh  fues  to  recompence  her  toil* 
To  the  bright  circle  of  the  fair,  Jhe  next 
Commits  her  cauje,  with  anxicut  doubts  pcrplext* 
Where  can  fie  -i^ith  fuch  hcpes  of  favour  knce!9 
As  i&  tbofcjud™:,  who  hsr  f  realties  feel  f 
.si  fe-iv  miftake*)  her  f  ex  may  well  excufe, 
And  fuch  a  plea,  no  Woman_/^:«V  refufe  : 
If  Jhe  fucceedsy  a  Woman  gains  applaufe  ; 
l'F~':at  Female  but  mit ft  favour  fuch  a  caufe  ? 
Her  faults  —  what  e'er  they  are — e'en  pafs  'em  tyt 
jflnd  only  en   her  beauties  Jix  your  eje. 
In  plays,  like  -uej/els  foating  on  the  feat 
*j here's  none  Jo  wife  to  kn^w  their  dcftiny  : 
In  this,   hwve'er,  the  pilots  Jkill  appears, 
While  by  tee  ftars  his  conftant  courje  he  fleers  ; 
Rightly  cur  Author  dees  &er  judgment  flew t 
'That  for  her  fafety  /he  relies  on  you. 
Tour  approbation,  fair-ones*  can't  but  move 
Thofe  jlubborn  hearts,  <which  firft y&u  taught  to  lo<ve: 
The  men  muft  all  applaud  this  play  of  ours, 
For  who  dare  fee  with  other  ejes  than  yours  ? 


EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr.  PHILLIPS. 

/"*  UJlom,  with  all  our  modern  laws  combined* 
Has  given  fuch  power  defpctic  to  mankind, 
That  we  have  only  fo  much  virtue  now, 
As  they  are  pleas' d  in  favour  to  allow. 
Thus  like  mechanic  work  we're  us'd  with  fcorn, 
And  wound  up  only  for  a  prefent  turn  ; 
Some  are  for  having  our  whole  f ex  enftav'd, 
Affirming  we've  no  Souls  * ,  and  can't  be  fav'd. 
But  were  the  women  all  of  my  opinion, 
We'd  foonjhake  off  this  falfe  ufurp'd  dominion. 
We'd  make  the  tyrants  own,   that  we  cou'd  prove 
As  Jit  for  other  bujinefs  as  for  love. 
Lord  !  what  prerogative  might  ive  obtain, 
Could  we  from  yielding  a  few  months  refrain  \ 
How  fondly  wou'd  our  dangling  lovtrs  do  at  ? 
What  homage  wou'd  be  paid  to  petticoat  ? 
"Twou'd  be  ajeft  to  fee  the  change  of  fate, 
How  might  we  all  of  politicks  debate  ; 
Promife  and  fwear  what  we  ne'er  meant  to  do, 
And  what's  ftill  harder,  Keep  our  Secrets  too, 
Ay,  marry  f  Keep  a  Secret,  fays  a  beau, 
And  Jneers  at  fome  ill-natured  wit  below.  ', 
But  faith,   if  we  Jhou' d  tell  but  half  we  know, 
There's  many  a  fpruce  young  fdlow  in.  this  place, 
Wou'd  never  more  prefume  to  Jhow  his  face ', 
Women  are  not  fo  weak,  whatever  Men  f  rate 
How  many  tip-tcp  haus  have  had  the  fate 
T'  enjoy  from  Mammal  Secrets  theii 
Who,  if  her  early  jolly  had  made  known, 
Had  rid  behind  the  coach  that**  now  their  own. 
But  here  the  Wond'rous  Secret  you  difcover  ; 

A  Lady  ventures  for  a  Friend, >A  Lover. 

Prodigious  !  for  my  part  I  frankly  own, 
I'adfyoil'd  the  Wonder,  and  the  Woman  Jhown. 

*  Alluding  to  an  ironical  Pamphlet  tending  to  prove  that 
Women  had  no  Sauls. 
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ACT      I.        SCENE     I. 

Enter  Don  Lopez  meeting  Frederick, 

Fred.    TV  /T  Y  lord,  Don  Lopez. 

.[.  YjL  Don  Lope*.  How  d'ye,  Frederick  ? 

Fred.  At  your  lordfhip's  fervice  ;  I  rm  glad  to  fee  you 
look  fo  well,  my  lord  ;  I  hope  Antonio's  out  of  danger. 

Don  Lop.  Quite  contrary  ;  his  fever  increafes,  they  tell 
ine  >  and  the  furgeons  are  of  opinion  his  wound  is  mortal. 

Frtd.  Your  fon  Don  Felix  is  fafe,  I  hope.          "* 

D.  Lop..  I  hope  fo  too?  but  they  offer  large  rewards  to 
apprehend  him. 

Fred.  When  heard  your  lordihip  from  him  ? 

D.  Lop.  Not  fince  he  went  ;  I  forbad  him  writing  till  the 
pnblick  news  gave  him  an  account  of  Antonio's  health, 
Letters  m'ght  be  intercepted,  and  the  place  of  his  abode 
difcovered. 

Fred.  Your  caution  was  good,  my  lord  ;  tho'  I  am  impa 
tient  to  hear  from  Felix,  yet  his  fafety  is  my  chier"  concern. 
Fortune  has  maliciontty  ilruck  a  bar  between  us  in  the  aftaira 
of  lite,  but  ihe  has  done  me  the  honour  to  unite  our  fouls. 

D.  Lop.  I  am  not  ignorant  of  the  friendfhip  between  my 
fon  and  you.  I  have  heard  him  commend  your  morals,  and 
lament  your  want  of  noble  birth. 

Fred.  That's  nature's  fault,  my  lord  ;  'tis  fome  comfort  not 
to  own  one's  misfortune  to  one's  felf,  yet  'tis  ioipolfible  not 
to  regret  the  want  of  noble  birth. 

D.  L'jp.  'Tis  a  pity  indeed  fuch  excellent  parts  as  you  arc 
mafter  of,  Ihould  be  eclipfed  by  mean  extraction. 

Fred.  Such  commendation  would  make  me  vain,  my  lord, 
did  you  not  caft  in  the  allay  of  my  extraction. 

D.  Lop.  There's  no  condition  of  life  without  its  cares,  and 
it  is  the  perfection  of  a  man  to  wear  'em  as  eafy  as  he  can  ; 
this  unfortunate  duel  of  my  fon's  does  not  pafs  without  im- 
prefiion.  But  lince  ii's  palt  prevention,  all  my  concern  is 

now, 
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now,  how  he  may  efcape  the  punifhment ;  if  Antonio  dies, 
Felix  lhall  for  England.  You  have  been  there  ;  what  fort  of 
people  are  the  Englilh  ? 

Fred.  My  lord,  the  EnglHh  are  by  nature,  what  the  an 
cient  Romans  were  by  difcipline,  courageous,  bold,  hardy,  and 
in  love  with  liberty.  Liberty  is  the  idol  of  the  Englilh,  under 
whofe  banner  all  the  nation  lifts ;  give  but  the  word  for  liberty, 
and  ftraight  more  armed  legions  would  appear,  than  France  and 
Philip  keep  in  conftant  pay. 

D.  Lop.  I  like  their  principles  ;  who  does  not  wifh  for 
freedom  in  all  degrees  of  life  ?  Tho'  common  prudence  fome- 
times  makes  us  aft  againft  it,  as  I  am  now  obliged  to  do,  for  I 
intend  to  marry  my  daughter  to  Don  Guzman,  whom  I  expect 
from  Holland  every  day,  whither  he  went  to  take  poflelfion 
of  a  large  eftate  left  him  by  his  uncle. 

Fred.  You  will  not  furely  facrifice  the  lovely  Ifabella,  to 
age,  avarice,  and  a  fool ;  pardon  the  exprellion,  my  lord  j 
but  my  concern  for  your  beauteous  daughter  tranfports  me 
beyond  that  good  manners  which  I  ought  to  pay  your  lord- 
ihip's  prefence. 

D.  Lop.  I  can't  deny  thejuftnefs  of  the  charafter,  Frede 
rick  ;  but  you  are  not  infenfible  what  I  have  fuftered  by  thefe 
wars  ;  and  he  has  two  things  which  render  him  very  agreeable 
to  me  for  a  fon-in-law,  he  is  rich  and  well-born ;  as  for  his 
being  a  fool,  I  don't  conceive  how  that  can  be  any  blot  in  a 
hulband,  who  is  already  poflefled  of  a  good  eftate. — A  poor 
fool  indeed  is  a  very  fcandalous  thing,  and  fo  are  your  poor 
wits,  in  my  opinion,  who  have  nothing  to  be  vain  ot",  but 
the  infide  of  their  fkulls  :  now  for  Don  Guzman,  I  know  I 
can  rule  him,  as  I  think  fit ;  this  is  acting  the  politic  part, 
Frederick,  without  which  it  is  impolftble  to  keep  up  the  port 
of  this  life. 

Fred.  But  have  you  no  confideratioa  for  your  daughter's 
Welfare,  my  lord  ? 

D.  Lop.  Is  a  hulband  of  twenty  thoufand  crowns  a  year 
no  conlideration  ?  Now  I  think  it  a  very  good  consideration. 

Fred.  One  way,  my  lord.  But  what  will  the  world  fay  of 
fuch  a  match  ? 

D.  Lop.  Sir,  I  value  not  the  world  a  button. 
Frtd.  I  cannot  think  your  daughter  can  have  any  incli- 
ftation  for  fuch  a  hi.tbard. 

D.  Lop.  There  1  believe  you  are  pretty  much  in  the 
right,  tho'  it  is  a  fecret  which  I  never  had  the  curiofity 
to  inquire  into,  nor  1  believe  ever  fhall. — Inclination  quotha,!: 
parents  would  have  a  fine  time  on't  if  they  confulted  their 
children's  inclination  !  I'll  venture  you  a  wager,  that  it* 
all  the  garrifon  towns  in  Spain  and  Portugal,  during  the 
late  war,  there  was  not  three  women  who  have  not  ha*l 

an 
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•n  inclination  to  every  officer  in  the  whole  army ;  does  it 
therefore  follow,  that  their  fathers  ought  to  pimp  for  them  > 
No,  no,  Sir,  it  is  not  a  father's  bufinefs  to  follow  his  chil* 
dren's  inclinations  till  he  makes  himfelf  a  beggar. 

Fred.  But  this  is  of  another  nature,  my  lord. 

D.  Lop.  Look  ye,  Sir,  I  refolve  (he  lhall  marry  Don 
Gufcmaiv  the  moment  he  arrives  5  tho'  I  could  not  govern 
my  fon,  I  will  my  daughter,  X  aftui-e  yow. 

Fnti.  This  match,  my  lord,  is  more  prepofterous  than 
that  which  yoa  propofed  to  your  for.,  from  whence  arofe 
this  fatal  quarrel. — Don  Antonio's  filler,  Elvira,  wanted 
beauty  only,  but  Guzman  every  thingf  but— — 

I>.  Lop.  Money — and  that  will  purchafe  every  thing,  and 
fo  adieu.  [Exit. 

Frtd.  Monftrous !  thefe  are  the  refolutions  which  deftroy 
the  comforts  of  matrimony  —  he  is  rich,  and  well  born, 
powerful  arguments  indeed !  could  I  but  add  them  to  the 
friendJhip  of  Don  Felix,  what  might  I  oot  hope  ?  but  a 
merchant,  and  a  grandee  of  Spain,  are  inconihtent  names— 
Liflardo  !  from  whence  came  you  ? 

Enttr  Liffardo  in  ft  ricL'ng  habit, 

Z^TThat  letter  will  inform  you,  Sir. 

Fred.  I  hope  your  mafter's  fafe. 

L:jT.  I  kf;  h:a  fb ;  1  have  another  to  deliver  wnrch  re 
quires  hafle — your  moft  humble  ibrvant,  Sir.  [kow:ng. 

Fnd.  To  Violante,  I  fuppofe. 

L^f.  The  fame.  [Exit. 

Fred.  (Reads.')  Dear  Frederick,  the  two  chief  blcfliiigs  of 
this  life,  are  a  friend,  and  a  miitrefs  ;  to  be  debarred  the  light 
of  thofe  is  not  to  live.  I  hear  nothing  of  Antonio's  death > 
and  therefore  refolve  to  venture  to  thy  houfe  this  evening, 
impatient  to  fee  Violante,  and  embrace  my  friend. 

Yours,  F(f//.v. 

Pray  heaven  he  comes  undifcover'd Ha !  Colonel  Brittoix. 

Enter  Colwcl  Britton  in  a  riding  habit* 

Col  Frederick,  I  rejoice  to  fee  thee. 

Fred.  What  brought  you  to  Liibon,  Colonel. 

Col.  La  fortune  de  la  Guerre,  as  the  French  fay  ;  I  hare 
commanded  thefe  three  laft  years  in  Spain,  but  my  country 
has  thought  fit  to  ftrike  up  a  peace,  and  give  us,  good 
Proteftants,  leave  to  hope  forChriftian  burial;  fo  I  refolved 
to  take  Liibon  in  my  way  home, 

Fred.  If  you  are  not  provided  of  a  lodging,  Colonel,  pray 
command  my  houfe,  while  you  ftay. 

Ctl.  If  I  were  fure  I  ihould  not  be  troublefome,  I  wou'd 
accept  your  offer,  Frederick. 

Fred.'  So  far  from  trouble,  Colonel,  I  lliall  take  it  as  a 
particular  favour ;  what  have  we  here  ? 
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Cel.  My  foetman  ;  this  is  our  cotintry  drels,  you  muft 
know,  which,  for  the  honour  of  Scotland,  I  make  all  my 
fcrvants  wear. 

Enter*  Gibby  in  a.  Highland  drefs. 

Gib.  What  mun  I  de  with  the  horfes,  and-  like  yet 
konour,  they  will  tack  cold  gin  they  ftahd  in  the  caufe- 
way. 

Fred.  Oh  !  I'll  take  care  of  them,  what  hoa  Vafquez. 

[Enter  Vafquez. 

Pat  thofe  horfes  which  that  honeft  fellow  will  (hew  you, 
into  my  ftable,  do  ye  hear,  and  feed  them  well. 

Vaf.  Yes,  Sir.  Sir,  by  my  matter's  orders,  I  am,  Sir,' 
your  moft  obfequious  humble  fervant.  Be  pleas'd  to  lead 
the  way. 

Gib.  'Sbleed  gang  yer  gat,  Sir,-  and  I  fall  follow  yee  :  Ife 
tee  hungry  to  feed  on  compliments.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Ha,  ha,  a  comical  fellow — Well,  how  do  you  like 
cur  country,  Colonel  ? 

Col.  Why  fa'th,  Frederick,  a  man  might  pafs  his  time 
agreeable  enough  with-inlide  of  a  nunnery  ;  but  to  behold 
fuch  troops  of  fofr,  plump,  tender,  melting,  wifhing,  nay 
willing  girls  too,  thro'  a  damn'd  grate,  give  us  Britons 
ftrong  temptations  to  plunder.  Ah,  Frederick,  your  priefts 
are  wicked  rogues.  They  immure  beauty  fas-  their  own 
proper  ufe,  and  Ihew  it  only  to  the  laity  to  create  defires, 
and  inflame  accompts,  that  they  may  purohafe  pardons  at  a 
dearer  rate. 

Fred.  I  own  wenching  is  fomething  more  difficult  here  than 
In  England,  where  women's  liberties  are  fubfervient  to  theii 
inclinations,  and  hulbands  feem  of  no  effeft,  but  to  take  care 
of  the  children  which  their  wives  provide. 

Col.  And  does  reftraint  get  the  better  of  inclination  with 
your  women  here  ?  No,  I'll  be  fworn  not,  even  in  fourfcore. 
Don't  I  know  the  confutation  of  the  SpaniJh  ladies  ? 

Fred.  And  of  all  ladies  where  you  come,  Colonel  j  you 
were  ever  a  man  of  gallantry. 

Col.  Ah,  Frederick,  the  kirk  half  ftarves  us  Scotchmen. 
We  are  kept  fo  iharp  at  home,  that  we  feed  like  cannibals 
abroad.  Hark  ye,  haft  thou  never  a  pretty  acquaintance  now 
that  thou  would'il  confign  over  to  a  friend  for  half  an 
hour,  ha  ? 

Fred.  Faith,  Colonel,  I  am  the  wwft  pimp  in  Chriften- 
dom  ;  you  had  better  truft  to  your  own  luck  ;  the  women  will 
foon  find  you  out,  I  warrant  you. 

Col.  Ay,  but  it  is  dangerous  foraging  in  an  enemy's  coun 
try,  and  nnce  I  have  fome  hopes  of  feeing  my  own  again,  1 
had  rather  purchafe  my  pleafure,  than  run  the  hazard  of  a 
ftiltetto  in  my  guts.  'Egad  I  think  I  muft  e'en  marry,  and 

facritice 
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facrific-e.mybody  for  the  good  of  my  foul ;  wilt  theu  recom- 
,mend  me  to. a  wife  then,  one  that  is  willing, to,exchange  her 
moidores  for^Englilh  liberty  ;  ha  friend  ? 

Frtd.  She  muft  be  .very  handfome,  I  fuppofe. 

Col.  The  handfomer  \the  better but  be  fure.fhe  has  a 

nofe. 

Fred.  Ay,  ay,  and  fome  gold. 

Col.  Oh,  very  much  gold;  I  lhall  never  be  able  to  fwallow 
the  matrimonial  pill,  if  it  be  not  well  gilded. 

Fred.  Puh,  beauty  will  make  it  Hide  down  nimbly. 

Col.  At  firft  perhaps  it  may,  but  the  fecond  or  third  dofe 

•will  choak  me 1  confefs,  Frederick,  women  are  the 

^rettieft  play -things  in  nature  ;  but  gold,  fubftantial  gold, 
gives  'em  the  air,  the  mien,  the  fhape,  the  grace,  and  beauty 
of  a  goddefs. 

Fred.  And  has  not  gold  the  fame  divinity  in  their  eyes, 
Colonel  ? 

Col.  Too  often— — Money  is  the  very  god  of  marriage: 
the  poets  drefs  him  in  a  faffron  robe,  by  which  they  figure  oia 
the  golden  deity,  and  his  lighted  torch  blazons  thofe  mighty 
charms,  which  encourage  us  to  lift  under  his  banner. 

None  marry  now  for  Inve,  no,  that's  a  jtjl: 
The  feif-favte  bargain  fervcs  for  wife  and  beajl. 

Fred.  You  are  always  gay,  Colonel ;  come,  ihall  we  take 
a  refrelliing  glafs  at  my  houfe,  and  confider  what  has  been 
faid  ? 

Col.  I  have  twa«r  three  compliments  to  difcharge  for  fome 
friends,  and  then  I  lhall  wait,  on  you  with  pleafure  :  where 
.do  you  live  ? 

Fred.  At  yon  corner  houfe  with  the  green  rails. 
Col.  In  the  clofe  of  .the  evening  I  will  endeavour  to  kifs 
,your  hand.     Adieu.  [Exit. 

Fred.   I  {hall.expeft  you  with  impatience.  [Exit. 

Enttr  Ifabella  and  Inis  her  Maid. 

Inii.  For  goodnefs  fake,  madam,  where  are  you  going  in 
rthis  pet ! 

Ilab.-  Any  where  to  avoid  matrimony  ;  the  thoughts  of  a 
hulband  is  as  terrible  to  me  as  the  fight  of  a  hobgoblin. 

Inis.  Ay,  of  an  old  huiband  ;  but  if  you  may  chufe  for 
yourfelf,  I  fancy  matrimony  would  be  no  fuch  frightful  thing 
-to  you. 

Ifab.  You  are  pretty  much  in  the  right,  Inis ;  but  to  be 
Ibrc'd  into  the  arms  of  an  ideot,  a  fneaking,  fniveling,  driveling, 
.avaricious  fool,  who  has  neither  perfon  to  pleafe  the  eye,  fcnie 
to  charm  the  ear,  nor  generofity  tofupply  thofe  defects.  Ah, 
Inis  !  what  pkafant  lives  women  lead  in  England,  where  duty 
wears  no  fetter  but  inclination  ;  The  cviftom  of  our  country 

inflaves 
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inflaves  us  from  our  very  Cradles,  firft  to  our  parents,  next  to 
our  hufoands  ;  and  when  heaven  i$  fo  kind  to  rid  us  of  both 
thefe,  our  brothers  ftill  ufurp  authority,  and  ex^ecT  a  blind 
obedience  from  us  ;  fo  that  maids,  wives,  or  widows,  we  are 
little  better  than  Haves  to  the  tyrant  man  ;  therefore,  to 
avoid  their  power,  I  refolve  to  caft  myfelf  into  amonaftery. 

Inis.  That  is,  you'll  cut  your  own  throat  to  avoid  another's 
doing  it  for  you.  Ah,  madam,  thofe  eyes  teU  me  you 
have  no  nun's  flefh  about  you  :  a  monaftery,  quotha  !  where 
you'll  wifh  yourfelf  into  the  green-ficknefs  in  a  month. 

Ifab.  What  care  I,  there  will  be  no  man  to  plague  me. 

Inis.  No,  nor  what's  much  worie,  to  pleafe  you  neither 
— Odllife,  madam,  you  are  the  firft  woman  that  e'er  de» 
fpair'd  in  a  Chriftian  countiy — were  I  in  your  place— 

Ifab.  Why  what  would  your  wifdom  do  if  yeu  were  > 

Inis.  I'd  embark  with  the  firft  fair  wind  with  all  my  jewels, 
and  feek  my  fortune  on  t'other  fide  the  water;  no  fhore 
can  treat  you  worfe  than  your  own ;  there's  ne'er  a  father 
in  Chriftendom  Ihould  make  me  marry  any  man  againft 
my  will. 

Ifab,  I  am  too  great  a  coward  to  follow  your  advice  ;  I 
muft  contrive  feme  way  to  avoid  Don  Guzman,  and  yet 
ftay  in  my  own  country. 

Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  Muft  you  fo,  miftrefs  >  but  I  ftiall  take  care  to 
prevent  you.  (Afidt?)  Ifabclla,  whither  are  you  going, 
my  child  ? 

Ifab.  Ha !    my  father !   to  church,   Sir. 

Inis,  The  old  rogue  has  certainly  over-heard  her.     [AJidc. 

Lop.  Your  devotion  muft  needs  be  very  ftrong,  or  your  me 
mory  very  weak,  my  dear ;  why,  vefpers  are  over  for  this 
night ;  come,  come,  you  lhall  have  a  better  errand  to  church 
than  to  fay  your  prayers  there.  Don  Guzman  is  arrived  in 
the  river,  and  I  expect  him  aihore  to-morrow. 

Ifab,  Ha,  to-morrow  ! 

'  Lop.  He  writes  me  word,  that  his  cftate  in  Holland  is 
•worth  12000  crowns  a  year,  which,  together  with  what  he  had 
before,  will  make  theethc  happieft  vrife  in  Lilbon. 

Ifab.  And  the  moft  unhappy  woman  in  the  world.  Oh, 
Sir  ! .  if  I  have  any  power  in  your  heart,  If  the  tendernefs 
of  a  father  be  not  quite  extinft,  hear  me  with  patience. 

Lop.  No  objection  againft  the  marriage,  and  I  will  hear 
whatsoever  thou  haft  to  fay. 

Ifab.  That's  torturing  me  on  the  rack,  and  forbidding 
me  to  groan ;  upon  my  knees  I  claim  the  privilege  of  flefh 
and  blood.  [Kneels. 

Lop.  I  grant  it,  thou  {halt  have  an  arm  full  of  flefh 
and  blood  to-morrow;  flelh  and  blood,  quotha:  heaven 

forbid 
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forbid    I    fliould    deny    thee    fiefh    and    blood,    my    girl. 

Inis,   Here's  an  old  dog  for  you.  [s-ljide. 

Ifab.  Do  not  miftake,  Sir ;  the  fatal  ftroke  which  fepa- 
rates  foul  and  body,  is  not  more  terrible  to  the  thoughts  of 
finners,  than  the  name  of  Guzman  to  my  ear. 

Lop.  Puh,  puh  ;  you  lye,  you  lye. 

Ij'cib.  My  frighted  heart  beats  hard  again  ft  my  breaft,  as 
if  it  fought  a  paflage  t9  your  feet,  to  beg  you'd  change 
your  purpofe. 

Lop.  A  very  pretty  fpeech  this ;  if  it  were  turn'd  into 
blank  verfe,  it  would  ferve  for  a  Tragedy ;  why,  thou  hall 
more  wit  than  I  thought  thou  hadft,  child. — I  fancy  this 
was  all  extempore^  I  don't  believe  thcu  did'ft  evejr  think  one 
word  on't  before. 

Init.  Yes,  but  (he  has,  my  lord,  for  I  have  heard  her 
fay  the  fame  things  a  thoufand  times. 

Lop.  How,  how  ?  what,  do  you  top  your  fecond-hand 
jefts  upon  your  father,  huffy,  who  knows  better  what's  good 
for  you  than  you  do  yowtelf  ?  remember  'tis  your  duty 
to  obey. 

Ifab.  (Rijtng)  I  never  diibbey'd  before,  and  wifh.  I  riad 
not  reafon  now ;  but  nature  has  got  the  better  of  my  duty, 
and  makes  me  loath  the  harih  commands  you  lay. 

Lop.  Ha,  ha,  very  fine  !   ha,  ha. 

Ifab.  Death  itfelf  would  be  more  welcome. 

Lop.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Ifab.  I  am  your  daughter,  my  lord,  and  can  boaft  ar. 
ftrong  a  refolution  as  yourfelf ;  I'll  die  before  I'll  many 
Gozman. 

Lop.  Say  you  fo  ?  I'll  try  that  prefently.  [Draws, 

Here,  let  me  fee  with  what  dexterity  you  can  breathe  a  vein 
now  (offers  her  his  fiuord.}  The  point  is  pretty  (harp.  'Twill 
do  your  bufinefs,  I  warrant  you. 

•Inis.  Blefs  me,  Sir,  what  do  you  mean  to  put  a  fword 
into  the  hands  of  a  defperate  woman  ? 

Lop.  Defperate,  ha,  ha,  ha,  you  fee  how  defperate  (he  is  ; 
what,  art  thou  frighted,  little  Bell  ?  ha  ! 

Ifab.  I  confefs,  I  am  llartled  at  your  morals,  Sir. 

Lop.  Ay,  ay,  child,  thou  hadft  better  take  the  man,  he'll 
hurt  thee  the  leaft  of  the  two. 

Ifab.  I  ihall  take  neither.  Sir  ;  death  has  many  doors,  and 
when  I  can  live  no  longer  with  pleafure,  I  Ihall  find  one  to  let 
him  in  at  without  your  aid. 

Lop.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  my  dear  Bell  ?   Ods,  I'm  afraid  thou 

art  a  little  lunatick,  Bell.     I  muft  take  care  of  thee,  child. 

(takes  hold  of  her,  and  pulls  out  of  his  pocket  a  &y.)     I  ftia  11 

B  make 
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make  bold  to  fecure  thee,  my  dear  :  I'll  fee  i£  locks  and  bars 
can  keep  thee  till  Guzman  come  ;  go,  get  into  your 
chamber. 

There  I'll  your  boafttd  resolution  fry, 

And.  Jce  who'll  get  the  better,  you  or  I. 

\pvjhis  her  in,  and  Jocks  the  door. 


ACT      II. 

SCENE,    a  Room  in  Don  Pedro'j  Hmtfc. 
Enter  Donna  Violante  reading  a  letter,  and  Flora  following. 
Fiora."\  T  THAT,  muft  that  letter  be  read  again  ? 

V  V  P'0r  Yes,  and  again,  and  again,  and  again,  a 
thoufand  times  again  ;  a  letter  from  a  faithful  lover  can  ne'er 
be  read  toe  often  5  it  fjieaks  fuch  kind,  luch  foft,  fuch  tender 
things  -  [Kffis  '** 

Flo.  But  always  the  fame  language. 

Vio.  It  does  not  charm  the  lefs  for  that. 

Flo.  In  my  opinion  nothing  charms  that  does  not  change  ; 
and  my  compofition  of  the  four  and  twenty  letters,  after  the 
tirft  effay,  from  the  fame  hand,  mull  be  dull,  except  a  bank 
note,  or  a  bill  of  exchange. 

Vio.  Thy  tafte  is  my  averfion.  —  (Reads?)  My  all  that's 
charming,  fince  life's  not  life  exil'd  from  thee,  this  night  lhall 
bring  me  to  thy  arms.  Frederick  and  thee  are  all  I  truft  ; 
thefe  fix  weeks  abfence  has  been  in  love's  accompt  fix  hundred 
years  ;  when  it  is  dark,  expeft  the  wonted  fignal  at  thy  win 
dow,  till  when,  adieu,  thine  more  than  his  own.  Felix, 

Flo.  Who  would  not  have  faid  as  much  to  a  lady  of  her 
beauty,  and  twenty  thoufand  pounds  ?  -  Were  I  a  man, 
methinks,  I  could  have  faid  a  hundred  finer  things  ;  I  woujd 
have  compar'd  your  eyes  to  the  ftars,  your  teeth  to  ivory,  your 
lips  to  coral,  your  neck  to  alabafter,  your  ihape  to  - 

Vio.  No  more  of  your  bombaft,  truth  is  the  beft  eloquence 
In  a  lover—  What  proof  remains  ungiven  of  his  love  ?  Wheij 
his  father  threaten'd  to  difmherit  him,  for  refufing  Don  An 
tonio's  fifter,  from  whence  fprung  this  unhappy  quarrel,  did 
it  make  his  love  for  me  ?  And  now,  tho'  ftrift  enquiry  ru»s 
thro'  every  place,  with  large  rewards  to  apprehend  him,  does 
he  not  venture  all  for  me  ? 

Flo.  But  you  know,  jnadam,  your  father  Don  Pedro  de- 
figns  you  for  a  nun,  and  fays  your  grandfather  left  you  your 
fortune  upon  that  condition. 

Vio.  JSot  without  my  approbation,  girl,  when  I  come  to 
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'Ofte  and  twenty,  as  I  am  informed.     But  however,  I  lhall 
tun  the  rifk  of  that ;  go,  call  in  Liflardo. 

Flo,  Yes,  madam  ;  now  for  a  thoufand  verbal  queftions. 
fExit)  and  re-enter  with  Liffardo, 

Vti.  Well,  and  how  do  you  do,  Liflardo  ? 

Liff".  Ah,  very  weary*  madam— Faith,  thou  look' ft  won 
drous  pretty,  Flora.  ^Afide  to  Flora. 

Via.  How  came  you  ? 

LiJT.  En  Chevalier,  madam,  upon  a  hackney  jade,  which 
they  told  me  formerly  belong' d  to  an  Engliih  colonel.  But  I 
ihould  have  rather  thought  ihe  had  been  bred  a  good  Roman 
Catholick  all  her  life-time ;  for  ihe  down  on  her  knees  to 

every  ftock  and  ftone  we  came  along  by. My  chops  water 

•  for  a  kifs,  they  do,  Flora.  [Afide  to  Flora. 

Flo.   You'd  make  one  believe  you    are  wondrous  fond  now. 

Via.  Where  did  you  leave  your  mafter  ? 

Djf.  Od,  if  I  had  you  alone,  houfe-wife,  I'd  fhow  you 

how  fond  I  cou'd  be \_Afide  to  Flora.]  At  a  little  farm- 

houfe,  madam,  about  five  miles  oft";  he'll  be  at  Don  Fre 
derick's  in  the  evening Od,  I  will  fo  revenge  myfelf  of 

thofe  lips  of  thine.  •    •»  ':  [To  Flora. 

Ho.  Is  he  in  health  ? 

Flo.  Oh,  you  counterfeit  wondrous  well.          [To  Liflardo. 

Li/f.  No,  every  body  knows  1  counterfeit  very  ill.  [To  Flora. 

Vk..  How  fay  you  ?  Is  Felix  ill  ?  What's  his  diftcmper  ? 
Ha  ! 

Lijf.  A  pies  on't,  I  hate  to  be  interrupted love,  ma 
dam,  love in  Ihort,  madam,  1  believe  he  has  thought 

of  nothing  but  your  ladyihip  ever  fince  he  left  Lilbon.  I 
am  fure  he  cou'd  not,  if  I  may  judge  of  his  heart  bv  my 
own.  [Looking  lovingly  upon  Flora. 

Jfio.  How  came  you  fo  well  acquainted  with  your  matter's 
thoughts,  Liflardo  ? 

Ltjlf.  By  an  infallible  rule,  madam  ;  words  are  the  piftu-res 
of  the  mind,  you  know  ;  now  to  prove  he  thinks  of  nothing 

but    you,    he   talks   of  nothing  but  you for  example, 

1  madam,  coming  from  (hooting  t'other  day,  with  a  brace  of 
partridges,  Liflardo,  faid  he,  go  bid  the  cook  roall  me  thefe 

Violantes 1  flew  into  the   kitchen,  full  of  thoughts  of 

thee,  cry'd,  Here,  cook,  roafl  me  thefe  Florellas.     [To  Flora. 

Flo,  Ha,  ha,  excellent you  mimick  your  mafter  then 

it  feems. 

Lljf.  I  can  do  every  thing  as  well  as  my  mafter,  you 

little  rogwe  : another  time,  madam,  Che  priell  came  to 

make  him  a  vifit,  he  call'd  out  haitily,  Liflardo,  faid  he, 

bring  a"Violame  for  my  father  to  lit  down  on  ;•« then  he 

often  miftook  my  name,  madam,  and  call'd  me  Violante  ; 
B  2  in 
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in  ftiort,  I  heard  it  fo  often,  that  it  became  as  familiar  to 
me  as  my  prayers. 

Vk,  You  live  very  merrily  then  it  feems. 

LijJ~.   Oh,  exceeding  merry,  madam.    [Kifles  Flora'j  Hand. 

Via.  Ha  !  exceeding  merry  ;    had  you  treats  and  balls  > 

Lijf.  Oh  !    yes,  yes,  madam,  feveral. 

Flu.  You   are  mad,    Liflardo,  you  don't  mint!  what  my 
ady  fays  to  you.  [Afodc  tv  Liflardo. 

ho.  Ha  !  balls is  he  fo  merry  in  my  abfenee  ?    and 

did   your  mafter  dance,    LifTardo  ? 

Ltff.   Dance,    madam !    where,  madam  ? 

Vlo.  Why,  at  thofe  balls  you  l]>eak  of. 

L:jf.  Balls !   what  balls,  madam  ? 

Via.  Why,  fure  you  are  in  love,  LifTardo  ;  did  not  you 
fay,  but  now,  you  had  balls  where  you  have  been  r 

Llff.  Balls,  madam  !  Odilife,  I  alk  your  pardon,  madam  ! 
I,  I,  I,  had  miftaid  fome  wafh-balls  of  my  matter's  t'other 
day  ;  and  becaufe  I  could  not  think  where  I  had  laid  them, 
juft  when  he  afk'd  for  them,  he  very  fairly  broke  my  head, 
m?cbiTi,  and  now  It  feems  I  can  think  of  nothing  tlfr. 
Alas, !  Jie  ti^ce,  madam  !  no,  no,  poor  gentleman,  he  is 
as  melancholy  as  an  unbraced  drum. 

Via.  Poor  Felix  !  there,  wear  that  ring  for  your  matter's 
fake,  and  let  him  know  I  lhall  be  ready  to  receive 'him. 

{Exit  Via. 

L'Jf.  I  /hall,  madam — ( 'puts  on  the  ring)  methinks  a  dia 
mond  ring  is  a  vaft  addition  to  the  little  finger  of  a  gentle 
man,  [ofauriftg  his  hf»d. 

Flo.  That  ring  muft  be   mine Well,   Lifiarda!   what 

hafte   you  make  to  pay  ofF  arrears  now  ?  look  how  the  fel 
low  ftands ! 

Ltff.  Egad,  methinks  I  have  a  very  pretty  hand _and 

very   white, and  the  ihape  ! faith  I  never,  minded 

it  fo  much  before  ! • — in   my  opinion   it   is   a   very   fine 

ihaped  hand and  becomes  a  diamond  ring,  as  well  a-s  the 

firll  grandee's  in  Portugal. 

Flo.  The  man's  tranlported  !  Is  this  your  love  !  This  your 
impatience  ! 

Lift,  (fakes  f/ivff.}  Now  in  my  mind 1  take  fnuff  with 

a  very  \antee  air Well,   I  am  perfuaded  I  want  nothing 

but  a  coach  and  a  title,  to  make  me  a  very  fine  gentleman. 

[Struts  about. 

Flo.  Sweet  Mr.  LifTavdo,  (c:>.rtejy:ng)  if  I  may  prefume  to 
fpeak  to  you,  without  affronting  your  little  finger— 

Li/J~.  Odlo,  MaJam,  I  afk  your  pardon — Is  it  to  me,  or  to 
the  ring — you  dtre£  your  dilcourfe,  madam  ? 

Flo,  Madam  !  Good  lack  !  How  much  a  diamond  ring  im 
proves  one  ! 

Uff. 


A  WOMAN  KSEPS  A  SECRET.      17 

JJjf.  Why,  tho'  I. fay  it— -I  "can  carry  myfelf  as  well  as 
any  body — But  what  wert  thou  going  to  fay,  child  ? 

Flo.  Why  I  was  going  to  fay,  that  I  fancy  you  had  beft  let 
me  keep  that  ring ;  it  will  be  a  very  pretty  wedding-ring, 
Liflardo,  would  it  not  ? 

Liff.  Humph  !  Ah  !  But but but 1  believe  I 

fhan't  marry  yet  awhile. 

Flo.  You  ftian't,  you  fay. Very  well !   I  fuppofe  you 

defign  that  ring  for  Inis. 

L;Jf.  No,  no,  I  never  bribe  an  old  acquaintance Per 
haps  I  might  let  it  fparkle  in  the  eyes  of  allranger  a  little,  till 

we  come  to  a  right  underftanding But  then,  like  all  other 

mortal  things,  it  would  return  from  whence  it  came. 

Flo.  Infolent Is  that  your  manner  of  dealing  ? 

Liff.  With  all  but  thee Kifs  me>  you  little  rogue  you. 

\_HuggWg  be*" 

Flo.  Little  rogue  !  prithee,  fellow,  don't  be  fo  familiar, 
(ptifoing  him  crway){  if  I  mayn't  keep  your  ring,'  I  can  keep 
my  kilTes. 

L'<JJ~.  You  oan  you  fay  !  Spoke  with  the  air  of  a  chamber 
maid. 

Flo.  Reply 'd  with  the  fpirit  of  a  ferving  man. 

Lijf.  Prithee,  Flora,  don't  let  you  and  I  fall  out,  I  am  in  a 
merry  humour,  and  ihall  certainly  fall  in  fomewhere. 
.     Flo.  What  care  I,  where  you  fall  in. 
Enter   Violante. 

Vio.  Why  do  yon  keep  LiiTardo  fo  long,  Flora  ?  when  you 
don't  know  how  foon  my  father  may  awake,  his  afternoon 
naps  are  never  long. 

Flo.  Had  Don  Felix  been  with  her,  Jhe  would  not  have 
thought  the  time  long  ;  thefe  ladles  confider  no  body's  wants 
but  their  own.  [dfide. 

Vio.  Go,  go,  let  him  out,  and  bring  a  candle. 

Flo.   Yes,  madam. 

Lijf.  I  fly,  madam.  [Exeunt  Lift.- and  Flora 

Vio.  The  day  draws  in,  and  night, — the  lover's  friend/ ad 
vances — Night  more  welcome  than  the  fun  to  me,,  becaufe  it 
brings  my  love. 

Flo.  (Shrieks  within.}  Ah  thieves,'  thieves  !  murder, 
murder ! 

Vio.    (Shrieks?)    Ah  !    defend  me  heaveo !     What  do  I 
hear  ?   Felix  is  certainly  purfu'd,  and  will  be  taken. 
.    Enter  Flora  running. 

Vio.  How  now  !  why  doft  ftare  fo  ?  Anfwer  me  quickly  ! 
What's  the  matter  ? 

Flo.  Oh,  madam  !  as  I  was  letting  out  Liffardo,  a  gentle 
man  rulhed  between  him  and  I,  Itruck.  down  my  candle, 
and.  is  bringing  a  dead  perfon  in  his  arms  into  our  houfe. 

B  3  VI*. 
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Fin.  Ha !  a  dead  perfon  !  Heav'n  grant  it  does  not  prove 
my  Felix. 

Flo.  Here  they  are,  "madam. 

Enter  Colonel  with  Ifabella  in  his  arm!. 

Vio.  I'll  retire  till  you  dlxrcover  the  meaning  of  the  accident. 

[Exit. 

Col.  (Sets  Ifabella  down  in  a  chair,  and'  addrcflcs  himfclf 
to  Flora.) 

Madam,  The  necefiity  this  lady  was  under,  of  being  con 
veyed  into  fome  houfe  with  fpeed  and  fecrefy,  will,  I  hope, 
cxcufe  any  indecency  I  might  be  guilty  of,  in  prefHng  fo 

Inidely  into  this 1  airman  entire  Granger  to  her  name  and 

circumitances  ;  would  1  were  fo  to  her  beauty  too.  [^jjidc.~\ 
I  commit  her,  madam,  to  your  care,  and  fly  to  make  her  re 
treat  fecure,  if  the  ftreet  be  clear  ;  permit  me  to  return,  and 
learn  from  her  own  mouth,  if  I  can  be  farther  fcvviceable  : 
pray,  madam,  how  is  the  lady  of  this  houfe  called  r 

Flo.  Violante,  fignior — ' — He  is  a  handfome  Cavalier,  and 
promifes  well.  [^/«fc; 

Cot.   Are  you  flhe,  madam  ? 

Flo.  Only  her  woman,  lignior. 

Col.  Your  humble  fervant,  miftrefs.  Pray  be  careful  of  the 
lady (Givet  her  t-u-o  moidores^  [Exit  Col. 

Flo.  Two  moidores  !   Well,  he  is  a  generous  fellow.  This 
is  the  only  way  to  make  one  careful ;  I  find  ail  countries  un- 
derilaad  the  conftitution  of  a  chamber-maid. 
Ente>'  Violante. 

Vio.  Was  you  diftra<£\ed,  Flora  ?  to  rtll  my  name  to  a 
man  you  never  faw  !  Unthinking  wench  !  who  knows  what 
this  may  turn  to— What,  is  the  lady  dead  ?  Ah  !  defend  me 
heaven,  'tis  Ifabella,  fifter  to  my  Felix,  what  has  befallen 

her  ?   Pray  heaven   he's  fafe. Run   and   fetch  fbme  cold 

water.  [Exit  Flora,  and  enters  with  water. ~\  Ifabella,  friend, 
fpeak  to  me  ;  Oh !  fpeak  to  me,  or  1  lhall  die  with  appre- 
heniwm, 

Flo.  See,  fhe  revives. 

Ijab.  O  !  hold,  my  deareft  father,  do  not  force  me,  in 
deed  I  cannot  love  him. 

Vio.  How  wild  (he  talks. 

Ijab.  Ha  !  where  am  I  ? 

«.  Vlot  With  one  as  -feniible  of  t'l^  pain  as  thou  thyfeljf 
caivA  be. 

liab.  Violante  !  What  kind  ftar  preferved,  and  lodg'd 
me  here  ? 

1V-3.  It  was  a  ten-eftrial  ftar,  call'd  a  man,  madam  ;  pray 
Jupiter  he  proves  a  lucky  one. 

Ifab.  Oh  !  I  remember  now  ;  forgive  me,  dear  Violante  ; 
my  thoughts  ran  fo  much  upon  the  danger  I  efcap'd,  I 
forgot.  Fie. 
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Via.  May  I  not  know  your  ftory.? 

Ifab.  Thou  art  no  ftranger  to  one  part  of  it  r  I  have  often 
'told  thee  that  my  father  defign'd  to  faerifice  me  to  the  arms 
of  Don  Guzman,  who  it  feems  is  juft  retura'd  from  Holland, 
and  expeftcd  alhore  to-morrow,  the  day  that  he  has  fet  to  ce-  v 
lebrate  our  nuptials.  Upon  my  refufing  to  obey  him,  he  lock'd 
me  into  my  chamber,  vowing  to  keep  me  there  till  he  arriv'd, 
and  force  me  to  comfent.  I  know  my  father  to  be  j*>fmve, 
never  to  be  won  from  his  defign  ;  and  having  no  hope  left 
me,  to  efcape  the  marriage,  I  leap'd  from  the  window,  into 
the  ftreet.  "'"'•  '* 

Vlo.  You  have  not  hurt  yourfelf,  I  hope. 

Ifab.  No,  a  gentleman  palling  by,  by  accident,  caught  me 
nil  his  arms  ;  at  rlrft  my  fright  made  me  apprehend  it  was  my 
father,  till  he  aflfured  me  to  the  contrary. 

Flo.  He  is  a  very  fine  gentleman,  I  promife  you,  madam, 
and  a  well-bred  man,  I  warrant  him.  I  think  I  never  (aw 
a  grandee  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket  with  a  better  air  in  my 
whole  life-time  ;  then  he  ojpen'd  his  purfe  with  fuch  a  grace, 
that  nothing  but  his  manner  of  prefenting  me  with  the  gold 
cou'd  equal. 

V\o.  There  is  but  one  common  road  to  the  heart  of  a  fer- 
vant,  and  'tis  impoflible  for  a  generous  perfon  to  miftake  it. — 
But  how  came  you  hither,  Ifabella  ? 

Ifab.  I  know  not ;  I  defired  the  ftranger  to  convey  me  to 
the  next  Monaftery,  but  ere  I  reach'd  the  door,  I  faw,  or 
fancy'd  that  I  faw,  Liflardo,  my  brother's  man,  and  the 
thought  that  his  mafter  might  not  be  far  off,  flung  me  into  a 
fwoon,  which  is  all  that  I  remember :  Ha  !  What's  here 
[takes  up  a  lefter"]  For  Colonel  Britton,  to  be  left  at  the  Pofl-llmtfe 
in  Liibon  ;  this  muft  be  brought  by  the  ftranger  which  brought 
mr  hither. 

Via.  Thou  art  fallen  into  the  hands  of  a  foldier  ;  take  care 
he  does  not  lay  thee  under  contribution,  girl. 

Ifab.  I  find  he  is  a  gentleman  ;  and  if  he  is  but  unmarried, 
I  could  be  content  to  follow  him  all  the  world  over. — But  I 
fhall  never  fee  him  more  I  fear.  [S;-gh*  and  paufa. 

Vw.  What  makes  you  figh,  Ifabella? 

Ij'ab.  The  fear  of  falling  into  my  father's  clutches  again. 

Via.  Can  I  be  ferviceable  to  you  ? 

Ifab.  Yes,  if  you  conceal  me  two  or  three  days; 

Via.   You  command  my  houfe  and  fecrefy. 

Jfab.   I  thank  you,  Violante. 1  wilh  you  would  oblige 

me  with  Mrs.  Flora  awhile. 

Vio.  I'll  fend  for  her  to  you — I  muft  watch  if  Dad  be  ftill 
afleep,  or  here  will  be  no  room  for  Felix.  [Exit. 

If  fib.  Well,  I  don't  know  what  ails  me,  methinks  I  wilh 
I  could  find  this  ftranger  out. 

Enter 
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Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  Does  your  ladyfhip  want  me,  raadarh  ? 

Ifab.  Ay,  Mrs.  Flora,  I  refolve  to  make  you  my  con 
fident. 

Flo.  I  (hall  endeavour  to  difcharge  my  duty,  madam. 

Ijab.  I  doubt  it  not,  and  defire  you  to  accept  this  as  a  token 
of  gratitude. 

Flo.  O  dear  iigniora,  I  Ihould  have  been  your  humble  for- 
vant  without  a  fee. 

Ifab.  I  believe  it But  to  the  purpofe Do  you  think 

if  you  faw  the  gentleman  which  brought  me  hither,  you 
Ihou'd  know  him  again. 

Flo.  From  a  thoufand,  madam  ;  I  have  an  excellent  me 
mory  where  an  handfome  man  is  concerned  ;  when  he  went 
away  he  faid  he  would  return  again  immediately.  I  admire 
he  comes  not. 

Ifab.  Here,  did  you  fay  ?  You  rejoice  me  •  "  Tho'  I'll 
not  fee  him  if  he  comes  :  cou'd  not  you  contrive  to  give  him 
a  letter  ? 

Flo.  With  the  air  of  a  duenna———— 

Ifab.  Not  in  this  houfe you  muft  veil  and  follow  him 

——He  muft  not  know  it  comes  from  me. 

Flo.  What,  do  you  take  me  fora  novice  in  love  affairs  ? 
Tho'  I  have  not  pradtis'd  the  art  lince  I  have  been  in  Donia 
Violante's  fervice,  yet  I  have  not  loft  the  theory  of  a  cham 
ber-maid — Do  you  write  the  letter,  and  leave  the  reft  to  me 
- Here,  here,  here's  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 

Ifab.   I'll  do  k  in  a  minute.  [Sits  down  to  write. 

Flo.  So  !  this  is  a  bulinefs  after  my  own  heart  ;  love  always 
takes  care  to  reward  his  labourers,  and  Great-Britain  leems 
to  be  his  favourite  country.— Oh,  I  lone;  to  fee  the  other  two 
moidores  with  a  Britifh  air Methinks  there's  a  grace  pe 
culiar  to  that  nation  in  making  a  prefent. 

Ifab.  So  I  have  done  ;  now  if  he  does  but  find  this  houfe 
again ! 

Flo.  If  he  ihould  not— —I  warrant  I'll  find  him  if  he's 
in  Liibon.  [Pius  the  letter  int»  her  bofim. 

Enter  Violante. 

flo.  Flora,  watch  my  papa,  he's  faft  afleep  in  his  ftudy 
—if  you  find  him  ftir  give  me  notice. — Hark,  I  hear  Felix 
at  the  window;  admit  him  inftantly,  and  then  to  your  poft. 

[Exit  Flora. 

Ifab.  What  fay  you,  Violante  ?   is  my  brother  come  ? 

Vio.  It  is  his  fignal  at  the  window. 

Ifab.  (Kneels)  Oh  \  Violante,  1  conjure  thee  by  all  tbe 

love  thou  bear'ft  to  Felix by  thy  own  generous  nature — 

nay  more  by  that  unfpotted  virtue  thou  art  miftrefs  of,  do 
not  difcover  to  my  brother  I  am  here. 

Vk. 
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Via,  Contrary  to  thy  defire,  be  affur'd  I  never  IfcalJ.  But 
Where's  the  danger  ? 

Ifab.  Art  thou  born  in  Lifton,  and  afk  that  queftion  ? 
fie'll  think  his  honour  blemilh'd  by  my  dilobedience,  and 
would  reftore  me  to  my  father,  or  bill  me  j  therefore,  dear, 
dear  girl- 

Via.  Depend  upon  my  friendship,  nothing,  lhall  draw  the 
&cret  from  thefe  lips,  not  even  Felix,  tho'  at  the  hazard  of 
his  love  ;  I  hear  him-  coming;  retire  into  that  clofet. 

Ifdb.  Remember,  Violante,  upon  thy  promife  my  very 
life  depends.  .  [Exit. 

Vlo.  When  I  betray  thee,  may  I  ftiare  thy  fate. 
Enter  Flora  and  Felix. 

Flo.  My  Felix,  my  everlatfing  love,     (runs  into -ffis  arms 

Fel.  My  lite,  my  foul !  my  Violante  1 

Vio.  What  hazards  doft  thou  run  for  me  ?  oh,  how  lhall 
1  requite  thee  ? 

Ftl.Ift  during  this  tedious  painful  exile,. thy  thoughts  havr 
never  wand^t'd  from  thy  Felix,  thou  haft  made  me  more 
than  fatibfaclion.- 

PVa.  Can  there  be  room  within  this  heart  for  any  but  thy- 
felf?  No,  if  the  god  of  love  were. loft  to  all  the  reft  of 
human  kiiad,  thy  image  wou'd  fecure  him  in  my  breafl  ; 
I  am  all  truth,  all  love,  all  faith,  and  know  no  jealous 
fears. 

Fel.  My  heart's  the  proper  fphere  where  Love  ^re/idee  ; 
could  he  quit  that,  he  wou'd  be  uo  where  found  ;  and  yet, 
Violante,  I'm  in  doubt. 

Vlo.  Did  I  ever  give  thee  caufe  to  doubt,  my  F»lix  ? 

Fcl.  True  love  has  many  fears,  and  fear  as  many  eyes  as 
fame  ;  yet  lure  1  think  they  fee  no  fault  in  thee- — what's 
that?  (the  Colonel  pats  at  the  wlndv-M  wifbttet. 

Vlt.  What  ?   I  heard'  nothing.  (He  pats  again. 

Pel.  Ha!  What  means  this  lignal  at  your  window  ? 

V'n.  Somebody,  perhaps,  in  palling  by,  might  accidentally 
hit  it ;  it  can  be  nothing  elle. 

C«L  (IVith'ni)  Hift,  hilr,.  Donna  Violante,  Donna  Violante. 

FcL  They  ufe  your  name  by  accident  too,  do  they,  madam? 

[Enter  Ffora. 

Ftv.  There  is  a  gentleman  at  the  window,  madam,  which 
I  fancy  to  be  him  who  brought  Ifabella  hither  ;  lhall  I  ad 
mit  him  :  [^.fide.  to  Flora. 

Vln.  Admit  diftraftion  rather;  thou  art  tlie  caufe  of  this, 
unthinking  wretch  ! 

Fel.  What,  has  Mrs.  Scout  brought  you  frelh  intelligence  ? 
death,  I'll  know  the  bottom  of  this  immediately  1 

[Offers  to  gy. 

F&.  Scout  t  I  fcorn  your  words,  liguior. 
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Vio.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  you  muft  not  leave  me. 

[Runs  and  catches  held  of  hurt* 

Tfl  Oh  !  'Tis  not  fair,  not  to  anfwer  the  gentleman,  ma 
dam.  It  is  none  of  his  fault,  that  his  vifit  proves  unfea- 
fonable ;  pray  let  me  go,  my  prefence  is  but  a  reftraint  upon 
you.  [Struggles  to  get  from  b'er. 

[The  Colonel  pats  again. 

Vio.  Was  ever  accident  fo  mifchievous  1  [/?/*&• 

Flo.  It  muft  be  the  Colonel ;  now  to  deliver  my  letter  to 
Kim.  [Exit. 

Fcl  Hark  !  he  grows  impatient  at  your  delay — Why  do 
you  hold  the  man,  whofe  abfence  wou'd  oblige  you  ?  Pray  let 
me  go,  madam  ;  confider*  the  gentleman  wants  you  at  the 
window,  Confufion  !  [Straggles  JlilJ. 

Vh.  It  is  not  me  he  wants. 

Pel  Death,  not  you  ?  Is  there  another  of  your  name  in 
the  houfe  ?  But,  come  on,  convince  me  of  the  truth  of  what 
you  fay  :  open  the  window  ;  if  his  bufinefs  does  not  lie  with 

you,  your  converfation  may  be  heard. This,  and  only 

this,  can  take  off  my  fufpicion What,  dtf  you  paufe  ? 

Oh,  guilt  I  guilt !  Have  I  caught  you  ?  Nay,  then  I'll  leap 
the  balcony.  If  I  remember,  this  way  leads  to  k. 

[Breaks  from  her,  arid  goes  fo  the  door  iv.here  Ifafoella  ;V. 

Vio.  Oh,  heaven  !  What  ihall  I  do  now,  hold,  hold,  hold, 
hold,  not  for  the  world  •  -You  enter  there  •  Which 

way  (hall  I  preferve  his  lifter  from  his  knowledge  ?     [*4feU. 

Fd.  What,  have  I  touch'd  you  ?  do  you  fear  your  lover's 
life  ? 

Via.  I  fear  for  none  but  you  * •>  -  •  for  goodnefs  fake,  do 
not  fpeak  lo  loud,  my  Felix*  If  my  father  hear  you,  I  am 
loft  for  ever;  that  door  opens  into 'his  apartment.  What 

fliall  I  do  if  he  enters  ?  there  he  finds  his  lifter if  he 

goes  out,   he'll  quarrel  with   the  ftrasger nay   do   not 

liruggle  to  be  gone,  my  Felix — if  I  open  the  window,  he 
may  difcover  the  whole  intrigue,  and  yet  of  all  evils  we 
ought  to  chufe  the  leaft.  Your  curiolity  ihall  be  fatisfied. 
Whoe'er  you  are  thas  with  fuch  iniblence  dare  ufe  my  name, 
and  give  the  neighbourhood  pretence  to  redeft  upon  my  con- 
duel,  I  charge  you  inftantly  to  be  gone,  or  expeft  the 
treatment  you  delerve. 

^Gois  to  the  window^  and  throws  up  the  fajb. 

Col.  I  aik  pardon,  madam,  and  will  obey  ;  but  when  I 
kft  this  houfe  to  night1 

Pel.  Good. 

Vio.  It  is  moftjcertainly  the  ftranger :  what  will  be  the 
event  of  this  heaven  knows.  [/IJidc.']  You  are  miftak'en  in 
the  houfe,  I  fuppofe,  Sir. 

Pel.  No,  no,  he's  not  miftaken Pray,  madam,  let  the 

gentleman  go  on.  Vio* 
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V/o.  Wretched  misfortune !  pray  be  gone,  Sir,  I  know  of 
*o  bujinefs  you  have  here. 

Col.  I  wilh  I  did  not  know  it  neither But  this  houfe 

contains  my  foul,  then  can  you  blame  my  body  for  hovering 
about  it. 

Pel.  Excellent! 

Vlo.  Diftradlion  !  He  will  infallibly  difcover  Tfabella.  I 
tell  you  again  you  are  miftaken  ;  however,  for  your  own  fa- 
tisfaftion,  call  to-morrow. 

Fe L  Matchlefs  impudence !  An  aflignation  before  my  face— • 
No,  he  fliall  not  live  to  meet  your  wifhes. 

[Takes  out  a  piftol,  and  goes  towards  the  window  ;  Jbe  catches 

hold  of  him. 

Via.   Ah  I    [Shrieks  \    Hold  I  conjure  you, 

Col.  To-morrow's  an  age,  madam  !  May  I  not  be  admitted 


Vlo.  If  you  be  a  gentleman,  I  command  your  abfence. 
Unfortunate  !  What  -will  my  ftars  do  with  me  ?          [dfide. 

Col.  I  have  done> Only  this  •   'Be  careful  of  my  life, 

for  it  is  in  your  keeping.  (Exitfrpm  the  window. 

Tel.  Pray  obferve  the  gentleman's  requeft,  madam. 

(Walking  off  from  her. 

Vlo.  I  am  all  confufion.  (Afide 

Pel.  You  are  all  truth,  *U  love,  all  faith :  Oh  thou  all  wo- 

man  !  •* How  have  I  been  deceived  ?   S'death,  cou'd 

you  not  have  impos'd  upon  me  for  this  one  night  ?  cou'd 
neither  my  faithful  love,  nor  the  hazard  1  have  run  to  fee 
you,  make  me  worthy  to  be  cheated  on. 

Vlo.  Can  I  bear  this  from  you  ?                      .         [W(eps. 
Pel.  [Repeats]  When  I  left  this  houfe  to-night To 
night  !   the  devil  !  return  fo  foon  ! 

"  Vlo.  Oh  Ifabella*!  What  haft  thou  involv'd  me  in  !  [<4fidc 
Pel.  [Repeats]  This  iioufe  contains  my  foul, 
Vlo.  Yet  I  refolve  to  keep  the  fecret. 
Pel.  [Repeats]  Be  careful  of  my  life,  for  'tis  in  your  keep 
ing, Damnation  1- How  ugly  Ihe  appears  I 

[Looking  at  her. 

Vlo.  Do  not  look  fo  fternly  on  me,  but  believe  me,  Felix, 
I  have  not  injur'd  you,  nor  am  I  falfe. 

Pel.  Not  falfe,  .not  injur'd  me  1  Oh  Violante,  loft  and  aban 
doned  to  thy  viee  1  Not  falfe,  oh  monftrous  ! 

Vlo.  Indeed  I  am  not — —There  is  a  caufe  which  I  muft 

not  reveal r-Oh  think  how  far  honour  can  oblige  your 

fex  Then  allow  a  woman  may  be  bound  by  the  fame 

role  to  keep  a  fecret. 

Pel.  Honour,  what  haft  thou  to  do  with  honour,  thou 
tlsat  canft  admit  plurality  of  lovers  ?  A  fecvet?  Ha,  ha,  ha, 
his  affairs  are  wondjous  fafe,  wfeo  trulls  his  fecret  to  a  woman's 

keeping  j 
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Keeping  ;  but  you  need-  give  youffelf  no  trouble  about  clear 
ing  this  point,  madam,  for  you  are  •become  fo  indifferent  to 
me,  that  your  truth  and  fallhwod  .are  the  fame! 

V'm.  My  love  !  [Ojftrs  to  take  his  hnnd. 

Fel.  My  torment  I  [Turns  from  her. 

Enter  Flora. 

Fin.  So  I  have  delivcr'd  my  letter  to  the  Colonel,  and 
receiv'd  my  fee.  [Afide^\  Madam,  your  father  bade  me 
fee  what  noife  that  was  —  for  goodnef*  fake,  Sir,  why  do 
you  fpeak  fo  loud  ? 

Fel.  1  underftand  my  cue,  miftrefs  ;  my  abfence  is  necef- 
fary,  Til  oblige  you.  [Going* 

Vln.  Oh  let  me  undeceive  you  firft  !       [takes  hold  of  hint. 

Pel.  Impomble  ! 

Vlo.  'Tis  very  poflible  if  I  durft. 

Pel  Durft  ?   ha,   ha,  ha,  durft,  quotha  ? 

Vio.  But  another  time  I'll  tell  thee  all. 
1    Fel.  Nay,  now  or  never  •    *  • 

Vh.  Now  it  cannot  be. 

Fel.  Then  it  rtiall  never  be  —  thou  raoft  ungrateful  of  thy 
fex,  farewell.  [Breaks  from  her  akd  Exit. 

Via,  Oh  exquifite  trial  of  my  friendlhip  !  Yet  not  even 
this,  ftiall  draw  the  fecret  from  me. 

That  rilprcfervf,  let  fortune  frown  or  finite, 

And  tn'Ji  to  love,  my  love  to  reconcile.  [Exit. 


f     A    C    T      III. 

Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  XTCT  AS  ever  man  thus  plagu'd  ?  Odfheart,  I  cou'd 
y  \  fwallow  my  dagger  for  madnefs  :  I  know  not 
what  to  think  ;  fure  Frederick  had  no  hand  in  her  efcape  —  ' 
Sh-e  muft  get  out  of  the  window  ;  and  fhe  could  not  do  that 
without  a  ladder  :  and  who  cou'd  bring  it  her,  but  him  ?  Ay, 
it  muft  be  fo.  The  diflike  he  fhew'd  to  Don  Guzman  in-iour 
difcourfe  to-day,  confirms  my  fufpicion,  and  I  will  charge 
him  home  with  it;  fure  children  were  given  me  for  a  curfe  ! 
Why,  what  innumerable  misfortunes  attend  us  parents,  when 
\ve  have  employed  our  whole  care  to  educate,  and  bring  our 
children  up  to  years  of  maturity  ?  Juft  when  we  expeft  to 
reap  the  fruits  of  our  labour,  a  man  mall,  in  the  tinkling  of 
a  bell,  fee  one  hang'd,  t'other  whor'd  —  This  gracelefs  bag 
gage  —  .Bat  I'll  to  Frederick  immediately,  I'll  take  the  Algu- 
azil  w^th  me  and  fearcH  his  houfe  ;  and  if  I  fh-d  her,  I'll 
ufe  her  -  by  St.  Anthony,  1  don't  know  how  I'll  ufe  her. 

[£«& 

The 
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The  Scene  change*  to  the  Street. 
£>rter  Colonel  -with  Ifabella's   tetter  in  his  band,  and  Gibby 


Co!.  Well,  tho'.J  cou'd  not  fee  my  fair  inngnita,  fortune,. 
to  make  me  amends,  has  flung  another  intrigue  in  my  way. 
Oh  !  How  I  love  thefe  pretty,  kind,  coming  females,  that 
•wont  give-  a  man  the  trouble  of  racking  his  invent;on  to  de 
ceive  them.—  Oh  Portugal  !  Thou  dear  garden  of  pleafure  — 
where  love  drops  clown  his  mellow  fruit,  and  every  bough 
bends  to  our  hands,  and  feems  to  cry,  Come,  pull  and  eat  4 
liow  delicioully  a  man  lives  here  without  fear  of  the  ttooi 
of  repentance-?  -  This  letter  I  received  from  a  lady  ir> 
a.  veil—  —-Some  Duenna  !  Some  neceflary  implement  of 
Cupid  !  I  fuppofe  the  ilile  is  frank  and  eafy,  I  hope  like  her 
that  writ  it,  (Reads-)  "  Sir,  I  have  feen  your  perfon,  and 
like  it"  -  Very  cvicije  -  "  And  if  you'll  meet  at  five 
4t  o'clock  In  the  morning  upon  the  Terriero  cie  fnj]~at  half  au 
*'  hour's  converfation  will  let  me  into  your  mind."—-  Ha, 
hti)  hat  a  philosophical  ivench;  this  is  the  firjl  time  I  ci'tt 
knew  a  woman  had  any  bujinefs  with  the  mind  of  a  man  • 
*l  If  your  intellects  anfwer  your  outward  appearance,  the 
*'  adventure  may  not  difpleafe  you.  I  expect  you'll  not  at- 
"  tempt  to  fee  my  face,  nor  offer  any  thing  unbecoming  the 
"  gentleman  I  take  you  for  :"————  Humph,  the  gentle 
man  Ihe  takes  me  for  ;  1  hope  fhe  takes  me  to  be  flelh  and 
blood,  and  then,  I  am  lure  J  ihall  do  nothing  unbecoming 
a  gentleman.  Well,  if  I  muft  not  lee  her  face,  it  lhali 
go  hard  if  I  don't  know  where  ihe  lives.  -  Gibby. 

Gib.  Here,  an  lik  yer  honour. 

Co/.  Follow  me  at  a  good  diilar.ce,  do  you  hear,  Gibby  ? 

Gib.   In  troth  dee  I,  weel  eneugh,  Sir. 

Col.   I  am  to  meet  a  lady  upon  the  Terriero  de  pajfj. 

Gib.  The  deel  an  mine  eyn  gin  I  kenn  her,  Sir. 

Cr>l  But  you  will  when  you  come  there,  firrah. 

Gib.  Like  eneugh,  Sir  ;  I  have  as  lharp  an  eyn  tul  • 
bony  lafs,  as  ere  a  lad  in  aw  Scotland  ;  and  what  muu  I  dcf 
wi  her,  Sir  ? 

Col.  Why,  if  fhe  and  I  part,  you  muft  watch  her  homr, 
and  bring  me  word  -where  ihe  lives. 

Gib.  In  treth  fal  1,  Sir,  gin  the  deel  tak  her  not. 

Col.  Come  along  then,  'tis  pretty  near  the  time—  I  like  * 
woman  that  rifes  early  to  purfue  her  inclination. 

Thus  we  imprwe  the  pltafures  of  the  day, 

Wkilft  tafi  clefs  mortals  Jlctf  thtir  t'me  away.  [Exit. 

Scene  changes  to  Frederick'*  Hwfe. 
Enter  Inis  and  LifTardo. 

Lljf.  Your  lady  run  away,  and  you  know  not  -whither! 
fay  you  ? 

C  Ink. 
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IMS.  She  never  greatly  car'd  for  me  after  finding  you  and 
I  together  ;  but  you  are  very  grave,  methinks,  Liflarilo. 

Lijf.  [Looking  on  the  ri"g-~]  Not  at  all  —  I  have  fome 
thoughts  indeed  of  altering  my  c'ourfe  of  living  ;  there  is  a 
critical  minute  in  every  man's  life,  which  if  he  can  but  lay 
hold  of,  he  may  make  his  fortune. 

Inis.  Ha  !  What  do  I  lee,  a  diamond  ring  !  Where  the 
de'i'ce  had  he  that  ring  ?  You  have  got  a  very  pretty  ring 
there,  Lilfardo. 

Lijf.  Aye,  the  trifle  is  pretty  enough  —  But  the  lady  which 
gave  it  to  me  is  a  bona  roba  in  beauty,  I  allure  you. 

[(locks  bh  hat  andjlrvts. 

Inis.  I  can't  bear  this  —  The  lady  !  —  What  lady,  pray  ?   , 

Lijf.  O  fye  !  There's  a  queftion  to  afk  a  gentleman. 

Inis.  A  gentleman!  Why-  the  fellow's  fpoil'd  !  Is  this 
your  love  for  me  *  Ungrateful  man,  you'll  break  my  heart, 
fo  \ou  will.  [Biojh  into  tears, 

L'jf.  Poor  tender-hearted  fool.  - 

Inis.  If  I  knew  who  gave  you  that  ring,  I'd  tear  her 
eyes  out,  fo  I  wou'd.  ^Snbs. 

Lffi  So,  now  the  jade  wants  a  little  coaxing  :  Why  "what 
elofl  thou  weep  for  now,  my  .dear  ?  Ha  ! 

Inis.  I  fuppofe  Flora  gave  you  that  ring  ;  but  I'll  — 

Lijf.  No,  the  devil  take  me  if  (he  did  ;  you  make  me 
fwv>ar  now—  fo,  they  are  all  for  the  ring,  but  I  fhall  bob  'em  : 
1  did  but  joke,  the  ring  is  none  of  mine,  it  is  my  mafler's  ; 
I  am  to  give  it  to  be  new  fet,  that's  all  ;  .therefore  prithee 
dry  thy  eyes,  and  kifs  me,  come.  [Enter  Flora. 

Inis.  And  do  you  really  fpeak  truth  now  ? 

L:j)'>  Why,  do  you  doubt  it  ? 

Ffc.  $o  to,  very  well  !  I  thought  there  was  an  intrigue 
between  him  and  Inis,  for  all  he  has  forfworn  it  fo  often. 


Inis.  Xor  han't  you  feen  Flora  fince  you  came  to  town  ? 

Flo.  Ha  !   How  dares,  (he  name  my  name  ?  [^Jide. 

Lijf.  No,  by  this  kifs  I  han't.  [JtprVkr] 

Flo.  Here's  a  diflembling  varlet,  .  [slf.de. 

Inis.  Nor  don't  you  love  her  at  all  ? 

Ltjf.  Love  the  devil  j  why,  did  not  I  ajways  tell  the.e  lh^ 
was  my  aveflion  ?  • 

Flo.  Did  you  fo,  villain  ?        [Strikes  him  a  box  on  the  ear. 

Lijf.  Zounds,  ihe  here  !  I  have  made  a  fine  fpot  of  work 
on'f.  [si/ide, 

Inis.  What's  that  for  ?    Ha  !  [Rrujkts  uf  to  her. 

Fk.  I  lhall  tell  you  by  and  by,  Mrs.  Frippery,  if  y<-*  don't 
get  about  your  bulinefs. 

Inis.  Who  do  you  call  Frippery,  Mrs.  Trolup  ?  Pray  get 
about  your  bufmels  :  If  you  go  to  that,  I  hope  you  pretend  to 
m*  right  and  title  here. 
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LiJT.  What  the  devil  do  they  take  me  for  an  acre  of 
land,  that  they  quarrel  about  right  and  title  to.  me  ?  ^fJe. 

Flo.  Pray  what  right  have  you,  miltrefs,  to  alk  that 
quell  ion  ? 

Inis.  No  matter  for  that,,  I  can  fhew  a  butter  title  to  him 
than  you,  I  believe. 

Flo.  What,  has  he  given  thee  nine  months  earneft  for  a 
living  title  ?  Ha,  ha. 

Inis.  Don't  fling  your  flaunting  jefts  at  me,  Mrs.  Bold 
face,  for  I  won't  take  Jem,  I  allure  you. 

LijJ~.  So  !  *now  1  am  as  great  as  the  fam'd  Alexander.  But 
my  dear  Statira  and  Roxana,  don't  exert  yourfelves  fo  much 
about  me  :  now  I  fancy,  if  you  wou'd  agree  lovingly  together, 
I  might,  in  a  model!  way,  fatisfy  both  your  demands  upon  me. 

Flo.  You  fatisfy  !  No,  firrah,  I.  am  not  to  be  fatisfy'd  fo 
Coon  as  you  think,  perhaps. 

Inls.  No,  nor  I  neither.—  What,  do  you  make  no  differ 
ence  between  US'? 

Fb.  You  pitiful  fellow  you  ;  what,  you  fancy,  I  warrant, 
that  I  gave  myfelf  the  trouble  of  dogging  you,  out  of  low  to 
your  filthy  perfon  ;  but  you  are  miftaktn,'  lirrah-  —  It  was  ro 
dete&  your  treachery.  -  How  often  have  you  fworn  to  me 
that  you  hated  Inis,  and  only  carried  fair  for  the  good  chear 
ihe  gave  you  ;  but  that  you  could  never  like  a  woman  with 
•crooked  legs,  you  faid. 

Inlf.  How,  h<5w,  firrah,  crooked  legs  !  Ods  !  I  cou'd  fiiid 
in  my  keart  —  •  [SnOttbfog  up  her  pettifjat  a  little, 

L-jf.  Here's  a  lying  young  jade  now  !  Prithee,  my  dear, 
moderate  thy  pafilon.  [_Coa  finely. 

lais.  I'd  have  you  to  know,  firrah,  my  legs  were  never—  - 
your  matter,  I  hope,  underitands  legs  better  than  you  do, 
lirrah. 


L'-jf.    My  matter!   fo,  fo.     [Shiting  bis  bes.d  Mtdivinkin?. 

Flo.  I  am  glad  I  have  done  lomc  mifchicf,  however,  [.jfuic. 

L'ff.  [To  Inis]  Art  thou  really  fo  fooliih  to  mind  what  an 
enng'd  woman  fays  ?  Don't  you  fee  fhe  does  it  on  purpofe  to 
part  you  and  I  ?  (Runs  to  Flora]  Cou'd  not  you  find  the  joke 
without  putting  yourfelf  in  a  paffion  !  You  filly  girl  you  ; 
why,  I  law  you  "follow  us  plain  enough,  mun,  "and  laid  all 
this,  that  you  might  not  go  back.'  with  only  your  labour  for 
your  pains  -  Uut  you  are  a  revengeful  young  llut  tho',I  tell 
you  that  ;  but  come  kils,  and  be  friends. 

Flo.  Don't  think  to  coa*  me  ;  hang  vour  kifles, 

Pel.  [Wtbin.]   Liflardo. 

Z.//7.'  Odlhean,  here's  my  matter  ;  the  devil  take  both  thefe 
jades  for  me,  what  lhall  I  do  with  them  ? 

Inis.  Ha  !  'Tis  Don  Felix's  voice  ;  I  wou'd  not  haw  him 

find  me  here,  with  his  footman,  for  the  w»dd.  fWM- 

C  z  'Fd. 
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Ftl  [iritbin.~}  Why,  Liflarefo,  Liflmlo ! 

Lift  Coming,   Sir.     What  a  pox  will  you  do  ? 

Flo.   B!efc  me,  vrhith  war,'  lhall  I  get  out  ? 

LiJJ".  Nay*  nay,,  you  muft  e'en  fet  your  quarrel  afide,  a«<$ 
%e  content  to  be  mewexl  up  in  this  clothes-prefs  together,  or 
flay  where  you  arc,  and  face  it  out there  is  no  help  for  k. 

'Flo.  Put  me  any  where,  rather  than  that  y  come,  come,  Irt 

me  in.  [He  opcm  the  p'refii  andjhe  goes  in. 

'Inn.  I'll  fee  her  hang'd,  b*fore  l'H  go  into  the  place  where 

fhc  is. — I'Jl  truft  fortune  with  my  deliverance  :   here  us'd  to 

be  a  pair  of  back-flairs,  I'll  try  to  find  them  out.          [Exit. 

Enter  Felix  and  Frederick. 

Pel.  Was  you  aileep,  firrah,  that  you  did  not  hear  me  call  + 

Vff.  I  did  hear,  you,  and  anfwcr'd  you,  I  was  comingr 
Sir. 

Ftl.  Go,  get  the  horfes  ready  ;  1'fl  lifave  Lilbon  to-ntght, 
never  ro  fee  it  more. 

L'Jf.  Hey  day  !  what's  the  matter  ROW  ?  [Exit. 

.     Frtd.  Pray  tell  me,  Don  Felix  !  what  has  ruffled  your  temi 
per  thus  ? 

FcL  A  woman — O  friend,  who  can  name  woman,  and  for 
get-  Jnconftancy  I 

Fred.  This  from  a  perfon  of  mean  education  were  exculablcr 
fuch  low  fufpicions  have  their  fource  from  volgarconverfat^on; 
men  of  yc.ui'  politer  tafte  nevtsr  raflily  cenfurc — Come,  thi*  is 
fome  groundlefs  jealcufy — Love  raifes  many  fears. 

FcL  No  ;  my  ears  conveyed  the  truth  into  my  heart,  and 
reafon  juftifies  my  anger :  Vioknte's  falfe,  and  1  have  no 
thing  left  but  thee,  in  Lifbon,  which  can  make  me  wifh 
ever  to  fee  it  more,  except  revenge  upon  my  rival,  of  whom. 
J  am  ignorant.  Oh,  that  fome  miracle  wou'd  reveal  him 
te  me,  that  I:  might  thro'  his  heart  punilh  thy  infidelity! 
Eiiter  Lifiardo. 

Vff.  Oh  !  Sir,  here's  your  father  I>on  Lopez  coming  up. 

FcL  Does  he  know  that  I  am  here  ? 

Vff.  I  can't  tell,  Sir,   he  afk'd  for  Don  Frederick. 

Fnd.  Did  he  fee  you  ? 

Llffl  I  believe  not,  Sir ;  for,  as  foon  as  I  law  him,  I  ran 
back  to  give  my  mailer  notice. 

Pel.  Keep  out  of  his  fight  then — and,  dear  Frederick, 
permit  me  to  retire  into  the  next  room,  for  I  know  th^  old 
gentleman  will  be  very  much,  difpleafed  at  my  return  without 
his  leave.  [Exit. 

Frfd.  Quicfc,  quick,  begone,  he  is  here. 

Eater  Don  Lopvz,  fpcakin%  an  he  enters. 

Lop.  Mr,  Alguazil,  wait  you  without  t>H  I  call  for  you. 
Frederick,  an  ai&ir  brings  rue  here — which — requires  pri 
vacy 
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vacy — ib  that  if  you   have  any  body  within  ear-ihot,  pray 
order  them  to  retire. 

Fred.   We  are  private,  my  lord,  fpeak  freely. 
Lop.  Why  then,  Sir,  I  mult  tell  you,  that  you  had  bet 
ter  have  pitch'd  upon  any  man  in  Portugal  to  have  injur'd, 
.  than  myfelf. 

Pel.  (Peeping)  What  means  my  father  ? 
Fred.  I  underitand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Lf>p.  Tho'   I  am  oid,  I  have  a  Ion -alas  !  why  name 

I  him  ?  he  knows  not'the  difhonour  of  my  houfe. 
Fel.   I  am  confounded  !   The  diihonour  of  his  houfe  ! 
Fred.  Explain  yourfelf,  my  lord  !   I  am   not  conlcious  of 
any  dishonourable  action  to  any  man,  much  left  to  your 
lordlhip. 

Lap.  'Tis  falfe  !  you  have  debauch'd  my  daughter. 
Fel.  Debauch'd  my  lifter  !  Impossible  !  He  could  not,  dnril 
not  be  that  villain. 

Fred.  My  lord,  I  fcorn  fb  foul  a  charge. 
Lop.  You  have  debauch'd  her  duty  at  leaf},  therefore  in- 
ftantly  rellore  her   to  me,    or  by  St.  Anthony  I'll  make 
you.  N  '  .  •  '"'.,,_ 

Fred.  Reftore  her,  my  lord  !  where  Ihall  I  find  her  ? 
Lop.  I   have  thofe  that  will  fwear  ihe  is  here  in  your 
houfe. 

Fel.  Ha  !   in  this  houfe  ! 

Fred.  You  are  milinformed,  my  lord  ;  upon  my  reputa 
tion  I  have  not  feen  Donna  Ifabella,  lince'thc  ablence  of 
Don  Felix.  .  ' 

Lop.  Then  pray,  Sir if  I  am  not  too  inquifitive,  what 

motive  had  you   for  thofe  objections   you  made  againft  her 
marriage  with  Don  Guzman  yefterday  ? 

Fred.  The  difagreeablenefs  of  futh  a  matcTi,  I  fear'd, 
wou'd  give  your  daughter  caufe  to  curfe  her  duty,  if '  Jhe 
comply'd  with  your  demands  ;  that  was  all,  my  lord  ! 

Lip.  And  fo  you  help'd  her  thro'  the  window  to  make 
her  difobey. 

Fel.  Ha,  my  fifter  gone !    Oh  fcandal  to  our  blood  ! ' 
Fred.  This  is  intuiting  me,  my  lord,  when  I   aflu're  you 
I  have  neither  feen,  nor  know  any  thing  of  your  daughter 

if  fhe  is  gone,  the  contrivance  was  her  own,  and  you 

may  thank,  your  rigour  for  it. 

Lop.  Very  well,    Sir  ;    however,  my  rigour  fhall  make 
bold  to  fearch   your  houfe  :   here,  call  in  the  Alguazil.^  '' '  • 
Flo.  (Peeping j  The   Alguazil !    What,    in  the,  name  of 
wonder,  will  become  of  me  ? 

Fred.  The  Alguazil !   My  lord,  you'll  repent  this. 

Enter  Alguazil  and  attendants. 

Lop.  No,  Sir     '  tisyou  that  will  repent  it :  I  charge  you, 
C  3  in 
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in  the  king's  name,  to  affift  me  in  finding  my  daughter 
•  -  be  lure  you  leave  no  part  of  the  houfe  unfearch'd  ^ 
•come,  follow  me.          [Gets  towards  the  door  ivhrre  Felix  n  ; 
[Frederick  draws,  and  plants  h'mfelf  before  the  door. 

Fred.  Sir,  I  nruft  firft  know  by  what  authority  you  pre 
tend  to  fearch  my  houfe,  before  you  enter  here. 

sllg.  How  !  Sir,  dare  you  prefiime  to  draw  your  fword 
upon  the  representative  of  majefty  ?  1  am,  Sir,  I  am  his- 
majefty's  Algtrati],  and  the  very  quinteflence  of  authority 
therefore  put  up  your  fword,  or  I  lhall  order  you  to 
be  knoek'd  down  -  for,  know,  Sir,  the  breath  of  an 
Alguazil  is  as  dangerous  as  the  breath  of  a  demi  Culverm. 

Lop.  She  is  certainly  in  that  room,  by  his  guarding  the 
door—  —if  he  dilputes  your  authority,,  knock  him  downy 
I  fay. 

'Fred.  I  (hall  Ihew  you  fome  fport  firft.  The  woman 
you  look  for  is  not  here,  but  there  is  fomething  in  this 
re«m,  which  I'll  preferve  from  your  light  at  the  hazard  of 
my  life. 

Lap.  Enter,  I  fay  ;  nothing  but  my  daughter  can  .be 
there  —  force  his  fwerd  from  him. 

{Telix  comes  oitt  and  joins  Frederick. 

Til.  Villains,  ftaud  off!  affafiinate  a  man  in  his  own 
houfc! 

L'jp.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  mif£ricord;a  !  What  «fo  I  fee,  my  fon  ! 

jfig.  Ha,  his  fon  !  Here's  five  hundred  pounds  good,  my 
brethren,  if  Antonio  dies,  and  that's  in  the  furgeon's  power, 
and  he's  in  love  with  my  daughter,  you  know  —  Don  Felix  ! 
1  command  you  tofurrender  yourfelf  into  the  hands  of  juftice,. 
in  order  t»  raife  me  and  my  pofterity  ?  and  in  confederation 
you  lofe  your  head  to  gain  me  five  hundred  pounds,  I'll  have 
your  generofity  recorded  on  your  tomb-Hone*  -  at  my  own 
proper  coft  and  charge  —  I  hate  to  be  ungrateful. 

Fred.  Here's  a  generous  dog  now       •     *    > 

Lop.  Oh  that  ever  I  was  born  —  HoUyliold,  hold. 

Fnd.  Did  I  not  tell  you,  you  wou'd  repent,  my  lord  ? 
What  oh  I  Within  there  [Enter  jervanti]  arm  yourielvesr 
and  let  not  a  man  in  nor  out  but  Felix  -  Look  ye,  Alguazil* 
•when  you  would  betray  my  friend  for  filthy  lucre,  I  lhall  no 
more  regard  you  as  an  officer  of  juftice,  but  as  a  thief  and 
it&ber  thus  reftft  you. 

F*7.  Generous  Frederick  !  Come  on,  Sir,  we'll  ftiew  yo» 
or  the  five  hundred  pounds. 
.  Fall  on,  feiie  the  money,  tight  or  wrong,  ye  rogues.. 


Lip.  Hold,,  hold,  Alguazil  ;•  I'll  give  yon  the  hve  hund»d 
pounds  ;  that  is,  my  bond  to  pay  upon  Antonio's  death,  and 
twenty  piltoles  however  things  go,  for  you  and  thefe  honril 
fellows  to  drink  my  health.  -^ 
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Alg.  Say  you  fo,  my  lord  !  Why  look  ye,  my  lord,  I  bear 
the  young  gentleman  no  ill-will,  my  lord  ;  if  I  get  but  thtr 

five  hundred  pounds,  my  lord why,  look  ye,  my  lord — 

'Tis  the  fame  thing  to  me  whether  your  fon  be  hang'd  or  not, 
my  lord. 

Ft  I.  Scoundrels.——— 

Lap.  Ay,  well  thou  art  a  good-natur*d  fellow,  that  is  the 

truth  on't Come  then  we'll  to  the  tavern,  and  figiv  and  feal 

this  minute.  O  Felix,  be  careful  of  thyfelf,  or  theu  wilt  break. 
my  heart.  [Exit  Lopez,  Alguazil  and  Attendants. 

Pel.  Now,  Frederick,  though  I  ought  to  thank  you  for  your 
care  of  me,  yet  till  I  am  fatistied  as  to  my  father's  accufation, 
I  can't  return  the  acknowledgments  I  owe  you  :  know  you 
aught  relating  to  my  filler  ? 

Fred.  I  hope  my  faith  and  truth  arc  known  to  you— =-And 
here  by  both  I  fweaf,  I  am  ignorant  of  every  thing  relating  to 
your  father's  charge. 

Fel.  Enough,- 1  do  believe  thee.  Oh  fortune  ',  where  will 
thy  malice  end  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser:  Sir,  I  bring^  you  joyful  news,  I  am  told  that  Don 
Antonio  is  out  of  danger,  and  now  ift  the  palace. 

Fel.  I  wilh  it  be  true,  then  I'm  at  liberty  to  watch  my 
rival,  and  purfue  my  lifter.  Prithee,  Frederick,  inform; 
thyfelf  of  the  truth  of  this  report. 

Fred.  I  will  this  minute— do  you  hear,  let  -nobody  m 
to  Don  Felix  till  my  return.  [Exit. 

Ser,  rilobferve,  Sir.  [Exit. 

JFYoi  (Peeping.)    They    have  alnvoft  frighted  me  out  of 

my    wits I'm  fure now  Felix  is   alone,    I   have  a 

good  mind  to  pretend  I  came  with  a  metfage  from  my  lady  ; 

but  then  how  Ihall  I  fay  I  came  into  the  cupboard  ?  \Afidc. 

Enter  a  Servant,  feeming  to  oppofe  the  Entrancfrfffomebody. 

Ser.  I  tell  you,  madam,  Don  Felix  is  not  here. 

Vlo.  (Within.)  I  tell  your  Sir,  he  is  here,  and  I  will  fee 
him,  (breaks  /'«)  You  are  as  difficult  of  accefs,  Sir,  as  a  firA 
tainifter  of  ftate. 

Flo.  My  ftacs  !   My  lady  here  !  [Shuts  the  prcfs  clofe. 

Fel.  If  your  vifit  was  defign'd  to  Frederick,  madam,,  he  is 
abroad. 

Vlo.  No,  Sir,  the  vifit  is  to  you. 

Frl.  You  are  very  punctual  in  your  ceremonies,  madam. 

Vio.  Tho'  I  did  not  come  to  return  your  vifit,  bat  to  take 
that  which  your  civility  ought  to  have  brought  me. 

Fel.  If  my  ears,  my  eyes,  and  my  underitanding  ly'd,  then 
I  am  in  your  debt ;  elfe  not,  madam. 

Via.  I  v/ill  not  charge  them  with  a  term  fo  grofs,  to  fay 
ihey  ly'd>  but  call  it  a  miitake,  nay  call  it  any  tiling  to  ex- 

cufe 
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cufe  my  Felix — Cou'd  I,  think  ye,  cou'd  I  put  off  my  pride 
fo  far,  poorly  to  diffemble  a  pafiion  which  I  did  nut  feel  ?  Or 
feek  a  reconciliation,  with  what  I  did  not  love  ?  Do  but  conli- 
der,  if  I  had  entertained  another,  Ihou'd  not  I  rather  embrace 
this  quarrel,  pleas'd  with  the  occafion  that  rid  me  of  your 
viAts,  and  gave  me  freedom  to  enjoy  the  choice  which  you 
think  I  have  made  ;  have  I  any  intereft  in  thee  but  my  love  ? 
Or  am  I  bound  by  aught  but  inclination  to  fubmit  and  follow 
thee — No  law  whilft  fingle  binds  us  to  obey  ;  but  you,  b/  na 
ture  and  education,  are  oblig'd  to  pay  a  deference  to  all  wo 
man-kind. 

Pel.  Thefe  are  fruitlefs  arguments  :  'tis  moft  certain  thou 
wert  dearer  to  thefe  eyes  than  all  that  heaven  «'er  gave  to 
charm  the  fenfe  of  man  ;  but  I  wou'd  rather  tear  them  out, 
than  fuffer  them  to  delude  my  reafon,  and  enilave  my 
peace. 

Vh.  Can  you  love  without  efteem  ?  and  where  is  the 
efteem  for  her  you  ftill  fufpecl:  ?  Oh,  Felix  !  There  is  a  deli 
cacy — in  love,  which  equals  even  a  religious  faith  !  True  lt»ve, 
ne'er  doubts  the  object  it  adores,  and  fceptics  there  will  dilbe- 
iieve  their  light. 

"Enter  Servant. 

Fel.  Your  notions  are  too  refin'd  for  mine,  iftadam.  How 
now,  what  do  you  want  ? 

Ser.  Only  my  matter's  cloak  out  of  this  prefs,  Sir,  that's 

all Oh  !  the  devil,  the  devil 

[Opens  tbe-preftf  fees  Flora,  and  roars  out. 

Vio.  Ha,  a  woman  conceal' d  !   Very  well,  Felix  ! 

Flo.  Difcover'd  !   Nay  then  legs  befriend  me.      [Runs  out. 

Fel.  A  woman  in  the  prefs  !  [Enter  Liffardo. 

How  the  devil  came  a  woman  there,  firrah  ? 

Liff.  What  (hall  I  fay  now  ? 

Vio.  Now,  Liflardo,  ihew  your  wit  to  bring  your  matter  off. 

Lijf.  Off,  madam  !  Nay,  nay,  nay,  there,  there  needs  no 
great  wit  to,  to,  to  bring  him  off,  madam,  for  Ihe  did,  and  ihe 
did  not  come  as,  as,  as,  a,  a,  a  man  may  fay  directly  to,  to,  to, 
to  fj>eak  with  my  mafter,  madam. 

Vio.  I  fee  by  your  Hammering,  Liffardo,  that  your  inven 
tion  is  at  a  very  low  ebb. 

Fel.  'Sdeath,  ralcal  !  Speak  without  hefitation,  and  the 
truth  too,- or  I  (hall  ftick  my  Itillctto  in  your  guts. 

Vio.  No,  no,  your  mailer  miftakes,  he  wou'd  not  have  you 
fpeak  the  truth. 

Pel.  Madam,  my  fincerity  wants  no  excufe. 

Liffi  I  am  fo  confounded  between  one  and  the  other,  that  I 
can't  think  of  a  lye.  \_slfide. 

Fel.  Sirrah,  fetch  me  this  woman  back  inftantlyj  I'll  know 
what  bufiacis  Ihe  had  here. 
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P7o.  Not  a  ftep  ^  your  matter  fhall  not  be  put  to  the  blulh. 
-— Comer  a  truce,  Felix  !  Do  you  alk  me  no  more  queftions 
about  the  window,  and  I'll  forgive  this. 

Fd.  I  fcorn  fofgivenefs  where  I  own  no  crime  ;  tut  yont 
"foul,  confcious  of  its  guilr,  wou'd  fain  lay  hold  of  this  occafion 
to  blend  your  treafon  with  my  innocence. 

Vio,  Infolent !  Nay,  if  inftead'  of  owning  your  fault,  you 
e|ideavour  to  infult  mv  patience,  I  mu  ft  tell  you,  Sir,  you 
don't  behave  yourfelf  like  rhat  mart  of  honour  you  wou'd  be 
taken  for  j  you  ground  your  qnarrel  with  me  upon  your  own 
hiconftancy  ;  'tis  plain  you  are  faift  yourfclf,  and  wou'd  make 

me  the  aggreffur Itwas  noc  for  nothing  the  fellow  oppos'd 

my  entrance This  laft  ufage  has  given  me  back  my  li 
berty,  fcnd  now  my  father's  will  lhall  bt  obeyed  without  the 
kait  reluctance  [£*//. 

Pel.  Oh,  ftubbornr  ftubborn  heart,  what  wilt  thoo  do-?  Her 
father's  will  {hall  be  obeyed  :  Ha  !  That  carries  her  to  a  cloi- 

fter,  and  cuts  off  all  my  hopes  at  once By  heaven  f he  lhall 

not,  muft  not  leave  me  !  No,  Ihe  is  not  faWfc,  at  leaft  my  love 
now  reprefents  Iver  true,  becaule  I  few  to  lofc  hex :  Ha ! 
villain,  art  thou  here  [turns  upon  LiflardoJ  tell  me  this  rao- 
tneht  who  this  woman  way,  md  for  what  intent  Ihe  was  here 
esniceal'd.  Or 

L'j/J*.  Ay,  good  Sir,  forgive  me,  and  I'll  tell  you  the  whole 
truth.  (falls  on  hit  kntts. 

FeL  Out  with  it  then 

L-J/l  It,  it,  it,  was  Mrs.  Flora,  Sir,  Donna  Violante's  wo 
man- — ~-you  muft  know,  Sir,  we  have  had  a  freaking  kinet- 

nefs  for  one  another  a  great  while -She  was  not  willing  you 

ihoujd  know  it ;  fo  when  !he  heard  your  voice  ihe  ran  into  the 
clothes-prefs  ;  I  wou'd  have  rold  you  this  at  firft,  but  I  was 
afraid  of  her  lady*s  knowing  it :  this  is  the  truth  as  I  hope  for 
a  whole  ikirvSir. 

Ftl.  If  it  be  not,  I'll  not  leave  you  a  whole  bone  in  it,  firralt 
fly,,  and  obferve  if  Violante  goes  direclly  home. 

L'/.  Yes,,  Sir,  yes.  [£.*//. 

Ft/.  I  muft  convince  her  of  my  faith:  oh  !  how  irrefo- 
lute  is  a  lover's  heart !  My  refentments  cool'd  when  her's 
grew  high — -nor  can  I  ftruggle  longer  with  my  fate  ;  I  can 
not  quit  her,  no  I  cannot,,  fo  ablolute  a  conqueft  has  ihe 
gain'd — woman's  the  greateft  fovereign  power  on  earth. 

In  "va!n  men  Jlrive  trszlr  tyranny  to  wit^ 
Their  eyas  command  ctndjorce  us  to  fubmit* 
So  have  Ifccn  a  mettled  coitrfet  Jiy, 
Tear  itp  the  ground,  and  tofs  his  rider  higb> 
Till  /'onic  expcrienc  d  mzjhr  found  the  iuayt 
With  Jfur  and  rein  to  make  his  f  ride  obey* 

SCENE 
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SCENE    the  TorUro  de  P.iffa. 
Eater  Colonel  and  Ifabella  -ve'fd.     Gibby  at  a  defiance. 
Col.  Tlien  you  fay,  it  is  impofiible  for  me  to  wait  of  you 
home,  madam. 

Ifck.  1  fay  it  is  inconfiftent  with  my  circumftanccs,  Co 
lonel,  and  that  way  impoflihle  for  me  to  admit  of  it. 

Ctfl.  Confent  to  go  with  me  then — I  lodge  at  one  Don 
Frederick'!.,  a  merchant  jult  by  here,  he  is  a  very  honeft 
fellow,  and  1  dare  confide  in  his  fecrefy. 

Ij'iib.  Ha,  does  he  lodge  there  :  pray  heaven  I  am  not 
difcover'd.  [sf/ta't. 

Col.  What  fay  you,  my  charmer  ?  lhall  we  breakfaft  to 
gether  ?   I  have  fomc  of  the  beft  bohea  in  the  univerfe. 
Ifab.  Puh  1  Bohea  !   is  that  the  beft  treat  you  can  give  a 

lady  at  your  lodgings Colonel ! 

Col.  Well  hinted No,  no,  no,  I  have  other  things 

at  thy  fervice,  child. 

Ifab.  What  are  thofe  things  pray  ? 
Col.  My  heart,  foul,  and  body  into  the  bargain. 
Ifab.  Has  the   laft   no  incumbrance  upon  it ;    can  you 
make  a  clear  title,  Colonel  ? 

CM.  AU  freehold,  child,  ami  I'll  afford  thee  a  very  good 
bargain.  [tmbraces  her. 

Gib.  Au  my  fol,  they  mak  muckle  wards  about  it.     Ife 
fcer  weary  with  landing,  Ife  e'en  tak  a  ileep.     [X/V.?  down. 
Ila!-.  If  I  take  a  leafr,  it  muft  be  for  life,  Colonel. 
^Col.  Thou  fhalt  have  me  as  long,  or  as  little  time  as  thou 
w'lt ;   my  dear,  come,  let's  to  my  lodging,  and  we'll  fign 
and  feal  this  minute. 

Ifab.  Oh,  not  fo  faft,  Colonel,  there  are  many  things  to 
be  acfjultfd  before  the  lawyer  and  parfon  comes. 

Co/.  The  lawyer  and  parfon  !  No,  no,  ye  little 
ro^ue,  we  can  finiih  our  affairs  without  the  help  of  "the  law 
•——or  the  gofpel. 

Ifab.  Indeed  but  we  can't,  Colonel. 

Oil.  Indeed  !  Why,  haft  thou  then  trepann'd  me  out  of 
my  warm  bed  this  morning  for  nothing !  Why,  this  is  Ihew-  * 
ing  a  man  half  familh'd  a  w^ll-furnilh'd  larder,  then  clap 
ping  a  padlock  on  the  door,  till  you  ftarve  him  quite.  . 

Ijah.  If  you  can  find  in  your  heart  to  fay  grace,  Colo 
nel,  you  lhall  keep  the  key. 

Col.  I  love  to  fee  my  meat  before  I  give  thanks,  madam  ; 
therefore  uncover  thy  face,  child,  and  I'll  tell  thee  more 

of  my  mind if  I'like  you. 

Ifab.  I  dare  not  rifk  my  reputation  upon  your  IPs,  Co 
lonel  ;  and-fo  adieu.  [Going. 
Col.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  we  muft  not  part. 
Ifab.  As  you  ever  hope  to  fee  me  more,  fufpcnd  your  01- 

riofity 
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rfofity  now;   one   ftep  farther  lofes   me  for  ever. Shew- 

-yourlelf  a  jnan  of  honour,  and  you  fha'.l  rind  me  a  woman 
of  honour.  [Ex't. 

Col.  Well,  for  once  I'll  truft  to.  a  blind  bargain,  madam 
——(Kiflesher.hai.dand  farts.)  But  1  (hall  be  too  cun 
ning  for  your  ladyihip  if  Gibby  obferves  my  orders  :  me- 
thinks  thefe  intrigues,  which  relate  to  the  mind,  are  veiy 
infipid — The  conversation  of  bodies  is  much  more  diverting 

Ha  !  What  do  1  fee,  my  rafcal  aileep  ?   Sirrah,  did  not  I 

charge  you  to  watch  the  lady  ?  And  is  it  thus  you  obferve  my 

orders,  ye  dog  ? 

[kicks  him  alltbh  while,  and  be  (hnigs  and  rubs  bis  eyes  and  yawns 

Gib.  That's  treu,  an  lik  yer  honour;  but  I  thought  that 
when  ence  ye  had  her  in  yer  awn  honds,  yee  mit  a  ordered 
her  yer  fal  weel  eneugh  without  me,  en  ye  ken,  and  lik  yer 
honour. 

Col.  Sirrah,  hold  your  impertinent'  tongue,  and  matce  hafte 
after  her  :  if  you  don't  bring  me  fome  account  of  her,  never 
dare  to  fee  my  face  again.  [Exit. 

Gib.  Ay!  This  is  bony  wark  indeed,  to  run  three  hundred 
mile  to  this  wicked  town,  and  before  I  can  weU'rill  my  weem, 
to  be  fent  a  whore-hunting  after  this  black  face  devil — What 
gat  fal  I  gang  to  fpcer  for  this  wutch  now  ?  Ah,  for  a  ruling 
elder — er  the  kirk's  treafurer-— or  his  mon — I'd  gat  my  mat 
ter  mak  twa  of  this But  I  am  feer  there's  na  fike  honeft 

people  here,  or  there  wou'd  na  be  fo  muckle  fculdurie.* 
(Enter  an  Englifh  foldler  pcjfing  aiotig.j 

Gib.  Geud  mon,  did  ye  fee  a  woman,  a  lady,  ony  gate  here 
away  enow  ? 

En%.  Man.  Yes,  a  great  many.  What  kind  of  a  woman 
is  it  you  enquire  after  ? 

Gib.  Geud  troth,  {he's  ne  kenfyrkle,  flic's  aw  in  a  cloud.— 

Eng.  Man.  What  !  'Tis  fome  high-land  monfter  which 
you  brought  over  with  you,  I  fuppofe  ;  I  lee  no  fuch,  no  I, 
kenlpekle,  quotha ! 

Gib.  Huly,  huly,  mon,  the  deel  pike  out  yer  eyn,  and 
then  you'll  lee  the  bater,  ye  Englilh  bag  jnidin  tike. 

Eng.  Man.  What  fays 'the  fellow  ?         [Twtring  to  Gibby. 
..£££.  Say  1   I  fay  I  am  a  better  fellow  than  e'er  itude  upon 
yer  (hanks— ———an  gin  I  heer  meer  a  yer  din,  dcel  a' 
my  faul,  Sir,  but  Ife  crack  yer  crown. 

Eng.  Man.  Get  you  gone,  yuu  Scotch  rafcal,  and  thank 
your  heathen  dialect,  which  I  don't  underftand,  that  you 
han't  your  bones  broke. 

Gib.  Ay  !  an  ye  de  no  underftond  a  Scots  man's  tongue 
— lie  fee  gin  ye  can  underftond  a  Scots  man's  gripe  :  wha's 
the  better  mon  now,  Sir  ?  [Lays  bold  of  bim,  Jit  ikes  uf>  bis 

[bielst   and  gets  cjlridc  over  him. 

Here 
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Here  Yiolantc   crofts  the  fiage  ;    Gibby  jumps    up  from  tU 

many  and  bnijhcs  up  to  Violante. 

Gib.  I  vo-.v,  madarn^  but  I  am  glad  that  yee  and  I  ar« 
foregather'd. 

Via.  What  wou'd  the  fellow  have  ? 

Gib.  Nothing,  away,  madam,  wo  worthy  yer  heart,  what 
a  muckle  deel  of  inifchief  had  you  like  to  bring  upon  poor 
Gibby  ? 

V"i9.  The  man's  drunk 

Gib.  In,  truth  am  1  not An  gin  I  had  not  fond  ye,. 

madam,  the  laird  knows  when  I  Ihould  ;  for  my  matter  bat 
me  nere  gang  heam,  without  tydings  of  yee,  madam. 

Vio.  Sirrah,  get  about  your  bufinefs,  or  I'll  have  your 
bones  drubb'd. 

Gib.  Geuh  faith,  my  mafter  has  e'en  dun  that  te  ye* 
bonds,  madam. 

Vio.  Who  is  your  mafter,  friend  ? 

Gib.  Money  e'en  fpiers  the  gat  they  ken  right  weel b 

is  no  fo  lang  fen  ye  parted  wi  him,  I  wjlh  he  ken  yee  hafe  as 
weel  as  he  ken  him. 

Vio.  Pugh,  the  creature's  mad,  or  miftakes  me  for  fome 
body  elfe  ;  and  I  f  hou'd  be  as  mad  as  he,  to  talk  to  him  any 
longer. 

Enter  Liflardo  at  tbt  upper  end  ofthejlagc. 
L:f.  So,  foe's  gone  home,  I  fee.     What  did  that  Scotch 
fellow  want  with  her  ?   I'll  try  to  find  it  out}  perhaps  I  may 
rfifcover  fomething  that  may  make  my  mafter  friends  with 
me  again. 

Gib.  Are  you  gaune,  madam,  a  deel  fcope  in  yer  com 
pany  ;  for  I'm  as  weele  as  I  was  ?  but  I'll  bide  and  fee 
whafe  houfe  it  is,  gin  I  can  meet  with  ony  civil  body  to 

fpier  at. Weel  of  aw  men  in  the   varld,  I  think  our 

Scots  men  the  greateft  feuls,   to  leave  their  weel  favourd 
honeft  women  at  heam,    to  rin  walloping  after  a  pack  of 
gycarlings   hero,  that  (hame  to  Ihew  their  faces,  and  peer 
men,  like  me,  are  forc'd  to  be  tkeir  pimps  1  a  pirn  !  Godfwar- 
bit,   Gibby 's  ne'er  be  a  pimp — An  yet  In  troth  it  is  a  threving 
trade  ;   I  remember  a  countryman  aw  mi  aen,  that  by  gang 
ing  a  fikle  like  errants  as  I  am  now,  came  to  gat  preferment : 
My  lad,  wot.  yee  \vha  lives  here?     [Turns  and  fees  Liflardo. 
Lif.  Dqn  Pedro  de  Mendofa. 
Gib.  And  did  you  lee  a  lady  gang  in  but  how  ? 
.  Lif.  Yes,  I  did. 
Gib,  And  dee  ken  her  tee  ? 

Lif.  It  was  Donna-Violante,  his  daughter  ;  what  the  devil 
makes  him  fo  inquifitive  ?  Here  is  fomething  in  it,  that's 
certain.  'Tis  a  cold  morning,  brother  :  what  think  you  of 
a  dram  ? 

Gib. 
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Gib.  In  troth,  very  weel,  Sir. 

Lif.  You  feem  an  honeit  fellow  ;  prithee  let's  drink  to  our 
Ismer  acquaintance. 

Gib.  Wi  aw  my  heart,  Sir,  gang  your  gaj  to  the  next 
houfe,  and  Ife  follow  ye. 

L;f.  Come  along  then.  [Exit. 

'G:b.  Don  Pedro  de  Mendofa Donna  Ylolante,  his 

daughter ;  that's  as  right  as  my  leg  nbw Ife  need  na  meer, 

I'll  tak  a  drink,  an  then  to  my  mailer. 

, .        Ife  bring  him  netus  "Mill  mak  his  heart  full  bhe  j 

Gin  he  rewards  it  not,  dtcl  f>i»qb  for  int..         .          [Exit. . 


,  A    C    T      IV. 

SCENE    ViolanteV  Lodgings. ' 

feiter   Ifabella    In    a   gay    Temper,     and    Violanto   eta   erf 
-;;.ritMrt  L  htimmtr.  '  •  '^$'" 

I  fab.  Ti   ff  Y   dear,  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  half  hour 
J^Y  JL     to  tell  vou  the  moft  lucky  adventure. 

F».  And  you  have  pitched  upon  the  mod  unlucky  hour 
fit>T  it,  that  you  could  poffibly  have  found  in  the  whole 
four  and  twenty. 

If  at.  Hang  unlucky  hours,  I  won't  think  of  them  ;  I 
•hope  all  rny  misfortunes  are  paft. 

Jrio.  And  mine  all  to  come. 

Ifab.  1  have  feen  the  man  I  like, 

rio.  And  I  have  feen  the  man  that  I  could  wiili  to  Jjatc. 

Ifab.  And  you  rnuft  affift  me  in  difcovering  whetliei"  he  can 
like  me  or  \iot- 

Via.  You  kave  aflifled  me  in  fuch  a  difcovery  already,  I 
thank  ye. 

Ifab.  What  fay  you,  my  dear  ? 

Via.  I  fay  I  am  very  unlucky  at  difcoveries,  Ifa'oella  ;  1 
have  too  lately  made  one  pernicious  to  my  eafe  ;  your  brother 
is  falfe. 

Ifab.   Impoffible  ! 

fro.  Moft  true. 

•Ifab.  -Some  villain  has  traduc'd  him  to  you, 

Vio.  No,  Ifabella,  I  love  too  well  to  truft  the  eyes  r.' 
trthers ;  1  never  credit  the  ill-judging  world,  or  iv>rm  fufpl- 
cions  upon  vulgar  cenfures  ;  no,  I  had  ocular  proof  of  his  in 
gratitude. 

Ifab.t  Then  am  I  moft  unhappy  :  my  brother  was  the  orljr 
pledge  of  faith  betwixt  us ;  if  he  has  forfeited  your  favour,  I 
have  no  title  to  your  friendftit>. 

D  r,. 
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Vto.  You  wrong  my  friendfhinfc  Ifabella  ;  your  own  merit 
entitles  you  to  every  thing  within  my  power. 

Ifab.  Generous  maid — But  may  I  not  know  what  grounds 
you  have  to  think  my  brother  falfc  ? 

V]Q.  Another  time- But  tell  me,  Ifabella,  how  can  I 

ferve.you  ? 

Ij'a'b.  -Thus  th.ni- The  gentleman  that  brought  me  hi 
ther,  I  have  Icen  and  t:«lk'd  with  upon  the  Tirricro  dt  Paffa 
this  morning,  and  I  find  him  a  man  of  fenfe,  generality  and 
good-humour  ;  in  fhort,  he  is  every  thing  that  I  could  like 
for  a  hulband,  and  have  difpatched  Mrs.  Flora  to  bring  him 
hither ;  I  hope  you'll  forgive  the  liberty  I  have  taken.' 

Via.  Hither,  to  what  purpofe  ? 

Ifnb.  To  the  great  univerfal  purpofe,  matrimony. 

y.'o.   Matrimony  !   Why,  do  you  de%n  to  afk  him  ? 

l^ab.   No,  Violante,  you  muft  do  that  for  me. 

Vio.  I  thank  you  for  the  favour  you  delign  me,  but  dclire 
to  be  excus'd  :  1  manage  my  own  affairs  too  ill,  to  be  trufted 
with  thofe  of  other  people  ;  befides,  if  my  father  (hould  find 
a  ftranger  here,  it  might  make  him  hurry  me  into  a  monaf- 
tery  immediately  ;  I  can't  for  my  life  admire  your  conduct, 

to  encourage  a  perfon  altogether  unknown  to  you. 'Twas 

very  imprudent  to  met  him  this  morning,  but  much  more  to 
fend  for  him  hither,  knowing  what  inconveniency  you  have 
already  drawn  upon  me. 

Ijal.  I  am  not  infenfible,  how  far  my  misfortunes  have  em- 
barrafled  you  :  and,  if  you  pleafe,  facrifice  my  qoiet  to  your  owr . 

Vio.   Unkindly  urg'd Have  not   I  preferr'd  your  hap- 

pinefs  to  ever)'  thing  that's  dear  to  me  ? 

Ijnb.  1  know  thou  haft — Then  do  not  deny  me  this  Jaft 
requeft,  when  a  few  hours,  perhaps,  may  render  my  condition 
able  to  clear  thy  fame,  and  bring  my  brother  to  thy  feet  for 
pardon. 

Via.  I  wifli  you  don't  repent  of  this  intrigue.  I  fuppofp 
he  knows  you  are  the  fame  woman  that  he  brought  in  here 
laft  night. 

Ifab.  Not  a  fyllable  of  that ;  I  met  him  veil'd,  and  to 
prevent  his 'knowing  the  houfc,  I  order' d  Mrs.  Flora  to  bring 
him  by  the  back-door  into  the  garden. 

Vio.  The  very  way  which  Felix  comes.;  if  they  ihould 
meet,  there  would  be  fine  work— Indeed,  my  dear,  1  can't  apr 
prove  your  defign. 

Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  Madam,  the  Colonel  waits  your  pleafure. 

Vk.  How  durft  you  go  upon  fuch  a  meflage,miftrefs,  withr 
out  acquainting  me  ? 

Ifab.  'Tis  loo  late  to  difpute  that  now,  dear  Violante,  I 
acknowledge  the  raftnefs  of  the  aftion  — -  But  conlider  the 
neceffity  of  my  deliverance. 
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r*0.  That  indeed  is  a  weighty  consideration  ;  well,  what 
ani  I  to  do  ? 

Ifcb.  In  the  next  room  I'll  give  you  inftrudYions  !  in  the 
mean  time,  Mrs.  Flora,  Ihow  the  Colonel  into  this. 

[Exit  Flora  one  way,  and  Ifabella  and  Viclante  anotht"* 

Re-enter  Flora  with  the  Colonel. 

Flo.  The  lady  will  wait  on  you  prefently,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Col.  Very  well— This  is  a  very  fruitful  foil.,  I  have  not 
been  here  quite  four  and  twenty  hours,  and  I  have  three  in 
trigues  upon  my  hands  already,  hut  I  hate  the  chace,  without 
partaking  of  the  game."  [&H&r  Violante  vcifd.']  Ha,  a  fine 
liz'd  woman — Pray  heaven  ihe  j  roves  hanclfome —  I  am  come 
tb  obey  your  ladyftiip's  commands. 

Vlo.  Are  you  fure  of  that,  Colonel  ? 

Col.  If  you  be  not  very  urireafonable  indeed,  madam  ;  a  man 
is  but  a  man.  [Takes  her  hand  and  kffis  if. 

Vh.  Nay,  we  have  no  time  for  complements,  Colonel. 

Co/.  I  untierftand  you,  madam — Men/re  mo;  votrc  chambre. 
[Takes  her  in  his  a-m?. 

Via.  Nay,  nay,  hold  Colonel,  my  bed-chamber  is  not  t» 
te  enter'd  without  a  certain  purchafe. 

Col.  Purchafe  !  Humph,  this  is  fome  kept  miftrcfs,  I  fup- 
pofe,  who  mduftrioufly  lets  out  her  leifure  hours.  [^£/r.-j 
I/x>k  ye,  madam,  you  muft  confider  we  foid:ers  are  not  over- 
ftock'd  with  money — But  we  make  ample  fatisfa  *V;oo  in  love  ; 
•VPC  have  a  world  of  courage  upon  our  hands  now,  you  know, 
• — Then  prithee  ufe  a  conference,  and  I'll  try  if  my  pocket  can 
come  up  to  your  price.  \^ltts  &s  hand  :nto  his  pocket, 

Via.  Nay,  dou't  give  yonrfelf  the  trouble  of  drawing  your 
purfe,  Colonel,  my  dt-fign  is  levell'd  at  your  perfon,  if  that 
be  at  your  own  diipofal. 

Col.  Ah,  that  it  is  faith,  madam,  arid  I'll  fettle  It  as  firmly 

Vio.  As  law  can  do  it. 
.   CoA  Hang  law  in  love-affairs  ;  thou  {halt  have  right  an  d 

title' to ''it  out  of  pure  inclination. A  matrimonial  hint 

again  !   Gad,   I  fancy  the  women  have  a  project  on   foot  to 
tranfpiant  the  union  into  Portugal. 

.  Vlo.  Then  you  have  an  averfion  to  imtrimony,  Colonel  ; 
did  you  never  fee  a  woman,  in  all  your  travels,  that  you  cou'd 
like  for  a  wife  ? 

Col.  A  very  odd  queft ion Do  you  really  expeft  that  I 

Ihoi'ild  fjjeak  trath  now  ? 

Vlo.  I  do,  if  you  expect  to  be  d^alt  with,   Colonel. 
'  Col.   Why  rhen Yes. 

Via.   Is  ih<-  in  your  country,  or  this  ? 

Col.  This  is  a  very  pretty  kind  of  a  catechifm  :  but  I  don't 
D  ^  conceive 
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conceive  which  way  it  turns  to  edification  :  in  this  tow*,  I 
believe,  madam. 

Via.  Her  name  is  — 

€oj.  Ay,  how  is  ihe  calPd,  madam  ?" 

Vlo.  Nay,  I  afic  you  that,.  Sir. 

Col.  Oh,  oh,  why  fhe  is  call'd — Pray,  madam,  How  is  fc 
you  fpell  your  name  ? 

Via.  Oh,  Colonel,  I  am  not  the  happy  woman,  nor  do  I 
wifh  it. 

Co/.  No,  I'm  forry  for  that. What  the  dcv.il  does  Ihe- 

mean  by  all  theie  queftions  ?  \JlJldc. 

Vlo.  Come,  Colonel,  .for  once  be  fincere. Perhaps  you 

may  not  repent  it. 

Co!.  Faith,  madam,  1  have  an  inclination  to  fincerity,  but 
I'm  afraid  you'll  call  my  manners  in  queftion.  This  is  like 
tp  be  but  a  filly  adventure,  here's  fo  much  fincerity  re 
quired,  [.dfide. 

•  Vlo.  Not  at  all :  I  prefer  truth  before  compliment,  in  this  affair 
C'-j!.  Why  then,,  to  be  plain  with  you,  madam,  a  lady  l*ft 

night  wounded  my  heart  by  a  fall  from  a  window,  whofe  per- 
fou  I  cou'd  be  content  to  take,  as  my  father  took  my  mother, 

till  death  do  us  part. -But  whom  Ihe  is,  or  how  diftinguifli- 

ed,  whether  maid,  wife,  or  .widow,  I  can't  inform  you  ;  per 
haps  you  art.-  fl,e. 

Vlo.  Not  to  keep  you  in  fufpence,  I  am  not  ihe,  but  I  can. 
give  you  an  account  of  her  :  that  lady  is  a  maid  of  condi 
tion,  has  ten  thouiand  pounds  ;  and  if  you  are  a  fingle  mant- 
her  perfbn  and  fortune  are. at  your  fervice.  v, 

Cnl.  I  accept  the  offer,  with  the  higheft  tranf(7orts.;,but 
fay,  my  charming  angel,  art  thou  not  Ihe  ?  (offers  fo  embrace 
-her)  This  is  a  lucky  adventure.  [si fide.. 

Vlo.  Once  again,  Colonel,  I  tell'  you  I  am  not  file — but 
at  MX  this  evenihg  you  ihall  find  her  on  the  Terriero  de  pajfoy. 
with  a  white  handkerchief  in  her  hand  ;  get  a  prieft  ready,, 
and  you  know  the  reft-. 

•  Col.  1  Ihall  infalliby  obferye  your  directions,  rnadam. 
Et.te.r-  Flbra  hcft'ily,  and  ivb'jpers  Yiolante^  ivho  f.art^  c(nd 

feemt  furpnfcd.  ,    . 

Vio.  Ha,  FcUx  crofling  the  garden^  fay  you,,.what  {hall 
I  do  now  ?  .  . 

Col.   You  feem  furpriz'd,  madam. 

Vlo.  Oh,  Colonel,,  my  father  is  coming  hither,  and  if  he 
finds  you  here,  I  am  ruin'd  !;  „  .  • 

CcL  Odilife,  madam,  thru  ft  me  any  where;  can't  I  go 
out  this  way  ? 

Vio.  No,  no,,  no,  he  c6mes  that  way  :  how  Jhall  I  pre 
vent  their  meeting.?  Here,  here,  ftep  into  my  bed-chamber, 
and  be  it  ill,  as  you  value  her  you  love  ;  don't  ftir  till  you've. 
•  notice,  a*  evec  you  hope  to,  have  her  in  your  aims. 
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Col.  On  that  condition,  I'll  no?- breathe.  [Exit. 

Eritcr  Felix. 
Pel.  1  wonder  where  this  dog  of  a  fervant  is  all  this  while 

——but  (lie  is  at  home  I  find how  coKljr   Ihe  regards 

me. You   look,   Violante,    as  if  the  light  of  tne  were 

troublefome  to  you. 

Vio.  C^an  1  do  otherwife,  when  you  have  the  aflurance  to 
approach  me,  after  what  I  faw  to-day ! 

FcL  Affiirance,  rather  call  it  good-nature,  after  what  I 
heard  laft  night ;  but  fuch  regard  to  honour,  have  I  in  my 
love  to  you,  I  cannot  bear  to  be  fufpefred,  nor  fuffer  you  to 
entertain  falfe  notions  of  my  truth,  without  endeavouring  to 
convince  you  of  my  innocence  ;  fo  much'  good-nature  have 

I  more  than  you,  Violaote Pray  give  me  leave  to 

alk  your  woman  one  queftion  ;   my  man  affaires  me  ihe  was 
the  perfon  you  faw  at  my  lodgings. 

Flo.  I  confefs  it,  madam,  and  afk  your  pardon. 
Vio.  Impudent  baggage,  not  to  undeceive  me  fooner ;  what 
bufinefs  cou'<i  you  have  there  ? 
Pel.  Liffardo  and  Ihe,  it  feems,  imitate  you  ami  I. 
F/o.   I  iove  to  follow  the  example  of  my 'betters,  madam. 

Pel.  I  hope  1  am  juftihed 

y~n.  Since  we  are  to  part,  Felix,  there  needs  no  juftificct  im. 
Pel.  Methinks  you  talk  of  parting  as  a  thing  indifferent 
te  you  ;  can  you  forget  how  I  have  lov'd  ? 

Vie.  1  wilh  I  could  forget  my  own  paffion  ;  I  ftiou'd  with 
lefs  concern  remember  yours — — but  for  miftrefs  Flora— — - 

Pel.  You  rnuft  forgive  her  ; -muft,  did  I   fay  ?   I   fear 

1  have  no  power  to  impofe,  tho'  the  injury  was  done  to  me. 

Vio.  'Tis  harder  to  pardon  an  injury  done  to  what  we  love 
than  to  ourfelves  :  but  at  your  requeft,  Felix,  I  do  forgive 
her :  go  watch  my  father,  Flora,  kit  he  fhould.  awake  and 
furprize  us. 

Flo.  Yes,  madam.  [  Exit  Flora. 

Pel.  Doft  thou  then  love  me,  Violante  ? 
Vio.  What   need  of  repetition   from   my  tongue,    when 
every  look  confefTes  whar  y6vr'  afk  ? 

Fel,  Oh  !  let  no  man  judge  of  love  but  thofe  who  feel  it ; 
what  wonderous  magic  lies-  in  one  kind  look  !  — One  tender 
word  deftroys  a  lover's  rage,  and  melts  his  fiercefl  paffion  into 
foft  complaint:'  Oh  the  window,  Violante,  would'it  thou  but 
clear  that  one  fufpicion. !  .  , 

Vio._  Prithee,  no  more  of  that  my  Felix,  a  little  time  ftall 
bring  thee  perfeft  fatisfaAion. 

Fel.  Well,  Violante,  on  that  condition  you  think  no  more 
of  a  monaltery— — I'll  wait  with  patience  for  this  mighty 
fecret. 

Via.  Ah;  Felis;  Love  generally  gets  the  better  of  religion 
P  3  in 
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in  us  women  :  refolutions  made  in  the  heat  of  pafliojj,  ever 
difTolve  upon  reconciliation. 

Enter  Flora  ha/lily. 

Flo.  Oh,  nfcadam,  madam,  madam  !  my  lord  your  father 
has  been  in  the  garden,  and  lock'd  the  back-door,  and  comes 
muttering  to  himfelf  this  way. 

Vio.  Then  we  are  caught :  now,  Felix,  we  are  undone. 

Fel.  Heavens  forbid,  this  is  moil  unlucky !  let  me  Hep 
into  your  bed-chamber,  he  won't  look  under  the  bed  ;  there  I 
may  conceal  myfelf.  [runs  to  the  door,  and  pitjbes  it  open  a.  little, 

Vio.  My  ftars  !  if  he  goes  in  there  he'll  find  the  Colonel — 
No,  no,  Felix,  thac's  no  fafe  place,  my  father  often  goes  thi 
ther  ;  and  Ihould  you  cough,  or  fneeze,  we  arc  loft. 

Fel.  Either  my  eye  deceiv'd  me,  or  I  law  a  man  within  j 

I'll  watch  him  clofe -She  lhall  deal  with  the  devil,  if  Jhe 

conveys  him  out  without  my  knowledge.     [_Af.dcJ\     What 
(hall  I  do  then  ? 

Vio.  Blefs  me,  how  I  tremble  '. 

Flo.  Oh,  invention,  invention! 1  have  it,  madam  ;, 

here,  here,  here,  Sir,  off  with  your  fword,  and  I'll  fetch  you 
a  difguife.  (Runs  in  and  fitches  oat  a  riding  hood. 

Fel.  Ay,  ay,  any  thing  to  avoid  Dtm  Pedro. 

Vio.  Oh  !  quick,  quick,  quick,  I  ihall  die  with  apprehen- 
>n .  (Flora  puts  the  riding-hood  on  Felix. 

Flo.  Be  fure  ycu  don't  fpeak  a  word  ! 

Fat.  Not  for  the  Indies. But  I  lhall  obfervc  you  clofer 

than  you  imagine.  Ldfide. 

Pedro.  (Within.)  Violante,  where  are  you,  child  ?  [Enter 
Don  Pedro]  Why,  how  came  the  garden-door  open  ?  Ha  \ 
How  now,  who  have  we  here  ? 

Vio.  Humph  ;  he'll  certainly  difcover  him.  \/tfdt* 

Flo.  'Tis  my  mother,  and  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

[She  and  Felix  both  courtly* 

Pedro.  Your  mother!  By  St.  Andrew,  Jhe's  a  ftrapper; 
why,  you  are  a  dwarf  to  her  — — -  How  many  children  have 
you,  good  woman  ? 

Vio.  Oh  !  if  he  fpeaks  we  are  loft,  ,        [4£dc. 

Flo.  Oh  !  dear  fignior,  Ihe  cannot  hear  you,  ijhe  has  been 
tfeaf  thefe  twenty-  years. 

Pedro.  Alas,  poor  woman — Why,  you  muffle  her  up  as  if 
{be  were  blind  too.  ,  -  - 

Fel.  Would  I  were  fairly  off.  \Afidt. 

Pedro.  Turn  up  her  hood. 

Vio.  Undone  for  ever. St.  Anthony  forbid  :  Oh,  S>, 

/he  has  the  dreadfullclt  unlucky  eyes Pray  don't  look  upon 

them  ;   I  made  her  keep  her  hood  ihut  on'  .puo?ofe • 

Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  !    ' 

Eyes !  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  her  eyes  ? 

Flo.. 


fion. 
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Flo.  My  poor  mother,  Sir,  is  much  atiiicred  with  the  cho- 
lick  ;  and  about  two  months  ago  Ihe  had  it  grievoully  in  her 
ftomach,  and  was  over-perfuaded  to  take  a  dram  of  filthy 
Engliih  geneva — which  immediately  flew-. up  into  her  head,, 
and  caufcd  fuch  a  dcfluxion  in  her  eyes,  that  lb.e  could  never 
finee  bear  the  day-light. 

Pedro.  Say  you  fo  ?. — Poor  woman  ! — Well,  make  her  fit 
down,  Violante,  and  give  her  a  glafs  of  wine.  ,  , 

Vic.  Let  her  daughter  give  her  a  glafs  below,  Sir  5  for  my 
part,  ihe  has  frighted  me  fo,  I  Irun't  be  myfeif  thefe  two  hours. 
I  am  lure  her  eyes  are  evil  eyes. 

Ftl.  Well  hinted. 

Pedro.  Wall,  well,  do  fo  :  evil  eyesrthere  is  no  evil  eyes,, 
child.  .  [Exeunt  Felix  and  Flora. 

Vio.  I'm.  glad  he's  gone. 

Pedro.  Halt  thou.  heard  the  news,,  Violante  \. 

Vio.  What  news,  Sir  ? 

Pedro.  Why,  Vafquez  tells  me,  that  Don  Lopez's  daugh 
ter  Ifabtflla  is  run  away  from  her  father ;  that  lord  has  very  ill 

fortune  with  his  children Well,  I'm  glad  my  daughter 

has  no  inclination  to  mankind,  that  my  houfe  is  plagu'd  with' 
no  fuitors.  [4fide~ 

Vio>  This  is  the  firft  word  I  ever  heard  of  it ;  I  pity  her 
fralJtv.. — 

Pedro.  Well  faid,  Violante* Next  week  I  intend  thy 

happinefs  fhall  begin.  [Enter  Flora. 

Vlo.  I  don't  intend  ro  ftay  fo  long,  thank,  you,  papa.  [Slfide 

Pedro.  My  lady  A-bbds  writes  word  Ihe  longs  to  fee  thee, 
and  has  provided  eveiy  thing  in  order  for  thy  reception. — Thou 

wilt  lead  a  happy  life,,  my  girl fifty  times  before  that  of 

matrimony,  where  an  extravagant,  coxcomb  might  make  a  beg 
gar  of  thee,  or  an  ill-nacur'd  furly  dog  break  thy  heart. 

Flo.  Break  thy  heart  !  She  had  as  good  have  her  bones 
broke  as  to  be  a  nun  ;  I  am  fure  1  had,  rather  of  the  two. 
— You  are  wonderous  kind,  Sir  ;  but  if  I  had  fuch  a  father, 
1  know  what  I  would  do. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  wo.u'd  you  do,  minx,   ha? 

Fia.  I  would  tell  him  I  had  as  good  a  right  and  title  to 
the  law  of  nature,  and  the  cad  of  the  creation,  as  he 
had 

Pedro.  You  won'd,  miitrefs  ;  who  the  devil  doubts  it  ? 
A  good  aiiiirance  is  a  chamber-maid's  coat  of  arms  !  and 
lying,  and  contriving  the  fupporters.  —  Your  inclinations 
a,re  on  tip-toe,  it  feems — if  I  were  yoiir  father,  houfewife, 
I'd  have  a  penance  eujoin'd  you,  fo  ftrict,  that  you  fhould 

not  be  abls  to  turn  you   in  your  bed  for  a  month you 

are  enough  to  fpoil  your  lady,  houfe  wife,  if  Ihe   had  not 
abundance  of  devotion,. 

Vlo. 
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fto.  Fye,  Flora,  are  you  not  afhamed  to  talk  thus  t<x 
my  father  ?  you  faid  yefterday  yow  wou'd  be  glad  to  go 
with  me  into  the  monaftery. 

Pedro.  She  go  with  thee  !  No,  no,  flic's  enough  to  de 
bauch  the  whole  convent.  ••  •  Well,  child,  remember 
what  I  faid  to  thee  :  next  week 

no.  Ay,  and  what  I  am  to  do  this  too  ?  —  (7!Jidc.) 
I  am  all  obedient,  Sir  ;  I  care  not  how  foon  I  qhange  my 
condition. 

Flo.  But   little  does   he  think  what  change  fhe  means. 


Pedro.  Well  faid,  Violante.  -  1  am  glad  to  find  her  fo 
willing  to  leave  the  world,  but  it  is  wholly  owing  to  my  pru 
dent  management,  did  Ihe  know  that  fhe  might  command 
her  fortune  when  flic  came  at  age,  or  upon  day  of  marriage, 
perhaps  fhe'd  change  her  note.  -  But  I  have  always  told 
her  that  her  grandfather  left  it  with  this  provifo,  that  fhe 
turn'd  nun  :  now  a  fmall  part  of  this  twenty  thoufand  pounds 
provides  for  her  in  the  nunnery,  and  the  reil  is  my  own  ;  " 
there  is  nothing  to  be  got  in  this  life  without  policy,  (sljidc.) 
Well,  child,  1  am  going  into  the  country  for  two  or  three 
days,  to  fettle  fome  affairs  with  thy  uncle.  -  And  then  — 
Come,  help  me  on  with  my  cloak,  child. 

Vlo.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exeunt  Pedro  and  Violante. 

Flo.   So,  now  for  the  Colonel.     [Goes  to  tht  chamber  door.'} 
Hift,  hift,  Colonel.  [Colonel  peeping. 

Col.  Is  the  coaft  clear  ? 

Flo.  Yes,  if  you  can  climb  ;  for  you  muft  get  over  the 
wafh-houfe,  and  jump  from  the  garden-wall  into  the  fireet. 

CoL  Nay,  nay,  I  (isn't  value  my  neck  if  my   incognita 
anlwers  but  thy  ladf's  promife.     [Exeunt  Colonel  aw/  Flora. 

Rc-enie>-  Pedro  and  Violante. 

Ped.   Good-bye,  Violante,  take  care  of  thyfelf,  child. 
Vlo.  I  wifh  you  a  good  journey,  Sir.     Now  to  fv.t  my  pri- 
foner  at  liberty.  [Enter  Felix  behind  Violante. 

Pel.  I  have  lain  perdue  under  the  Hairs,  till  I  watch'd  the 
old  man  out. 

/%,  Sir,  Sir,  you  may  appear.  [Goes  to  the  door. 

Fel.  May  he  for  madam  ?'  —  I  had  caufe  for  my  fulpicion, 
I  find,  treacherous  woman. 

Vlo.  Ha,  Felix  here  !   Nay,  then,  all's  difcoverd. 
Fel.    [Draws.]  Villain,  who  e'er  thou   art,  come  out  I 
charge  thee,   and  take  the  reward  of  thy  adulterous  errand. 

Vlo.  What  fhall  I  fay  ?  -  Nothing  but  the  fecret  which 

I  have  fworn  to  keep  can  reconcile  this  quarrel.  [Afide. 

Fel.  A  coward  !   Nay,  then  I'll  fetch  you  out  ;  think  not 

to  hide  thyfelf  ;  no,  by'St.  Anthony,  an  altar  ftiould  not  pro- 
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te&  thee,  even  there  I'd  reach  thy  heart,  tho'  all  the  taints 
were  arm'd  in  thy  defence.  .  [Exit. 

Vlo,  Defend,  me,  .heaven  !  What  fhalll.do?   I  muft  dif- 

cever  Ifabeliar  or  here  will  be  murder. 

.     '    Enter  Flora.       ..:>•',•  .>.-•• 

Flo.  I  have  hel/d  the  Colonel  off  clear,  madam. 

Vlo.  Say'il  thou  fo,  my  girl  ?  then  I  am  arm'd. 
.     Remitter  Felix. 

Ft/.  Where  ha?  the  devil  in  Compliance  to  your  fex  con 
vey 'd  him  from  my  fef  entment  ? 

Vlo.  Him,  who  do  you  mean,  my  dear  inquifitive  {park? 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  you  will  never  leave  thefe  jealous  whims  ? 

Fel.  Will  you  never  ceafe  to  impofe  upon  me  ^ 

Vlo.  You  impofe  upon  yourfelf,  my  dear  \  do  you  think  I 
did  not  fee  you  ?  Yes,  I  did,  and  refolved  to  put  this  trick 
upon  yon  j  I  knew  you'd  take  the  hint,  and  foon  relapfe  into> 
your  wonted  error :  How  eafily  your  jcaloufy  is  fired  ?  I 
lhall  have  a  bleffed  life  with  you. 

Fel.  Was  there  nothing  in  it  then,  but  only  to  try  me  ? 

Via.  Won't  you  believe  your  eyes  ? 

Fel.  No,  becaufe  I  find  they  have  deceived  me  ;  well,  I 
*m  coavinc'd  that  faith  is  as  necelfary  in  love  as  in  religion  } 
foe  the  moment  a  man  lets  a  woman  know  her  compel},,  he 
religns  his  fenfes,  and  fees  nothing  but  -what  fhe'd  have  him.. 

Vlo.  And  as  foon  as  that  man  finds  his  love  return'd,  ihe 
becomes  as  errant  a  flave,,  as  if  ihe  had  already  faid  after 
the  prieft.  .  .  £ •• ,  ,,  i 

Fti.  The  prielr,  Violante,  would  difiipate  thofe  fear&  which 
caufe  their  quarrels ;  when  wilt  thou  make  me  happy  ? . 
.  Vlo.  To-morrow,  I  will  tell  thee;  my  father  is  gone  for 
two  or  three  days  to  my  uncle's,  we  have;  time  eno.ugh  to 
finilh  our  affairs. — But  prythee  leave  me  now,  for  I-  expeA 
£bme  ladies  to  vilit  me. 

Fel.  If  you  command  it. — Fly  fwifty  ye  hours,  and  bring 
tomorrow  on. tYou  defire  I  wou'd  lea^e  you,  Vitflarit«s 

Via.  I  do  at  prefent. 

Fel.   Sn  much  yiu  reign  tbc  fovcreign  of  my  foul, 
•  ••    •    That  I obey  iMthvut  -the  Jtaft  controu!.  [Exit, 

.  :      .  Efttir  Ifabella.  .         V. 

Ifj&.  I  am  glad  my  brother  and  you  are  reconcil'd,  my 
dear,  and  the  Colonel  efcap'd  without  his  knowledge  ; .  I  was 
frighted  out  of  my  wits  when  I  heard  him  return. — I  know 
not  how  to  exprefs  my  thanks,  woman — for  what. you  fufftr'd 
for  my  lake,  my  grateful  acknowledgement  Ihall  ever  wait 
you  ;  and  to  the  world  proclaim,  the  faith,  truth,  and  honour- 
of  a  woman. ...  ... 

Vio.  Prithee  don't  compliment  thy  friend,  Ifabella.— YOU 
heajrd  the  Colonel,  I  fappofe, 

Nab. 
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Ifab.  Every  fyllablc,  and  am  pieas'd  to  find  I  do  not  Idve 
in  vain. 

Vio:  Thou  haft  caught  his  heart,  it  feems  ;  and  an  hour 
hence  may  fecurr  hi^perion.-^"  —  Thou  halt  made  halty  work 
on't  girl. 

Ifab.  Froit  thence  I  draw  my  happinefs,  we  (hall  have  no  • 
accounts  to  make  up  after  consummation. 

jforjgarsj  f>ro?c&s  her  Icrvtr's  f.aint 

iS  him  iui[h,  and  •wait,  andfigh  in  vaint     , 
To  be  bis  ivifc,  when  Idtejhe  gives  confint, 
Finds  half  his  palfion  was  in  c$itrtj})]p  font  ; 
tVhilJi  tbey  •who  bildly  all  delays  rcmwe 
find  e 
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SCENE,     Frederick'* 

Enter  Felix  and  Frederick. 

Pel.  '"  I  ^  HIS  hour  has  been  propitious,  I  am  reconcil'd  to 
I.      Vioiantf,  and'  you  aifure  me  Antonio  is  out  of 
danger. 

Ft'id.  Your  fatisfaftion  is  doubly  mine. 

Enttr  Liflardo. 

Pel.  What  hafte  you  made,  firrah,  to  bring  me  word  if 
Violante  went  home  ? 

Ltffi  1  can  give  you  very  good  reafons  for  my  ftay,  Sir  — 
Yes,  Sir,  Ihe  went  home. 

Fred.  O  !  You*  matter  knows  that  ;  for  hshaS  been  there 
iiimfelf,  Liflardo. 

Liff,  Sir,  may  I  bog  the  favour  of  your  ear1? 

jF«/.--What  have  you  to  fay  ? 

[JVbifptrs,  and  Felix  fccms  uneaf/.1 

Fred.  H?,,  Felix  changes  colour  at  LifTardo's  news.  What 
can  it  be  ? 

Fci.  A  Scots  fontman,  that  belongs  to  Colonel  Bntton,  an 
acquaintance  of  Frederick's,  fay  you1?  the  devil  !  iffhebe 
felfe,  by  heaven  l'.!l  trace  her.  -Prithee,  Frederick,  do  you 
know  one  Colonel  Bfitton,  -a  Scotchman  ? 

Fred'.   Yes  ;    why  do  you  alk  me  ? 

Fcl.  Nay,  RO  great  matter  ;  but  my  man  tells  me  that  he 
has  had  fume  litele  differences  with  a  fervant  of  his,  that's  all. 

Fred.  He  it  a  good  harmieft  ittnocent  fellow,  I  am  forry 
for  it  ;  the  Colonel  lodges  in  my  houfe  ;  1  knew  him  formerly 
in  England,  atWl  met  him  here  by  acciilent  laft  night,  and 
gave  him  an  invitation  home  ;  he  is  a  gentleman  of  a  good 

effete, 


KEEPS  A  SECRET.      47 

betides  his  commiffion  ;  of  excellent  principles,  and 
ftri#  honour,  I  aflure  you. 

Ft  I.  Is  he  a  man  of  intrigue  ? 

fret}.  Like  other  men,  1  fuppofe  j  here  he  comes.  - 

[Ent.tr  Colonel. 
Colonel,  I  began  t*>  think.  I  had  -loft  you. 

Col.  And  not  without  Tome  reafon>  if  you  knew  all. 
''  Pel.  There's  no  danger  of  a  fine  gentleman's  being  loft 
in  this  town,  Sir. 

Col.  That  complement  don't  belong  to  me,  Sir.  But  I 
aflpre  you  1  have  been  very  near  being  run  away  with. 

Frtd.  Who  attempted  it  ? 

Cot.  Faith,  I  know  her  not—-  —  n  >  ,  only  that  <lhe  is  a 
charming  woman,  I  mean  as  much  as  I  faw  of  her. 

Ft  1.  My  heart  fwells  with  apprehenfion.  -  r-Some  acci- 
dental  rencounter.  —  — 

Fred.  A  tavern,  I  fuppofe,-  adjufted  the  matter.-r- 

Col.  A  tavern-!  -No,  no,  Sir,  Ihe  is  above  .that  rank,  J 
aflfure  you  ;  this  nympli  lleeps  in  a  velvet  bed,  and  lodgings 
every  way  agreeable. 

Fel.  Ha,  a  velvet  bed  ?  —  I  thought  you  faid  but  now  Sir, 
you  knew  her  not. 

Col.  No  more  I  don't,  Sir. 

Fel.  How  came  you  then  fo  well  acquainted  with  her 
bed? 

Fred.  Aye,  aye,  come,  come,  unfold. 

Col.  Why  -then  you  muft  know,  gentlemen,  th.it  I  was 
conveyed  to  her  lodgings,  by  .one  of  Cupid's  emiflaries,  call'd 
a  chambermaid,  in  a  chair  ihro'  fifty  blind  alleys,  wl.o 
by  the  help  of  a  key  let  me  into  a  garden. 

Fel.  'Sdcath,  a  garden,  this  muft  be  Vioknte's  garden. 

* 


Col.  'From  thence  conducted  me  into  a  fpaeious  worn,  phew 
dropt  me  a  courtefy,  told  me  her  lady  would  wait  on  me 
prefently  ;  fb  without  unveiling,  modeftly  withdrew. 

Fel.  Damn  her  medefty  ;   this  was  Flora.  [Afidt. 

Fred.  Weil,  how  then,  Colonel? 

Col.  Then,  Sir,  immediately  from  another  door  iffued  forth 
a  lady,  arm'd  at  both  eyes,  from  whence  iuch  ihowers  of  darts 
fell  round  me',  that  had  1  not  been  cover'd  with  the  ihield  of 
[another  beauty,  I  had  infallibly  ifall'n  a  martyr.t<3  her  charms  : 
/or  you  mult  know,  I  juft  faw  her  *yes  :  eyes  did  I  fay  ?  No, 
no,'hold,  I  faw  but  one  eye,  though  I  fuppofe  it  had  a  fellow 
equally  as  killing. 

Ttl.  -But.  how  came  you  to  fee  her  bed,  Sir?  'Sdeath,  this 
.expectation  ^gives  a  thoufand  racks.  [dfdc. 

Col.  Why,  upon  her  maid's  giving  notice  her  father  was 
coming,  Ihe  thruft.  me  into  the  bed-chamber. 

Fel. 
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Tc L  Upon  her  fether's  coming  ? 

CW.  Ay,  fo  Ihe  faid  ;  but  putting  my  ear  to  the  key-hole 
of  the  door,  I  fount!  it  was  another  lover. 

pel.  Confound  the  jilt !   'Twas  fhe  without  difpute.  \Afide. 

Fred.  Ah  poor  Colonel !   Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Col.  I  difcover'd  they  had  had  a  quarrel,  but  whether  they 
vrere  r?concil'd  or  not,  I  can't  tell ;  for  the  fecond.  alarm 
brought  the  father  in  good  earneft,  'and  had  like  tp  have  made 
the  gentleman  and  I  acquainted,  but  ftie  found  fome  other 
ftratagem  to  convey  him  out.  .  '..»  -~v 

Pel.  Contagion  feize  her,  and  make  her  body  ugly  as  her 
foul.  There  is  nothing  left  to  doubt  of  now. — — 'Tis  plain 

'twas  fhe. Sure  he  knows  me,  and  takes  this  method  to 

hifult  me  :   'Sdeath,  I  cannot  b;ar  it.  \Ap8c. 

Fred.  So  when  (toe  had  difpatch'd  her  old  lover,  flic  paid 
you  a  vifit  in  her  bed-chamber ;  ha,  Colenel  ? 

Col.  No,  pox  take  the  impertinent  puppy,  he  'fpoil'd  my 
tUreriion,  I  faw  her  no  more. 

Pel  Very  fine !  Give  me  patience,  heaven,  or  I  {hall  burft 
•with  rage.  [Afidc. 

Fred.  That  was  hard. 

Col  Nay,  what  was  worfe,  the  nymph  that  introduced  me 
conveyed  me  out  again  over  the  top  of  a  high  wall,  where  I 
ran  the  danger  of  having  my  neck  broke ;  for  the  father,  it" 
ieems,  had  locked  the  door  by  which  I  enter'd. 

Pel.  That  way  I  mifs'd   him  : danan  her  invention. 

fsl/idc.j'    Pray,  Colonel,  xvas  this  the  fame  lady  you  met 
upon  the  Terr'wo  de  faffa  this  morning  ? 

CoL  Faith,  I  can't  tell,  Sir;  I  had  a  defign  to  know  who 
that  lady  was,  but  my  dog  of  a  footman,  "whom  I  had 
ordered  to  watch  her  home,  fell  faft  afleep- — --I  gave  him  a 
good  beating  for  his  negleft,  and  I  have  never  feen  the 
rafeal  fince. 

Fred.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Gibby. 

Ccl.  Where  have  you  been,  Sirrah  ? 

Gib.  Troth  ile  been  feeking  yee  an  lik  yer  honour  thefc 
twa  hoors  an  meer.  1  bring  ye  glad  feedings,  Sir. 

Col.  What,  have  you  found  the  lady  ? 

Gib.  Geud  faite,  ha  I  Sir — and  ihe's  call'd  Donna  Vio- 
lante,  and  her  parent  Don  Pedro  de  Mendofa,  en  gin  yee 
will  gan  wa  mi,  an't  lik  yer  honour,  ife  make  yee  ken  the 
hufe  right  weel. 

Pel.  O  torture  !  torture  !  \4fidc. 

Col.  Ha!  Violante  f  That's  the  lady's  name  of  the  houfe 
'where  my  incognita  is,  fure  it  could  not  be  her,  at  leaft  it 
was  not  the  fame  houfe,  I'm  confident.  [-dfidc. 

F-id.  Violante  ?  'Tis  falfe ;  I  would  not  have  you  credit 
him,  Colonel.  Gib. 
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GVA,  The  deel  burft  my  bladder,  Sir,  gin  I  lee.  .    ,     . 

Ft  I.  Sirrah,  1  fay  you  do  lye,  and  I'll  make  you  eat  it, 
you  dog,  (kicks  him)  and  if  your  mifter  will  juftify  you.— '- 

Col.  Not  I,  faith,  Sir.— I  anfwer  for  no  body's  lyes  but 
my  own  j  if  you  pleafe,  kick  him  again. 

Gib.  But  gin  he  dus,  ite  ne  tak  it,  Sir,  gin  he  was  a. 
thoufand  Spaniards.  [walks  about  in  a  pafllw. 

Col.  I  ow'd  you  a  beating,  Sirrah,  and  I'm  oblig'd  to  this 
gentleman  for  taking  the  trouble  off  my  hands  ;  therefore 
lay  no  more,  d'ye  hear,  Sir  ?  [/tfde  to  Gibby. 

Gtt>.  Troth  de  I,  Sir,  and  feel  tee. 

Fred.  This  muft  be  i  miftake,  Colonel,  for  I  know  Vio- 
lante  perfeAly  Avell,  and  I  afti  certain  fhe  would  not  meet  you 
upon  the  Tet-riei-o  dt  Paffa. 

Col.  Don't  be  too  pofitive,  Frederick,  row  I  have  fome 
reafons  to  believe  it  was  that  very  lady. 

Fel.  YouM  Very  much  oblige  me,'  Sir,  if  you'd  let  me 
know  theie  reafbns. 

Col.  Sir  ? 

Fit.  Sir>  I  lay  I  have  a  right  to  enquire  into  thefe  reafons 
you  fpeak  of. 

Col.  Ha>  ha,  really,  Sir  ?  I  cannot  conceive  how  you  er 
any  rriafi  can  have  a  right  to  enquire  into  my  thoughts. 

Fel.  Sir,  I  have  a  right  to.  every    thing  that  relates  to 

Violante. And  he  that  traduces  her  fame,  atid  refufes  to 

give  his  reafons  for't,  is  a  villain.  [Draws. 

Col,  What  the  devil  have  I  been  doing  !  now  bhfters  on 
my  tongue,  by  dozens.  [-dJMt. 

Fred.  Prythee,  Felix,  don't  quarrel,  till  you  know  for 
what :  this  is  all  a  miftake  I'm.  pofitive. 

Col.  Look  ye,  Sir,  that  I  dare  dVaw  my  fword,  I  think 
will  admit  of  no  di'fpute — — but  tho'  fighting's  my  trade,  I'm 
not  in  love  with  it^  and  think  it  more  honourable  to  decline 
this  bufinefs,  than  purfue  it.  This  may  be  a  miftake  ;  how 
ever  I'll  give  you  my  honour  never  to  have  any  affair  dr"- 
reftly  or  indirecUy  with  Violantej  provided  fhe  is  your  Vio 
lante  j  b«t  if  there  fhould  happen  to  be  another  of  her  name, 
1  hope  you  would  not  engrofs  all  the  Violantcs  in  the 
kingdom. 

FeL  Your  vaniry  has  given  me  fufficient  reafon  to  believe 
I'm  not  miftaken  ;  I'll  not  be  impos'd  upon,  Sir. 

CW.  Nor  I  bully'd,  Sir. 

FeL  Bully'd  r  'Sde*th;  fuch  another  word,  and  I'll  nail 
thee  to  the  wall. 

Col.  Are  you  lure  of  that,  Spaniard  ?  [7?ratr}. 

Gib.  (Draws.)     Say   ne  me^,  mon,  aw  my  fol   here's 

twa  to  twa,  dona  fear,  Sir,  Gibby  ftonds  by  ye  for  the  ho- 

»our  of  Scotland.  '  [Vapours  abwt. 

E  FrtJ. 
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Fred  By  St.'  Anthony,  you  Shan't  fight  (Interp&s)  Oti 
bare  .fufpicion  ;  be  certain  of  the  injury,  and  then — 

Yd.  That  I  will  this  moment,  and  then,  Sir — r— I  hope 

vou  are  to  be  found 

J   Col  Whenever  you  pleafe,  Sir.  [£*/>  Fdi*, 

Gib.  'SbJeed,  Sir,  there  neer  was  a  Scotfman  yet  that 
fham'd  to  Ihow  his  face.  [Strutting  about. 

Fred.  So,  quarrels  fpring  up  like  mnfhrooms,  in  a  minute; 
Violante  and  he  were  but  juft  reconcil'd,  and  you  have  fur- 
niih'd  him  with  frefh  matter  for  falling  out  again  5  and  I 
am  certain^  Colonel,  Gibby  is,  in  the  wrong. 
. ;  Gib.  Gin  1  be,  Sir,  the  man  that  tald  me  leed|  and  £i'n 
Ke  dud,  the  deel  be  my  landlord,  hell  my  winter-quarters, 
aad  a  rope  my  winding-fheet,  gin  I  dee  not  lik  him  as 
lang  as  I  can  hold  a  ftick  in  my  hond,  now  fee  yee. 

Cof.  1  am  forry  for  what  I  have  faid,  for  the  lady's  Take  ; 
but  who  could  divine  that  ftie  was  his  miftrefs  ?  prythee, 
who  is  this  warm  fpark  ? 

Fred.  He  is  the  fon  of  one  of  our  grandees,  nam'd  Don 
Lopez  de  Pimentell>  a  very  hotieft  gentleman,  but  fomething 
paiiionate  in  what  relates  to  his  love.— He  is  an  only  fort, 
which  may  perhaps  be  one  reafon  for  indulging  his  patfion. 

CoL  When  parents  have  but  one  child,  they  either  make 
&  madman  or  a  fool  of  him. 

Fred.  He  is  not  the  only  child,  he  has  a  fifler;  but  I 
think,  t-hro'  the  feverity  of  his  father,  who_  would  have 
rcarried  her  againft  her  inclination,  fhe  has  made  her  efcape, 
and  notwithftanding  he  has  offered  five  hundred  pounds,  he 
can  get  no  tidings  of  her. 

CoJ.  -Ha  !  how  long  has  ihe  been  miffing  ? 
Fred.  Nay,  but  fmee  laft  night,  it  feems. 
,     Cp/.   Laft' night!  The  very  time  !   How  went  {he  ? 

Fred.  No.  l»dy  can  tel-I  j  they  conjecture  thro*  the 
window.  ..  jjj  ..'. 

GoL  I'm  transported  !  This  rhuA  be  the  lady  I  caught. 
What  fort  of  a  woman  is  Ihe  ? 

Fred.  Middlepfiz'd,  a  lovely  brown,  a  fine  pouting  lip, 
eyes  that  roll  and  languish,  and  ieem  to  fpeak  the  exquifite 
jpkafure  lier  arms  could  give  ! 

Col.  Oh  !  I'm  fir'd  with  this  defcription— 'Tis  the  very 
fhe — what's  her  name  ? 

Fred.  Ifabella you  are  tranfported,   Golonef. 

Col.  I  have  a  natural  tendency  in  me  to  the  flem,  thoa 
kiipw'ic,  and  who  can  hear  of  charms  fo  exquifite  and 
yet  remain  unmbv'd  ?  Oh,  how  I  long  for  the  appointed 
hour  !  I'll  to  the  fcrrlero  de  Pajfa,  and  wait  my  happinefs  $ 
if- Ihe  fails  to  meet  me,  I'll  once  more' attempt  to  find  her 
at  Violante's  in  fpitc  of  her  Brother's  jealoufy.  (Afide.) 

Dear 
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Dear  Frederick,  1  beg  your  pardon,  but  I  had  forgot,"  I  was 
to  meet  a  gentleman  upon  bulinefs  at  five  ;  I'll  endeavour  to 
difpatch  him,  and  wait  on  you  again  as  ibon  as  pollible.- — — 

Fred.  Your  humble  fervant,  Colonel.  [Exit. 

Col.   Gibby,    I    have    no    bulinefs   with    you    at    prefent. 

[Exit  Colonel. 

.     Gib.  That's  weel naw  will  I  gang  and  feek  this  loon, 

and  gar  him  gang  with  me  to  Don  Pedro's  hufe. Gin  he'll 

no  gang  of  himlel,  ife  gar  him  gang  by  the  lug,  Sir ;  god- 

fwarbit,  Gibby  hates  a  lear.  [Exit. 

Scene  chants  t!>  Violante's   Lodging. 

Enter  VioLnte  and  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  The  hour  draws  on,  Violante,  and  now  my  heart 
begins  to  fail  me,  but  I  refolve  to  venture  for  all  that. 
-     Via.  What,  does  your  courage  link,  Ifabella  ? 

Ifab.  Only  the  force  of  resolution  a  little  retreated,  lut 
I'll  rally  it  again  for  all  that. 

Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  Don  Felix  is  coming  up,  madam. 

Ifab.  My  brother  !  which  way  mall  I  get  out- difpatch 

"him  as  foon  as  you  can,  dear  Violantc: 

[Exit  into  the  ckfct. 

Vlo.  I  will.  (Enter  Felix  in  a  furly  pi/lure.  J  Felix, 
What  brings  you  home  fo  foon,  did  I  not  fay  to-morrow  ? 

Pel.  My  paiiion  choaks  me,  I  cannot  fpeak  ;  oh  !  I  ihsll 
burft  !  (j4fidt.)  [Throws  h'nnjdf  into  a  chair. ~^ 

Pio.  Blefs  me,  are  you  not  well,  my  Felix  ? 

Pel.  Yes, — no,— I  don't  know  what  1  am. 

Via.  Hey  day  !  What's  the  matter  now  ?  another  jealous 
whim  ! 

Pel.  With  v/hat  an  air  fhe  carries  it ! 1  fweat  at  ter 

impudence.  [AJ\de. 

fio.  If  I  were  in  your  place,  Felix,  I'd  chufe  to  ftay  at 
home  when  thefe  fits  of  fpleen  are  upon  me,  and  not  trouble 
fuch  perfous  as  are  not  obliged  to  bear  with  them. 

(Here  he  fiffefls  to  be  carcltfs  of  her. 

Pel.  I  am  very  fenfible,  madam,  of  what  you  mean  :  I 
difturb  you,  no  doubt ;  but  were  I  in  a  better  humour  I 
ihoald  not  incommode  you  lefs.  1  am  but  too  well  convinc'd 
you  could  eafily  difpenfe  with  my  vifit. 

V'to.  When  you  behave  yourfelf  as  you  ought  to  do,  no 
company  fo  welcome — but  when  you  referve  me  for  your 
ill-nature,  I  wave  your  merit,  and  confider  what's  due  to 
myfelf — and  i  muft  be  fo  free  to  tell  you,  Felix,  that  thefe 
humours  of  your's  will  abate,  if  not  abfolutely  dellroy,  the 
very  principles  of  love. 

Pel.  (Rif.ng.)     And  I  muft  be  fo  free  to  tell  you,  ma 
dam,  that  iince  you  have  made  fuch  ill  returns  to  the  refpeft 
£  2  that 
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that  I  have  paid  you,  all  you  do  lhall  be  indifferent  to/me 
for  the  future,  and  you  fhall  find  me  abandon  your  empire 
with  fo  little  difficulty,  that  I'll  convince  the  world  your 
chains  are  not  fo  hard  to  break  as  your  vanity  would  tempt 
you  to  believe I  cannet  brook  the  provocation  you  give. 

f7o.  This  is  not  to  be  borne  —  infolent !  You  abandon  ! 
You  !  Whom  I  have  fo  often  forbad  ever  to  fee  me  more  ! 
Have  you  not  fall'n  at  my  feet  ?  Implor'd  my  favour  and 
forgivtnefs  ? — did  not  you  trembling  wait,  and  wilh,  ,and 
1'g^i,  and  fwcar  yourfelf  into  my  heart  ?  ungrateful  man  !  If 
nny  chairs  are  fo  eafily  broke,  as  you  pretend,  then  you  arc 
the  llilicil  coxcomb  living  you  did  not  break  'em  long  ago  ; 
and  I  murt  think  him  capable  of  brooking  any  thing  on  whom 
fuch  ufage  could  make  no  impreffion. 

-  Ifat.  (Petping)  A  deuce  take  your  quarrels ;  fhe'H  never 
think  on  me. 

FtL  I  always  believed,  madam,  my  wearkncfs  was  the 
greateil  addition  to  your  power ;  you  would  be  lefs  imperious, 

had  my  inclination  been  lefs  forward  to  oblige  you. You 

have  indeed  iorbad  me  your  fight;  but  your  vanity  even  then 
allured  you  I  would  return,  and  I  was  fool  enough  to  feed 
your  pride — your  eyes,  with  all  their  boafted  charms,  have 
acquired  the  greateft  glory  in  conquering  me.  —  And  the 
brighteft  paffage  of  your  life  is,  wounding  this  heart  with 
luch  arms  as  pierce  but  few  perfons  of  my  rank. 

[Walks  about  in  a  great  pet. 

fio.  Matchlefc  arrogance  !  True,  Sir,  I  Ihould  have  kept 
meafures  better  with  you,  if  the  conqueft  had  been  worth 
preftrving  ;  but  we  eafily  hazard  what  gives  us -no  pa.in  to 
k»ie.'  As  for  my  eyes,  you  are  miftaken  if  you  think 
they  have  vanquilhed  none  but  you  ;  there  are  men  above 
your  boaited  rank  who  have  confefs'd  their  power,  when 
their  misfortune  in  plealing  you  made  them  obtain  fuch  a 
diigraceful  viclory.  .  ' 

Ft  I,  Yes,  madam,  I  am  no  ftranger  to  your  victories. 

Vt9.  And  what  you  call  the  brighteft  paflagc  of  my  life, 
.is  not  the  leaft  .glorious  part  of  your's. 

Fcl.  Ha,  ha,  don't  put  yourfelf  into  a  paffion,  madam, 
for  I  affure  you  afcer  this  day  I  lhall  give  you  no  trouble.-  - 
You  may  meet  your  fparks  on  the  Terrltro  dn  PaJJa  a,t  four 
in  the  mornirg,  without  the  lealt  regard  to  mine — for  when 
I  quit  your  chamber,  the  world  fhan't  bring  me  back. 

Vio.  I  am  fo  well  pleas'd  with  your  rdolution,  I  don't 
care  how  foon  you  take  your  leave. — But  what  you  mean 
by  the  Terricro  de  Pajfa  at  four  in  the  morning,  I  can't  guefs. 

Ftf.  NP»,  no,  no,  not   you You   was  not  upon  the 

ZirnVvo  de  Pa/fa  at  four  this  morning? 

Vio.  No,  I 'was  not;  but  if  I  was,  I  hope  I  may  walk 

where 
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where  I  pleafe,   and  at  what  hour  I  pleafe,  without  aiking 
your  leave. 

Pel  Oh,  doubtlefs,  madam  TAnd  you  might  meet  Colonel 
Britton  there,  and  afterwards  fend 'your  emi'flfary  to  fetch  . 
him  to  your  houfs.— — — — —  And  upon  your  father's  cbming 
in,:  thruft  him  into  your  bed-chamber — without  afking  my 
leave.  'Tis  no  bufinefs  of  mine  if  you  are  expofed  among 
all  the  footmen  in  town.  —  Nay,  if  they  ballad  you,  and 

cry  you  about  at  a  half-penny  a  piece -they  may  without 

my  leave. 

Via.  Audacious  !  Don't  provoke  me don't ;  my  re 
putation  is  not  to  be  fported  with,  (ifring  up  to  him)  at  this  ' 

rate. No,    Sir,    it  is  not,    (bur/is   Into  itars)  inhuman. 

Felix! Oh,  Ifabella,    what  a  train  of  ills  halt  thou 

brought  on  me  !  [sljide. 

Pel.  Ha  !   I  cannot  bear  to  fee  her  weep. — A  woman's 

tears  are  far  more  fatal  than  our  fwords.     [Aj1de^\     Oh, 

Violante 'Sdeath  !  what  a  dog  am  I  ?  now  have  I   no 

power  to  ftir  : doft  not  thou  know  fuch  a  perfon  as 

Colonel  Britton  ?  prythee  tell  me,  didlt  not  thou  meet  him 
at  four  this  morning  upon  the  Ttrrlero  de  Paffa? 

Vio.  Were  it  not  to  clear  my  fame,  I  would  not  anfwer 
thee,  thou  black  ingrate  ! But  I  cannot  bear  to  be  re 
proached  with  what  I  even  blulh  to  think  of,  much  lefs  to 
aft;  by  heaven,  I  have  not  leen  the  Terricro  de  PaJJa  this 
day. 

Ftl  Did  not  a  Scots  footman  attack  you  in  the  ftreet 
neither,  Violante  ? 

Vio.  Yes,  but  he  miftook  me  for  another,  or  he  was 
drunk,  I  know  not  which. 

Pel  Ami  do  not  you  know  this  Scots  Colonel  ? 
Vio.  Pray  alk  me  no  more  queftions,  this  night  fhall  clear 
my  reputation,  and  leave. you  without  excufe  for  your  bale 
•fulpicions  ;  more  than  this  I  lhall  not  fatisfy  you,  therefore 
pray  leave  me. 

Pel.  Didft  thou  ever  love  me,  Violante  ? 

Vio.  I'll  anfwer  nothing. —You   was  m  hafte  to  be 

gone  juft  now,  I  Ihould  be  very  well  pleas'd  to  be  alone,  Sir. 
(She  Jits  dnivn  and  turns  afide. 

Fel.  I  (hall  not  long  interrupt  your  contemj)lation. — Stub 
born  to  the  lait.  \df-di. 
Vio.   Did  ever  woman  involve  her(elf  as  I  have  done  ? 
Fel.  Now  would  I  give  one  of  my  eyes  to  be  friends  with 
her  ;   for  fomethmg  whifpers  to  my  foul  fhe  is  not  guilty. 
(He  paufes,.  then  pulls  a  cha'.r,  and  Jits  by  her  at  a 
little  dijiance)   looking  at  her  fame  time  luiihw.  lpcak:ny.~—cTbtn 
draws  a  little  nearer  to  her.)     Give  me  your  hand  at  parting 
E  3                               however, 
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however,  Violante,-  won't  you,  (Here  he  lays  his  tptn  upox 

htr  knee  fcvcral  times.j  won't  you won't  you— — won't 

you  ? 

Via.   (Half  regarding  him)   Won't  I  do  what  ? 
Pel.  You  know  what  I  would  have,  Violante.     Oh,  my 
heart  ! 

Vio.  (Smiling-)  I  thought  my  chains  were  eafily  broke. 
(Lfiys  her  hand  'into  his.) 

Fi  /.  (Draws  his  chair  clofe.  to  her,  and  kiffes  her  hand  in  a 

rapture?)     Too  well  thou   knoweft  thy  ftrength oh  my 

charming  angel,  my  heart  is  all   thy  own.     Forgive   my 
hafty  paflion,  'tis  the  tranfpoit  of  a  love  (incere ! 

Don  Pedro  -within. 

Ped.  Bid  Sancho  get  a  new  wheel  to  my  chariot  prefently. 
fio.  Blefs  me  !  my  father  return'd  !  what  lhall  we  do  now, 
Felix !  we  are  ruin'd,  paft  redemption. 

Pel.  No,  no,  no,  my  love ;  I  can  leap  from  thy  clofet 

window.         I  Runs  to  the  door  -where  Ifabella  «,  -who  claps  t* 

(the  door,  and  to  Its  it  •within'Jide. 

Ifab.  (Peeping.}  Say  you  fo  ?  but  I  lhall  prevent  you. 

Pel.  Confufion  !   Some  body  bolts  the  door  within  fide  j 

I'll  fee  who  you   have  conceal'd  here,    if  I  die  for't ;    oh 

Violante !  haft  thou  again  facrific'd  me  to  my  rival.  (Draws, 

Vto.  By  heaven  thou  haft  no  rival  in  my  heart,  let  that. 

fuffice — nav,  fure,  you  will  not  let  my  father  find  you  here 

diftraftion ! 

FJ.  Indeed  but  I  lhall — except  you  command  this  door 
to  be  open'd,  and  that  way  conceal  me  from  his  fight. 

[ffc  flrugglcs  -with  her  to  come  at  the  door. 

Via.  Hear  me,  Felix Though  I  were  fure  the  refusing 

what  you  alk  would  feparate  us  for  ever,  !*y  all  that's  power 
ful  you  fhall  not  enter  here:  ekher  you  do  love  me,  or  you 
do  not ;  convince  me  by  your  obedience. 

•Pel.  That's  not  the  matter  in  debate — I  will  know  who 
is  in  this  clofet,  let  the  conference  be  what  it  will.  Nay, 
nay,  nay,  you  ftrive  in  vain  ;  I  will  go  in. 

Vlo.  You  fhall  not  ^o  in 

Enter  Don  Pedro. 
f<.ci.  Hey  day  !  What's  here  to  do !   I  will  go  ir,  and,  you 

vfhan't  go  in and  I  will  go  in 'why,  who   are  you, 

Sir  ? 

Ft/.  'Scleath  !  What  (hall  I  fay  now  ?  [Afdc. 

Ped.  Don  Felix,  pray  what's  your  bufinefs  in  my  houfe? 
ha,  Sir. 

Vio.  Oh  Sir,  what  miracle  return'd  yov   home  fo  foon  ? 
fome  angel  'twas  that  brought   my   father  back  to  fuccour 
the  diitrefs'd this  ruffian  he,  I  cannot  call  him  gentle 
man 
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jrtan has  committed  fuch  an  uncommon  rudeneis,  as  the 

moft  profligate  wretch  would  be  alham'd  to  own. 

FtL  Ha,  what  the  devil  does  ftie  mean  !  (AJtdf. 

Vl».  As  I  was  at  my  devotion  in  my  clofct,  I  heard  a 

loud  knocking  at  my  door,   mix'd  with  a  woman's  voicf, 

which  feem'd  to  imply  ihe  was  in  danger 

Fel.  I  am  confounded  !  [Afidc* 

Vio.  I  flew  to  the  door  with  the  utmoft  fpeed,  where  a 
lady  veil'd.ruflVd  in  upon  me;  who  falling  on  her  knees 
begged  my  protection,  from  a  gentleman,  who,  (he  faid, 
puriued  her  :  1  took  companion  on  her  tears,  and  lock'd  her 
into  this  clofet ;  but  in  the  furprife,  having  left  open  the 
door,  this  very  perf  >n  whom  you  fee,  with  h:s  fword  drawn, 
ran  in  protefting,  if  I  rcfus'd  to  give  her  up  to  his  revenge, 
he'd' force  the  door. 

Pel  What  in  the  name  of  goodnefs  does  fhe  mean  to  do  ! 

Hang  me !  [^fide. 

Vio.  1  ftrove  with  him  till  I  was  out  of  breath,  and  had 

you  not  come  as  you  did,  he  muft  have  enter'd — But  he's  in 

drink,  I  fuppofe,  or  he  could  not  have  been  guilty  of  fueh  an 

indecorum.  [Leering  at  Felix. 

Fed.  I'm  amaz'd ! 

FJ.  The  devil  never^fail'd  a  woman  at  a  pinch:  what  a 

tale  has  fhe  form'd  in  a  minute In  drink,  quotha ;  a  good 

hint;   I'll  lay  hold  ou't  to  bring  myfelf  off.  (Aj\de. 

Ped.  Fie,  DOR  Felix  !  No  fooner  rid  of  one  broil,  but  you 
are  commencing  another — to  aflault  a  lady  with  a  naked 
fword,  derogates  rmich  from  the  character  of  a  gentleman, 
I  aflure  you.' 

Fel.  (Counterfeits  drunkenness)  Who,  I  aflault  a  lady 
upon  honour  the  lady  alfaulted  me,  Sir ;  and  would  have 
feiz'd  this  body  politick  upon  the  King's  highway— let  her 
come  out,  and  deny  it  if  fhe  can — pray,  Sir,  command  the  door 
to  be  open'd,  and  let  her  prove  me  a  liar  if  Ihe  knows  how — 
I  have  been  drinking  right  French  claret,  Sir,  but  I  love  my 
own  country  for  all  that. 

Ped.  Ay,  ay,  who  doubts  it,  Sir  ? — Open  the  door,  Vio- 
lante,  and  let  the  lady  come  out — Come,  I  warrant  thee  he 
ihan't  hurt  her. 

Ftl.  Ay,  now  which  way  will  (he  come  off. 

rio.  ('Unlocks  thf  doorj   Come  forth,  madam,  none  ihall 

dare   to  touch  your  veil I'll  convey  you  out  with,  fafety, 

or  lofe  my  life — I  hope  the  undrrftands  me.  (Afidc* 

Enttr  Jfabella  veifd  and  ffojfcs  the  Stage. 
IM.   Excellent  girl  !  (Exit. 

Fel.  The  devil !  a  woman !    I'll  fee  if  fhe  be  really  fo. 

f  Offers  to  n!low  he-; 
Pet. 
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.Fed.  ( Draws}  Not  a  ftep,  Sir,  till  the  lady  be  paft  your 
recovery. — I  never  fuffer  the  laws  of  hofpitality  to  be  violated 

in  my  houfe,  Sir. I'll  keep  Don  Felix  here  till  you  ice 

her  fafe  out,  Violante. 

fia.   Get  clear  of  my  father,  and  follow  me  to  the  Ttr- 

ricro  de  fajja,  where  all  miftakes  fhall  be  rectified,    fsljidc  to 

Felix.  [Exit  Violante. 

Fed.  Come,  Sir,  you  and  I  will  take  a  pipe  and  a  bottle 

together. 

FcL  Damn  your  pipe,  Sir,  I  won't  fmoak — I  hate  tobacco 

— Nor  I,   I,  I,  I  won't  drink,  Sir No,  nor  I  won't  ftay 

neither,  and  how  will  you  help  yourfelf  ? 

Ped.  As  to  fmoaking  or  drinking,  you  have  your  liberty, 

but  you  lhall  ftay,  Sir.  (Gets  between  him  and  the  door, 

Felix  Jlrikfs  up  his  heels  and  Exit. 

Pel.  Shall  I  fo,  Sir  ? But  I  tell  you,  old  gentleman,  I 

am  in  hatte  to  be  married— —And  fo  God  be  with  you. 

fed.  Go  to  the  devil — In  hafte  to  be  married,  quotha,  thou 
ait  in  a  fine  condition  to  be  married  truly  ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Here's  Don  Lopez  de  Pimentell  to  wait  on.  you. 
fignior. 

Ped.  What  the  devil  does  he  want  ?  Bring  him  up,  he's 
in.  purfuit  of  his  fon,  I  fuppofe. 

Enter  Don  'Lopez. 
Lap.  I  am  glad  ta  find  you  at  home,  Don  Pedro ;   I  was 

told  that  you  was  feen  upon  the  road  to this  afternoon. 

Ped.  That  might  be,  my  Lord  ;  but  I  had  the  misfortune 
to  break  the  wheel  of  my  chariot,  which  obliged  me  to  re 
turn — What  is  your  pleaiure  With  me,  my  Lord  ? 

Lop.  I  am  inform'd  thajt  my  daughter's  in  your  houfe, 
Don  Pedro. 

Ped.  That's  more  than  I  know,  my  lord  ;  but  here  was 
your  fon  juft  now  as  drunk  as  an  emperor. 

Lop.   My  fon  drunk  !  I  never  faw  him  in  drink  in  my  life  j 
w  here  is  he,  pray,  Sir  ? 
Ped.  Gone  to  be  married. 

Lop.  Married  !  To  whom  ?  I  don't  know  that  he  courted 
any  body. 

Ped.  Nay,   I-  know   nothing  of  that -Within  there  I 

\Enierfi.rvant.~]  Bid  my  daughter  come  hither,  ihe'll  tell  you 
another  ftory,  my  lord. 

Ser.   She's  gone  out  in  a  chair,  Sir. 
Ped.  Out  in  a  chair  !   What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 
Ser.  As   I   fay,  Sir ;  and  Donna  Ifabella  went  in  another 
juft  before  her,  and  Don  Felix  followed  in  another ;   I  over 
heard  them  all  bid  the  chair  go  to  the  Terriero  de  faffa. 

.Ped. 
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fed.  Ha  !  What  bulmefs  has  my  daughter  there  ?  I  am 
<onfounded,  and  know  not  what  to  think.—  ———Within 
there.  [Exit. 

Lop,  My  heart  mifgives  me  plaguily  -  Call  me  an  Ai- 
guazil,  I'll  purfue  tkem  ftrait. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Sintl  Icf^re  Don  Pedro  V  Houfe. 
Enter  Liffardo. 

Uff.  I  wifti  I  cou'd  fee  Flora  -  -Methinks  I  have 
an  hankering  kindnek  after  the  flut—  -  -  We  mull  be  re- 
concil'd. 

Enter  Gibby. 

Gib.  Aw  my  fol,  Sir,  but  He  'blithe  to  find  yee  here 
now. 

Lijf.  Ha  !   brother  !   Give  me  thy  hand,  boy. 

Gib.  No  fe  fait,  fe  yee  me  —  Brether,  me  ne  brethers,  I 
fcorn  a  lyar  as  muckle  as  a  thietV,  fe  ye  now,  and  yee  muft 
gang  intul  this  houfe  with  me,  and  juftifie  to  Donna  Vio- 
lante's  face,-  that  fhe  was  the  lady  that  gang'd  in  here  thi* 
morn,  fe  yee  me,  or  the  decl  ha  my  ibl,  Sir,  but  ye  and  I 
ftiall  be  twa  folks. 

Liff.  Juftiry  it  to  Donna  Violante's  face,  quotha,  for  what  ? 
Sure  you  don't  know  what  you  fay. 

Grb.  Troth  de  1,  Sir,  as  weel  as  yee  de  ;  therefore  come 
along/  and  make  no  meer  words  about  it. 

[Knocks  hajlily  at  the  door. 

Ujf.  Why,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  Don't  you  con- 
fider  you  are'  in  Portugal  ?  Is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

Gib.  Fallow  !  Ife  none  of  yer  fallow,  Sir  ;  and  gin  this 
place  were  hell,  id  gar  yee  de  me  juttice.  \Liffardo  going^\ 
Nay  the  deel  a  feet  yee  gang.  [Lays  bold  of  him,  and 

knocks  again. 
Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Ted.  How  now  !  What  makes  you  knock  (b  loud  ? 

Gib.  Gin  this  be  Don  Pedro's  houfe,  Sir,  I  wou'd  fpcak. 
with  Donna  Violante,  his  doughter. 

Li/T.  Ha  !  Don  Pedro  himfelf,  I  wilh  I  were  fairly  off. 


Pec'.   Ha  !  What  is  it  you  want  with  my  daughter,  pray  ? 

Gib.   An  fhe  be  your  daughter,   and    lik   your    honour, 

command    her   to  come    out,    and  anfwer  for  herfel   now, 

and  either  jultify  or  difprove  what  this  Ihield  told  me  this 

morn. 

I.  if.  'So,  here  will  be  a  fine  piece  of  work.  [-dfidf- 

Pfd.  Why,  what  did  he  tell  you,  ha  ? 

Gib.  By  my  fol,  Sir,  Ife  tell  yee  aw  the  truth  ;  my 
matter  got  a  pratty  lady  upon  the  how  de  call't  -  <— 

Pxjja 
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fttffa — —here  at  five  this  morn,  and  he  gar  me  watch  -her 

heam And  in  troth  I  lodg'd  her  here  ;   and  meeting  this 

ill-favour'd  thiefe,  fe  yee  me,   I  fpiered  wha  ftie  was 

And  h«  told  me  her  name  was  Donna  Vioknte,  Don  Pedro  de 
Mendofa's  dough  ter. 

fed.  Ha !  My  daughter  with  a  man  abroad  at  five  in  the 
morning  :  death,,  hell,  and  furies,  by  St.  Anthony  I'm  un-' 
done. 

Gib.  Wounds,  Sir,  ye  put  yer  faint  intul  bony  com 
pany. 

fed.  Who  is  your  mafter,  you  dog  yon  ?  Adfheart  I 
(hall  be  trick'd  of  my  daughter,  and  my  money  too,  that's 
worft  of  all.  .  .  • , 

Gib.  You  dbg  you  !  'Sblead,  Sir,  don't  call  names  -  _  ••••  I 
won't  tell  yee  who  my  mailer  is,  fe  yee  me  now. 

fed.  And  who  are  you,  rafcal,  that  knows  my  daughter 
fo  well  ?  Ha !  [Holds  up  his  cane-, , 

Liff.  What  ihall  I  fay  to  make  him  give  this  Scots  dog  a 
good  beating  ?    (^fid^)    I  know   your  daughter,   iignior  ?  ~ 
not  I,  I  never  few  your,  daughter  in  all  my  life. 
.      Gib.  (Knocks  him  down  with  his  Jif.)  Deel  ha  my  folf 
far,  gin  ye  get  no  your  carich  for  that  lye  BJW. 

fed.  What,  hoa !  Where  are  all  my  fervants  ?  Enter  fcr- 
•vanis  on  one  Jidet  Colonel,  Felix,  Ifabella,  and  Violante  on 
tb(  other  fide.)  Raife  tht  houfc  in  purfuit  of  my  daughter.- 

Serts.  Here  ilie  comes,  fignior. 

Gol.  Hey  day  !  What's  here  to  do  ? 

Gib.  This  is  the  loon  like  tik,  an  lik  your  honour,  that 
fent  me  heam  with  a  lye  this  mom. 

Col.  Come,  come,  'tis  all  well,  Gibby ;  let  him  rile. 

fed.  1  am  thunder-ftruck — and  have  no  power  to  Ipeak 
one  word. 

Ftl.  This  is  a  day  of  Jubilee,  LifTardo ;  ho  quarrelling 
with  him  this  day. 

Liffi  A  pox  take  his  fifts  : — egad  thefe  Britons  are  but  a 
word  and  a  blW. 

Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  So,  have  I  found  you,  daughter  ?  Then  you  hare 
sot  hang'd  yourfelf  yet,  I  fee. 

Col.  But  ihe  is  married,  my  lord. 

Lof.    Married  !  Zounds,  to  whom  ? 

C<)1.  Even  to  your  humble  fervant,  my  lord.  If  you  pleale 
to  give  us  your  bleffing.  (Kneels. 

!/>[>.  Why,  hark  ye,  miftrefs,  are  you  really  married  ? 

Ifab.  Really  fo,  my  lord. 

Lop.  And  who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Col.  An  honeft  North  Briton  by  birth,  and  a  Colonel  by 
commifTion,  my  lord.  Lop. 
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Lop.    An  heretic  !    The  devil !          (Holding  up  bis  hands. 

Ped.  She  has  play'd  you  a  flippery  trick  indeed,  my  lord.— 
Well,  my  girl,  thou  haft  been  to  fee  thy  friend  married.— — 
Next  week  thou  Ifealt  have  a  better  hulband,  my  dear. 

[To  Vioknte.] 

Fe /.  Next  week  is  a  little  too  foon,  Sir ;  I  hope  to  live 
longer  than  that. 

Ped.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ?  you  have-not  made  a  rib  of 
my  daughter  too,  have  you  ? 

Vio.  Indeed  but  he  has,  Sir  ;  I  know  not  how,  but  he  took 
me  in  an  unguarded  minute, — when  my  thoughts  VPere  not 
over-ftrong  fora  nunnery,  father. 

Lpp.  Your  daughter  has  play'd  you  a  flippery  trick  too, 
fignior. 

Ped.  But  your  fon  (hall  never  be  the  better  for'r,  my  lord  ; 
her  twenty  thoufand  pounds  was  left  on  certain  conditions,  and 
I'll  .not  part  with  a  Ihilling. 

Lop.  But  we  have  a  certain  thing  call'J  law,  fhall  make 
you  do  juftice,  Sir. 

Ped.  Well,  we'll  try  that,  —  my  lord,  much  good  may  k 
do  you  with  your  daughter-in-law.  [Exit. 

Lop.  1  wifti  you  much  joy  of  your  rib.  [Exit. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fd.   Frederick,  welcome !  •  I  fent   for  thee  to  be 

witnefs  of  my  good  fortune^    and   make  one  in  a  country 
dance. 

Fred.  Your  meflenger  has  told  me  all,  and  I  fincerely  fiiare 
in  all  your  happinefs. 

Cot.  To  the  right  about,  Frederick  ;  wiih  thy  friend 
joy. 

Fred.  I  do  with  all  my  foul ; — =•— -and,  madam,  I  congratu 
late  your  deliverance. Your  fufpicions  are  clear'd  now,  I 

hope,  Felix. 

Pel.  They  are  ;  and  I  heartily  aflt  the  Colonel  pardon,  and 
wilh  him  happy  with  my  filter  5  for  love  has  taught  me  to 
know,  that  every  man's  happinefs  confifts  in  chufing  for 
himfelf. 

Lijf.  After  that  rule  I  fix  here.  [To  Flora. 

Flo.  That's  your  miftake  ;  I  prefer  my  lady's  fervice, 
and  turn  you  over  to  her  that  pleaded  right  and  title  to  you 
to-day. 

Djf.  Chufej  proud  fool,  I  ihan't  aflc  you  twice. 

Gib.  What  fay  ye  now,  lafs  ;  will  ye  ge  yer  maidenhead 
to  poor  Gibby  ?— — — What  fay  you,  will  ye  dance  the  reel  of 
Bogie  with  me  ? 

Inis.  That  I  may  not  leave  my  lady 1  take  you  at 

your  word, ^And  tho'  our  wooing  has  been  fhort,  I'll  by 

her  example  love  you  dearly.  [Muftck  plays. 

Fcl. 
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FeL  Hark. !  1  hear  the  muficVy ;  fomebody  has  done  tf» 
the  favour  to  lend  them,  call  them  in. 

A  Country  Dana. 

Gib.  Wounds,  this  is  bony  mufick  —  how  caw  ye  that 
thing  that  ye  pinch  by  the  craig,  and  tickfe  the  weam,  ond 
make  it  cry,  Grum,  Grum  ? 

Fred.  Oh  !  that's  a  guitar,  Gibby, 

'Tel.  Now,  my  Violante,  I  fliall  proclaim  thy  virtues  ta 
the  world* 

No  tnore  let  us  thy  fax's  ttnduR  blame,  "J 

Since  thou'rt  a  proof  to  tbtir  eternal  Jarnt,  f 

That  Man  has  no  advantage  but  thi  name. 
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PROLOGUE, 

i 

Spoken   by   Mr,    WILKS. 


Play  took  Birth  from  "Principles  of  Truth, 
•^     To  make  amends  for  Errors  paft  of  Tbuth. 
A  Sard,  that's  ?iow  no  more,  in  riper  Days, 
Confcious  review' d  the  Licence  of  his  Plays  : 
And  though  Applavft  his.  -wanton  Mufe  hadfir'4, 
JJimfelf  condemn  d  whatfenfual  Minds  admired. 
Jit  length  hi  own'd,  that  P.iaysjbould  lit  you  fte 
Not  only,  what  you  are,  but  ought  to  be  ; 
Though  -Vice  <was  natural,  'twas  never  meant 
The  Stage  Jbnuld  Jhcw  it,  but  for  Ptinifhmtnt  / 
Warm  -with  that  Thought,  'his  Mufe  once  more  took  Flamtj 
Refolv'd  to  bring  licentious  Life  to  Shame. 
Such  was  the  Piece  his  latcft  Pen  dejign'd, 
But  left  no  Traces  of  his  Plan  behind. 
Luxuriant  Scenes,  unprun'dj  or  half  contriv'd\ 
Yet,  through  the  Mafs,  his  native  Fire  furviv'd  : 
Rough,  as  rich  Ove,  in  Mines  the  Treafure  lay, 
Ye-tjliil  'twas  rich,  and  forms  at  length  a  Play. 
In  'which  the  fold  Compiler  boa/is  no  Merit,       ' 
But  that  his  Pains  have  Ja-v'd you  Scenes  of  Spirit. 
Not  Scenes,  that  would  a  no;[y  Joy  impart, 
But  fuch  as  hufh  the  Mind  and  warm  the  Heart. 
Frcm  Praife  of  Hands  no  fur e  Account  he  draws. 
But  fix' d  Attention  is  fincere  Applauje  : 
'      If  then   (for  hard  you 'H  own  the  Tajk)   his  Art 
Can  to  thofe  Embryon-fcene1;  new  Life  impart, 
The  Living  proudly  would  exclude  his  Lays, 
And  to  the  buried  Bard  rejigns  the  Praife. 


E  P 
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Spoken  by  Mrs.  OLD  FIELD. 


rETHlNKS  I  hearfome  pawdefd  Critics  fay, 

"  Damn  It  !  this  Wift  reform 'd  has  fpoil' d" the  Play  ! 
u  The  Coxcomb  Jhould  have  drawn  her  more  in  Fafoion,  A 

"   Have  grffify'd  her  fofter  Inclination,  .      V 

*(  'Have  tipt  her  a  Gallant,  and  clinch' d  the  Provocation >*          J 

But  there  our  Bardjloptjhort :  For  'twere  uncivil 
T^have  made  a  modern  Belle,  all  o'er  a  Devil! 
He  hop'd,  in  Honour  of  the  Sex,  the 
Would  bear  one  mended  Woman 

From  whence,  you  fee, 

Wives  might  be.  govern' d,  were  not  Ht'Jbands  Fools. 
Whatc'er  by  Nature  Dames  are  prone  to  do, 
They  feldom  ftray  but  when  they  govern  you . 
When  the  wild  Wife  perceives  her  Deary  tame, 
No  wonder  then  Jbe  plays  him  all  the  Game. 
But  Men  of  Senft  meet  rarely  that  Dlfaftcr  ; 
Women  take  Pride,  where  Merit  is  their  Mafler  : 
Nay,  (he  that  with  a  weak  Man  w'ljely  lives, 
Will  feem  t'obey  the  due  Commands  he  gives  ! 
Happy  Obedience  is  no  more  a  Wonder, 


'<yt  J 

Will  Jeem  t'obey  the  due  Commands  he 

Jappy  Obt 
When  Men  are. Men,  and  keep  them  kindly  under. 


But  modern  Confarts  arefucb  high-bred  Creatures, 
They  think  a  HiijoctwTs  Power" degrades  their  Features ; 
That  nothing  more  proclaims  a  reigning  Beauty, 
Than  thatjhe  never  was  reprtach'd  with  Duty  ; 
slnd  that  the.  areatcjl  Blejfing  Heav'n  e'er  fent, 
Is  in  a  SpGtife,  incurious  and  content. 
To  give  Juch  Dames  a  different  Caji  of  Thought, 
By  calling  home  the  Mind,  thefe  Scenes  were  wrought, 
If  with  a  Hand  too  rude  the  Tajk  is  done, 
We  hope  the  Scheme  by  Lady  Grace  laid  down, 
Will  all  fitch  Freedom  with  the  Sex  attone, 
That  Virtue  there,  unfoii'd  by  modl/b  Art, 
Thrown  out  Slttraftions  for  a  Manly'j  Heart. 

Tou,   Ten,  then,  Ladies,  whofe  unqucftiond  Lives 
G'rvc  you  the  foremoji  Fam:  of  happy  Wives, 
P  rote  ft,  for  its  Attempt,  this  helplejs  Play  j 
Nor  leave  it  to  the  vulgar  Tajle  a  Prey  ; 
Appear  the  frequent  Champions  of  Its  Caufc, 
Dire  ft  the  Crowd,  and  give  yourselves 

A  z 


Dramatis  PerfoHae, 


M    E    N. 

\ 

Lord  To*vnfy,   of  a  Regular  Life. 

Mr  Manly,  an  Admirer  of  Lady  Grace. 
\  Sir  Francis  Wrcnghead,  a  Country  Gentleman. 
\  Squire  Richard,  his  Son,  a  mere  Whelp. 
'|  Count  Hafit,  a  Gamefter. 
VJohn  Moody,  Servant  to  SirFraxcist  an  honeft  Clown, 


WOMEN. 

Lady  To<wnly,  immodente  in  her  Purfuitof pleasures. 
Laciy  Grace,  Sifter  to  Lord  Townly,  of  exemplary 

Virtue. 
Lady  Wronghead,  Wife  to  Sir  Francis,  inclined  to 

be  a  fine  Lady. 

Mi  s  Jenny,  her  Daughter,  pert  and  forward. 
Mrs.  Motherly,  one  that  lets  Lodgings. 

rtilla^.  her  Niece,  feduced  by  the  Count. 
Mrs,  -frujiy,  Lady  Tfrvnlfs  Woman, 
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THE 

Provok'd  Hufbandj. 

OR,        A. 

t.  Ji"        '"    ".''"' 

Journey    to  London. 


A  C  T    I.        S  C  E  N  E     I. 

S  C   E.  N  E,      Lord    Townly 'j-    Apartment. 

Lord  Townly  folus. 

WH  Y  did  I  marry  ! Was  it  not  evident,  my  plain, 
rational  fcheme  of  life  was  impracticable,  with  a  woman 
of  ib  different  a  way  of  thinking  ? — Is  there  one  article  of  it,  that 

ihe  hafe  not  broke  in  upon  ? Yes, let  me  do  her  juftice 

her  reputation that— • — I  have  no.  reafon  to  believe 

is  in  queftion — -—but  then  how  long  her  profligate  courfe  of 
pleafures.may  make  her  able  to  keep  it — is  a  ihockjng  queftion! 
and  her  prefnmption  while  ihe  keeps  it-— -inftrpportaMe  ! '  for  o.rrthe 
pride  of  that  lingle  virtue  ihe  feems  to  lay  it  down,  as  a  funda-. 
mental  point,  that  the  free  indulgence  of  every  other  vice,. .this 
fertile  town  affords,,  is  the  birth-right  prerogative  of  a  woman 
of  quality — -r- amazing  1  that  a  creature  fo  warm  in  the  purfuit 
of  her  pleafures,,  ihould  never  caft  one  thought,  towards  her  hap- 

pinefs ~thus,    while  ihe  admits    no  lover,,  ihe  thinks   it   a 

| .'eater  merit  ftill,  in  her  chaftity,  not  to  care  for  Her  hufband  ; 
and  while  (he*  herfelf  is  folacing  in  one  coarinual.  round,  of 
cards  and  good  company,  he.,  poor  wretch  !  is.  left  at  large,  to 

take  care  of  his  own  contentment 'tis  time,  indeed,  fome 

cai'.e.were.  taken;  ^nd  fjaeedily  there  fha.U  be~~-^-yet  lex«;e  not 
A  3  be 
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be  raft perhaps  this  difappointment  of  my  heart  may  make 

me  too  impatient  ;   nnd  feme  tempers,  when   reproach'd,   gro\V 

more  untra&able, — Here  ihe  comes- let  me  be  calm  a  while. 

Enter  Lady  Townly. 
Going  out  fo  foori  afrer  dinner,  madam  ? 

Lady  Town.   Lard,  my  lord  !  what  can  I  pofTibly  do  at  home  ? 

Lord  Town.  What  does  my  fitter,  lady  Grace'^  do  at  home  ? 

Lady  Town.  Why,  that  is  to  me  amazing  !  have  you  ever 
any  pleafure  at  herne  ? 

Lord  Town.  It  might  be  in  your  power,  madam,  I  confefs, 
to  make  it  a  little  more  comfortable  to  me. 

Lady  Town.  Comfortable  !  and  fo,  my  good  lord,  you  would 
really  have  a  woman  of  my  rank  and  fpirit,  Itay  at  home  to 
comfort  her  hulband  !  lord  !  what  notions  of  life  fume  men  have  ! 

Lord  Town*  Don't  you  think,  madam,  fbme  1  idles  notions 
are  full  as  extravagant  ? 

Lady  Town.  Yes,  my  lord,  when  the  tame  doves  live 
coopd  within  the  penn  of  your  precepts,  I  do  think 'em  pro 
digious  indeed  ! 

Lord  Town.  And  when  they  fly  wild  about  this  town,  ma 
dam,  pray  what  muft  the  world  think  of  'cm,  then  ? 

Lady  Town.  Oh  !  this  world  is  not  fo  ill  bred  as  to  quarrel 
with  any  woman  for  liking  it. 

Lord  Town.  Nor  am  I,  madam,  a  hulband  fo  w.»l--'>red,  as 
to  bear  my  wife's  being  fo  fond  of  -it ;  in  Ibort,  the  life  you 
Jeacl,  madam  — 

Lady  Town.  Is,  to  me,  the  pleafanteft  life  in  the  world. 

Lord  Tcnvn.  I  fhoulcl  not  difpute  your'tafte,  madam,  if -a 
woman  had  a  right  to  pleafe  no  body  but  herfdf. 

Lady  Town.  Why,  whom  would  you  have  her  plcafe  ? 

Lord  Town.  Sometimes  her  hulband. 

Lady  Town.  And  don't  you  think  a  hufband  under  the  fanne 
obligation  ? 

Lord  Town.  Certainly. 

Lady  Tow;?.  Why  then  we  arc  agreed, ''my  lord — • for 

if  I  never  go  abrdad,  'till  I  am  weary  of  pcing  at   home- 

which  you  know  is  the  cafe is  it  not  equally  rcafoivible,  net 

to  come  home  'till  one's  weary  of  being  abroad  ! 

Lord  Town.  If  this  be  your  rule  of  life,  madam,  'tis  t|me 
to  afk  you  one  ferious  queftic^n. 

Lady  Town.  Don't  let   it  be  long  a   coming  then for  I 

am.  in  hafte. 

Lord  Town.  Madam,  when  I  am  ferious,  1  cxpccl  a  ferious 
anfwer. 

Lady  Town.   Before  I  know  the  qutftion  ? 

Lord  Town.  Plhah have   1  po\ver,  madam,    -to   maj^ 

•yju  ferious  by  in  treaty  ? 

Lady  Town.   You  have. 

Lord  Town.  And  you  promifc  to  'anfwcr  me  fmcerely  ? 

Lady  Town.  Sincerely. 
* 
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Lord  Town.  Now  then  recolleft  your  thoughts,  and  tell  me 
ferioufly,  why  you  married  me  ? 

Lady  Town.  You  infift  upon  truth,  you  fay  ? 

Lord  Town.  I  think  I  have  a   right  to  it. 

Lady  Town.  Why  then,  my  lord,  to  givfc  you,  at  once,  a 

proof  of  my  obedience  and  fincerity 1  think 1  married 

to  take  off   that  reftraint,  that  lay  upon  my  pleafures, 

while  I  was  a  fingle  woman. 

Lord  Town.  How,  madam  !  is  any  woman  under  lefs  re- 
firaint  after  marriage,  than  before  it  r 

Lady  Town.  O  my  lord  1  my  lord  !  they  are  quite  different 
creatures!  wives  have  infinite  liberties  in  life,  that  would  be 
terrible  in  an  unmarried  woman  to'  take. 

Lord  Town.  Name  one. 

'Lady  Town.  Fifty,  if  you  pleafe !- — r^to  begin  then,  in  the 
morning— ——A  married  woman  may  have  men  at  her  toilet; 
Invite  them  to  dinner ;  appoint  them  a  party  in  a  fiage  box 
at  the  play  ;  Jngrofs  the  converfation  ;  there  call  'em  by  their 

chriftian  names  ;   talk  louder  than  the  players  ; from  thence 

jaunt  into  the  city  - take  a  frolickfome  fupper  at  an   India 

houfe perhaps,  in  her  Garete  de  Cceur,  toaft  a  pretty  fellow 

then  clatter  again  to  this  end  of  the  town  ;  break,  wuh. 

the   morning,  into   an   afiembly  ;    crowd  to  the  hazard-table  ; 
.throw    a    familiar   Levant    upon  fome  fharp  lurching  man    of 
quality,   and  if  he  demands  his  money,  turn  it  off  with  a  loud 
-laugh,  and- cry you'll  ov.e  it  him,  to  vex  him  !  ha!   ha!" 

Lord  T>jwn.  Prodigious !  [Afide. 

Lady  Town.  Thele  now,  my  lord,  are  fome  few  of  the 
many  modifh  amufemerts,  that  difiinguifh  the  privilege  of  a 
wife,  from  that  of  a  fingle  woman. 

•Lord  Town.  Death!  madam!  what  law  has  made  thefe 
liberties  lets  fcandalous  in  a  wife,  than  in  an  unmarried  woman  ? 

Lady  Toii'n.  Why,  the  ftrongeft  law  in  the  world,  cuftom 
— — " cuftom  time  put  of  mind,  ;my  lord. 

Lord  'Town.  Cuftom,  madam,  is  the  law  of  fooh  :  but  It 
ihall  never  govern  me. 

Lady  Town.  Nay  then,  my  lord,  'tis  time  for  me  to  ob- 
ferve  the  laws  of  prudence. 

Lord  Town.   I  wilh  1  could  fee  an  infiance  oT  it. 

'Lady  T&ivn.  You  fliall  have  one  this  moment,  my  lord  :  fojf 
"I  think,  when  a  man  begins  to  lofe  his  temper  at  h«me ;  i,f  a 

woman  has  any  prudence,   why fhe'll  go   abroad   'till  he 

comes  to  himielf  again.  [Going. 

Lotd  Town,  'Hold,  ^  madam 1    am    amazM    you   are   not 

mort-  urleafy  at  the  life  you.  lead  !  you  don't  want  fcnfe  !  and 
yet  feem  void  of  all  humanity  :  for,  with  a  bluih  I  fay  it,  I 
think  1  have  not  wanted  love. 

Lady  Town.,Qh.\  .don't  fay  that,  my  lord,  if  you  fuppofe-I 
have  my  fenfes. 

Lord  '-Town.  What  is  it  I  have  done  to  you  r  \vbatcanyou 
-conapiainof?  Lady 
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Lady  Town.  Oh  !  nothing  in  the  leaft  :  'tis  true,  you  have 
heard  me  fay,  I  have  owed  my  lord  Lurcher  an  hundred  pound's 

thefe  three  weeks but  what  then a  hufband  is  not  liable 

to  his  wife's  debts  of  .honour,  you  know and  if  a  filly  wo 
man  will  be  uneafy  about  money,  the  can't  be  fu'd  for,  what's 
that  to  him  ?  as  long  as  be  loves  her,  to  be  fare,  (he  can  have 
nothing  to  complain  of. 

Lord  Tea:/?.  By  hesv'n,,  if  my  whole  fortune  thrown  into 
yov.r  lap,  could  make  you  dV-iight  in  the  chearful  duties  of  a, 
wife,  I  ihould  ih:nk  myidf  a  gainer  by  the  purchafe. 

Lady  Toin'ii.  That  is,  my  lore!,  I  might  receive  your  whole 
eftate,  provided  you  were  fure  I  would  not  fpend  a  {hilling  of  it.. 

Lord  Ttwn.  No,  madam  ;  were  I  mafter  of  your  heart,  your 
pleafures  would  be  mine ;  but  different,  as  they  are,  I'll  feed 

even  your  follies,  to  deferve  it perhaps  you  may  have  fome 

other  trifling  debts  of  honour  abroad,  that  keep  you  out  of  hu 
mour  at  home at  leaft  it  lhall  not  be  my  fault,  if  I  have 

rot  more  of  your  company there,  there's  a  bill  of  five  hun-_ 

dred and  now,  madam 

Lady  Town.  And  now,  my  lord,  down  to  the  ground  I  thank. 

you now  am  I  convinced,  were  I  weak  enough  to  love  this 

man,  I  Ihould  never  get  a  fmgle  guinea -from  him.  ^Afidc, 

Lord  Toivn.  If  it  be  nooTence,  madam 

Lady  Town.  Say  what  you  pleafe,  my  lord;  I  am  in  that 
harmony  of  fpirits,  it  is  impoffible  to  put  me  out  of  humour. 

Lord  Town.  How  long,  in  reafon  then,  do  you  think  that 
fum  ought  to  lad  you  : 

Lady  Town.  Oh,  my  dear,  dear  lord  !  now  you  have  fpoil'd 
all  again  ;  how  is  it  pofiible  I  Jhould  anfwer  for  an  event,  that 
fo  utterly  depends  upon  fortune  r  but  to  Ihew  you,  that  I  am 

more'inclin'd  to  get  money,  than  TO  throw  it  away 1  have  a 

ftrong  poiTeflion,  that  with  this  five  hundred,  I  Ihall  win  five 
thoufand. 

Lord  Town.  Madam,,  if  you  were  to  win  ten  thoufand,  it 
would  be  no  fatis> faction  to  me. 

Lady  Town.  O  !  the  churl  !  ten  thoufand !  what  !  riot  fo 
much  as  wifh  I  might  win  ten  thoufand  !^— — ten  thoufand  !  O  ! 
the  charming  fum  !  what  infinite  pretty  things  might  a  woma* 
of  fpirit  do,  with  ten  thoufand  guineas !  O'  my  conference,  'i 

fhe  were  a  woman  of  true  fpirit- -lh&— • fhe  might  lofe  'tm  ail 

again. 

Lord  Tuwn.  And  I  had  rather  it  fhould  be  fo,.  madam  ;  pro- 
'vided  I  could  be  fure,  that;  were  the  laft  you  would  lofe. 

Lady  Town.  Well,  my  lord,  to  let -you  fee  I  defign  to  play 
all  the  good  houfe-wife  I  can  ;  I  am  new  going  to  a  party  at 
Quadrille,  only  to  piddle  with  a  little  of  it,  at  poor  two  guineas 
,a  fiih,  with  the  duchefs  of  Quiteri^ht.  _  [£.v//  Lady,  Townly. 

Lord  TOIVM.  Infenfible  creature  !  neither  reproaches  oy  indul 
gence,  kindnefs,  or  feverity,  caa  wake  her  to  the  kaft  rt- 
tcx&b  1  COuunual  licence  has.  lull'd.  her  into  fuch  a,  lethargy  of 
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care,  that  fhe  fpcaks  of  her  cxcefTes  with  the  fame  eaiy  confidence, 
as  if  they  were  fo  many  virtues.     What   a  turn  has  her  head 

taken  ! — ~ but  how  to  cure  it J  am  afraid  the  phylic  muft 

be  rtrong,  that  reaches  her  —  lenitives,  I  fee,    are  to  no  pur- 

pofe rake  my  friend's  opinion Manly  will  fpeak  freely 

my  fi  fter  with  tendernefs  to  both  fides.     They  know  my 

cafe I'll  talk  with  'em. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Mr.  Manly,  my  l»rd,  has  lent  to  know,  if  your  loxd- 
Ihip  was  at  home. 

Lord  Town.  They  did  not  deny  me  ? 

Serv.   N©,  my  lord. 

Lord  Town.  Very  well ;  ftep  up  to  my  lifter,  and  fay,  I  de- 
fire  to  fpeak  with  her. 

St rv.  Lady  Grace  is  here,  my  lord.  [Exit  Ser-v. 

Entir  Ladyi  Grace. 

Lord  Town.  So,  lady  fair;  what  pretty  weapon  have  you 
fceen  killing  your  time  with  ? 

Lady  Grace.  A  huge  folio,  that  has  almoft  kill'd  me — I 
think  1  have  half  read  my  eyes  oat. 

Lord  Town.  O !  you  Ihould  not  pore  fo  much  juft  after  din 
ner,  child. 

Lady  Grace.  That's  true  ;  but  any  body's  thoughts  are  better 
than  always  one's  own,  you  know. 

Lord  Town.  Who's  there  ? 

Enter   a    Servant. 
Leave  word  at  the  door,  I  am  at  homo  to  nobody  but  Mr.  Manly^ 

Lady  Grace.   Aiu!  why  is  he  excepted,  pray,  my  lord  ? 

Lord  Town.  I  hope,  madam,  you  have  no  objection  to  his 
company  ? 

Lady  Grace.  Your  particular  orders,  upon  my  being  here, 
look,  indeed,  as  if  you  thought  I  had  not. 

Lord  Town.  And  yonr  ladyiliip's  enquiry  into  -the  reafon  of 
thofe  orders,  Ihews  at  leaft,  it  was  not  a  matter  indifferent  t» 
you  ! 

Lady  Grace.  Lord  !  you  make  the  oddefi  conftruftions, 
brother ! 

Lord  Town.  Look  you,  my  grave  lady  Grace in  one  ferr 
ous  tford 1  wilh  you  had  him. 

Lady  Grace.   I  can't  help  that. 

Lord  Town.  JLt !  you  can't  help  it,  ha  i  ha  !  the  flat  fim- 
plicity  of  that  reply  was  admirable  !•  , 

Lady  Grace.   Pooh  !   you  teize  one,  brother  ! 

Lord  Town.    Come,    I   beg  pardon,   child • — this  is  not  a 

point,  I  grant  you,  to  trifle  upon  ;  t  heroic  re  I  hope  you'll  ,give 
me  leave  to  be  ferious. 

Lady  Grace.  If  you  delire  it,  brother  !  though  upon  my 
word,  as  to  Mr.  Manly 's  having  any  ferious  thongius  of  me — 
I  know  nothing  of  it, 

.Lord 
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Lord  Town.  Well there's  nothing  wrong,  in  your  male*  ' 

ing  a  doubt  of  it bui  in  fhort,  I  find,  by  his  converfation  of 

latt-j  that  he  has  been  looking  round  the  world  for  a  wife  ;  and  if 
you  were  to  look  round  the  world  for  a  hulband,  he's  the  firft. 
man  I  would  give  to  you. 

Lady  Grft.r.  Then,  whenever  he  makes  me  any  offer,  bro 
ther,  I  will  certainly  tell  you  of  it. 

Lord  Town.-  O  !  that's  the  laft  thing  he'll  do  :  he'll  never 
make  you  an  offer,  'till  he's  pretty  fure  it  won't  be  refus'd. 

Lady  Grace.  Now  you  make  me  curious.  Pray  !  did  he  aver 
make  any  offer  of  that  kind  to  yon  ? 

Lord  Tvwn.  Not  directly  ;  but  that  imports  nothing  ;  he  is 
a  man  too  well  acquainted  with  the-  female  world  to  be  brought 
into  a  high  opinion  of  any  one  woman,  without  fome  well- 
examined  proof  of  her  merit ;  yet  I  have  reafon  to  believe,  that 
your  good  fenfe,  your  turn  of  mind,  and  your  way  of  life,  have 
brought  him  to  fb  favourable  a  one  of  you,  that  a  few  days  will 
reduce  him  to  talk  plainly  to  roe  :  which  as  yet  (notwithflanding  ' 
our  friendship)  I  have  neither  declin'd,  nor  encourag'd  him  to. 

Lady  Grace.  I  am  mighty  glad  we  are  fb  near,  in  our  way 
of  thinking  ;  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  he  is  much  upon  the  fame 
terms  with  me  :  You  know  he  has  a  fatirical  tura ;  but  never 
lathes  any  folly,  without  giving  due  encomiums  to  its  oppofite 
virtue  :  and  upon  luch  occalions,  he  is  fsmetimes  particular,  in 
turning  his  compliments  upon  me,  which  I  don't  receive  with 
any  referve,  left  he  fhould  imagine  I  take  them  to  myfelf. 

Lord  Totvn.  You  are  right,  child  :  when  a  man  of  merit 
makes  his  addreffes,  good  fenfe  may  give  him  an  anfwer,  with 
out  fcorn,  or  coquetry. 

Lady  Grate.   Hufu  !   he's  here 

Enter  Mr.  Manly. 

Man.  My  lord  !  your  moft  obedient/ 

Lord  Town.  I>ear  Manly,  yours 1  was  thinking  to  fend 

to  you. 

Man.  Then,  I  am  glad  I  am  here,  my  lord Lady  Grace, 

I  kifs  your  hands  !-•  •••-'What  only  you  two  !  how  many 
vifits  may  a  man  make,  before  he  falls  into  fuch  unfalhionable 
company !  A  brother  and  litter  foberly  fitting  at  home,  when 
the  whole  town  is  a  gadding  I  1  quelhon  if  there  is  To  particular 
a  Tete  a  Tete,  again,  in  the  whole  Pariit  of  St.  James's. 

Lady  Grace.   Fy  !   fy  !  Mr.  Manly  ;  how  cenforious  you  are  ! 

Man.  I  had  not  made  the  reflection,  madam,  but  that  1  law 
you  an  exception  to  it — w here's  my  lady  ? 

Lord  Town.  That  1  believe  is  impoffible  to  guefs. 

Man.  Then  I  won't  try,  my  lord 

Lord  Tow  ,>/.  Bur,  'tis  probable 'I  may  hear  of  her,  by  that 
time  I  have  been  four  or  five  hours  in  bed. 

Man.  Now,  if  that  were  my  cafe 1  believe  I but  I 

-bcig  pardon,  my  lord. 

Lord 
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.  Lord  Town.  Indeed,.  Sir,  you  (hall  not :  you  will -oblige  me, 
if  you  fpeak  out ;   for  it  was  upon  this  head  I  wanted  to  fee  you. 

Man.  Why  then,  my  lord,  fince  you  oblige  me  to  proceed 
— —  If  that  were  my  cafer — - — I  believe  I  fhoujd  certainly  fleep 
in  another  houfe. 

Lady  Grace.     How  do  you  mean  ? 

Man. .  Onty  a  compliment,  madam. 
•  •  Lady  Grace.  A  compliment ! 

Man.  Yes,  madam,  in  rather  turning  myfelf  out  of  doors 
than  her. 

Lady  Grace.  Don't  yeu  think,  that  would  be  going  too  far  ? 

Man.  I  don't  know  but  it  might,  madam  ;  for,  in  iirift  juf- 
tice,  I  thi,nk  Ihe  ought  rather  te  go  than  I. 

Lady  Grace.  This  is  new  do&rine,  Mr.  Manly. 

Man.   As  old,   madam,  as  .Love,   Honour,  and  Obey  1  when 
,  a  woman  will  ftop  at  nothing  that's  wrong,  -why  ihould  a  man  . 
balance  any  thing  that's  right  ? 
.  Lady  Grace,  Blefs  me,  t>ut  this  is  fomenting  things^- 

Man.  Fomentations,    madam,    are    fometimes    neceflary    to 
difpel  tumours  ;  tho'  I  don't  directly  advife  my  lord  to  do  this 
— —  this  is  only  what,  upon  the  fame  provocation,  I  would 
.  do  myfelf. 

Lady  Grace.  Ay  !    ay !    you  would  do  ]  batchelors  wives  in- 
«  ileed  are  finely  govern'd. 

Man.  If  the  married  men's  were  as  well — • — I  am  apt  to 
think  we  ihould  not  fee  fo  many  mutual  plagues  taking  the 
,-aijr,  in  feparate  coaches. 

Lady  Grace.  Welli  but  fuppofe  it  your  own  cafe;  would 
you  part  with  a  wife,  becaufe  Ihe  <now  and  then  ftays  out,  in 
the  beft  company  ? 

r  Lord  Town.  Well  faid,  Lady  Grace  l.ccme,  ftand  up  for 
the  privilege  of,  your  fex  !  This  is  like  to  be  a  warm  debate  !  I 
Ihall  edify. 

Man.  Madam,  I  think  a  wife,  after  midnight,  has  no  occa- 
fion  to  be  in  better  company  than  her  hulband's ;  and  that  fre- 

•..quent  unreafonable  hours  make  the  beft  company the  worft 

.company  fhe  can  fall  into. 

Lady  Grace.  But  if  people  of  condition  are  to  keep  company 
.  with  one  another  ;  how  is  it  poffible  to  be  done  unlefs  one  con 
forms  to  their  hours  ? 

Man.  I  can't  find,  that  any  woman's  good  breeding  obliges 
.her  to  cou/orm  to  other  people's  vices. 

•  Lord  To<wn.  I  doubt,  child,  here  we  are  got  a  little  on  the 
wrong  fide  of  the  queftion. 

Lady  Grace.  Why  fo,  my  Lord  ?   I  can't  think  the  cafe  fo 

.bad,  as  Mr.  Manly  ftates  it people   of   quality  are  not 

ty'd  down  to  the  rules  of  thofe,  who  have  their  fortunes  to  make. 

Man.  No  people,  Madam,  are  above  being  ty'd  down  to  fomc 
rules,  that  have  fortunes  to  lofe. 

Lady 
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Lady  Grace.  Pooh  !   I'm  Cure,  if  you  were  to  take  my  fide 
of  the  argument,  you  would  be  able  to  lay  fomething  more  for  it. 
Lord  Tmvn.  Well,  what  fay  you  to  that,  Manly  ? 
Man.  Why,  'tmh,  my  Lord,  I  have  fomething  to  fay. 
Lady  Grace.   Ay  !  that  I  fl.oukl  be  glad  to  hear  now  1 
Lord  Town.    Out  with  it ! 

Man.  Then  in  one  word,  this,  my  Lord,  I  have  often  thought 
that  the  mif-conduft  of  my  Lady  has,  in  a  great  meafure,  been 
owing  to  your  lordfhip's  treatment  of  her. 
Lady  Grace.    Blefs  me  I 
Lord  Town.   My  treatment  \ 

Man.  Ay,  my  Lord,  you  fo  idoliz'd-  her  before  marriage, 
that  you  even  indulg'd  her,  like  a  rniftrefs,  after  it :  In  ftiojrt, 
you  continu'd  the  lover,  when  you  Ihould  have  taken  up  the 
hufband. 

Lady  Grace.  O  frightful !  this  ys  worfc  than  t'other !  can  a 
hufband  love  a  wife  too  well ! 

Man.  As  eafy,  Madam,  as  a  wife  may  love'  her  hufband  to» 
.little. 

Lord  Town.  So  !  you  two  are  never  like  to  agree,  I  find. 
Lady  Grace.  Don't  be  pofitive,  brother  ! — I  am  afraid  we  are 
Ixsth  of  a  mind  already.   \_<4Jide.~]   And  do  you,  at  fhis  rate,  ever 
hope  to  be  married,  Mr.   Manly  ? 

Man.  Never,  Madam  ;  'till  j  ean  meet  with  a  woman  that 
likes  my  doftrine. 

Lady  Grace.   'Tis  pity  but  your  miftrefs  Ihould  "hear  it. 
Man.  Pity  me,  Madam,  when  I  marry  the  woman  that  won't 
hear  it. 

Lady  Grace.  I  think,  at  leaft,  he  can't  fay,  that's  me. 

\Afide. 

Man.  And  fo,  my  Lord,  by  giving  her  more  power  than 
was  needful,  fhe  has  none  where  fhe  wants  it ;  having  fuch  in- 
tire  pofleffion  of  you,  fhe  is  not  miftrefs  of  herfelf !  -and,  mercy 
en  us !  how  many  fine  women's  heads  have  been  turn'd  upon  the 
fame  occaiion  ! 

Lord  Town.  O  Manly  1  'tis  too  true  !  there's  the  fource  ef 
my  difquiet !  fhe  knows,  and  has  abufed  her  power  !  nay,  I  am 
ftill  fo  weak  (with  ihame  1  fpeak  it)  'tis  not  an  hour  ago,  that 

in  the  midft  of  my  impatience 1  gave  her  another  bill  for 

five  hundred  to  throw  away. 

Man.  Wel^—my  lerd  !  to  let  you  fee  I  am  fometimes  upon 
the  fide  of  good-nature,  I  won't  abfolutely  blame  you  ;  for  the 
greater  your  indulgence,  the  more  you  have  to  reproach  her 
with. 

Lady  Grace.  Ay,  Mr.  Manly !  here  now,  I  begin  to  come 
in  with  you :  who  knows,  my  lord,  but  you  may  hare  a  good 
account  of  your  kindnefs  \ 

Man.  That,  I  am  afraid,  we  had  not  beft  depend  upon  :  but 
fmce  you  have  had  fo  much  patience,  my  lord,  even  go  on  with 

it 
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it  a  day  or  two  more !   and  upon  her  ladyship's  next  fallv,  be  *' 
little  rounder  in  your  expostulations  ;  if  that  don't  work.'       ;    i 
drop  her  Tome  cool  hints  of  a  determin'd  reformation,  and  .leave 

her to  breakfaft  upon  'em. 

f    Lord  Town.  You  are  perfectly  right !  how  valuable  is  a  friend, 
in  our  anxiety  !  ...  „  ., 

Man.  "Therefore  to  divert  that,  my  lord,  I  beg,  for  the  pre- 
lent,  we  .may^all  another  caufe. 

Lady  Grace.  Ay,  for  goodnefs  fake  let's  have  done  with  this. 

Lord  Town.  With  all  my  heart. 

Lady  Grace.   Have  you  no  news  abroad,  Mr.  Manly  ? 

Man.  Apropos — • 1  have  fome,  madam;  aiul  I  believe", 

my  lord,  as  extraordinary  in  its  kind; 

Lord  Town.  Pray  let's  have  it. 

Man.  Do  you  know,  that  your  country  neighbour,  and  my  j 
wife  kinfman,  fir  Francis  Wronghead,  is  coming  to  town  with  I 
his  whole  family  ? 

Lord  Town.  The  fool !  what  can  be  his  bufinefe  here  ? 
Man.  Oh  !  of  the  laft  importance,  I'll  allure  you— —no  lefa 
i    than  the  bvifinefs  of  the  nation. 
Lord  Town.  Explain ! 

Man.  He  has  carried  his  election ap-aiml  fir  John] 

Worthland. 

Lord  Town.  The  duce  !    %vhat !  for for 

Man.  The  famo»^  borough  of  .Guzzledown  !  — — 
Lord  Town.  A  proper  reprefentative,  indeed. 
Lady  Grace.   Pray,  Mr.  Macly,  don't  1  know  him  ? 
Man    You  have  din'd  with  him,  madam,  when  I  was  laft 
down  with  my  lord,  at  Bellmont. 

Lady  G^race.  Was  not  that  he,  that  got  a  little  merry  before 
dinner,  and  overfet  the  tea-table,  i-u  making  his  compliments  to 
my  lady  ? 
\        Man.  The  fame. 

Lady  Grace.  Pray  what  are  his  circumftances  ?  I  know-  but 
very  little  of  him. 

Man.  Then  he  is  worth  your  knowing,  I  can  tell  you,  ma 
dam.  His  eftate,  if  clear,  I  believe,  might  be  a  good  two  thou- 
fand  pounds  a.  year:  though  as  It  was  left  him,  faddled  wiih 
two  jointures,  and  two  weighty  mortgages  upon  it,  there  i.s  no 

faying  what  it  is but  that  he  might  be  fbre  never  to  me  ;d 

it,  he  married  a  profufe  young  hully,  for  love,  v/ichoot  a  penny 
«f  money  '  thus  having,  like  his  brave 'anchors,  p;-ovick-d  heirs 
for  the  family  (for  his  clove  breeds  like  a  tame  pigtor.)  liVp  rvj«r 
finds  children  a\<d  interert-money  make  fach  a  bawling.  tl>«  it  his 
ears,  that,  at  la(t,'.he  has  taken  the  friendly  advice  <>'{'  his^  kuif. 
man,  the  good  lord- Danglecnurt,  to  run  his,  ef Ute  two  Ur 'a  fand 
pound-,  more  in  debt,  and  to.  \  ut  the  whok  mana^cmext  oi'  what's 
left  into  Paul  Pillage's  hands,  that  he  may  be  at  L-i(urc  himfelf 
.to  retrieve  his  affairs,  by  being  a  parliament  man, 

B  Lord 
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Lnrd-Tbiw.  A  moft  admirable  fcheme,  indeed! 

Wfayi.  And  with  this  politic,  profpec%  he's  now  upon  his  jour 
ney  to  London 

Lord  Town.  What  can  it  end  in  ? 

Man.   Pooh!   a  journey  into  the  country  again. 

L6rd ''fawn.  Do  you  think  he'll  ftir,  'till  his  money's  gone? 
or  at  leaft,  'till  the  leffion  is  over  ? 

Man.  If  my  intelligence  is  right,  my  lord,  he  won't  fit  long 
enough  to  give  his  vote  tor  a  turnpike. 

Lord  Town.    How  fo  ? 

Man.  O'l  a  bitter  bufinefs  !  he  had  fcarce  a  vote,  in  the 
whole  town,  bcfide  the  returning  officer;  Sir  John  will  certainly 
have  it  heard  at  the  bar  of  the  houfe,  ?nd  fend  him  about  his 
bufinefs  again. 

Lord  Town.'  Then  he  has  made  a  fine  bufinefs  of  it,  indeed. 

Man.  Which,  as  far  as  my  little  intereft  will  go,  fliall  be 
done,  in  as  few  days  as  poflible. 

Lady  Grrrcc.  But  why  would  you  ruin  the  poor  gentleman's 
fortune,  Mr.  Manly  ? 

Man.  No,  madam,  I  would  only  fpoil  his  projeft,  to  fave 
his  fortune. 

Lady  Grace.  How  are  you  concert 'd  enough  to  do  either  ? 

Man.  Why 1  have  fome  obligations  to  the  family,  ma 
dam  :  I  enjoy,  at  this  time,  a  pretty  eftate,  which  Sir  Francis 

was  heir  at  law  to :   but by  his  being  a  booby,  the  laft 

will  of  an  obftinate  old  uncle  gave  it  to  me. 
Enter   a    Servant. 

Scrv.  [to  Man.j  Sir,  here's  -one  of  your  fervants  from  your 
houfe,  ddires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Man.  Will  you  give  him  leave  to  come  in,  my  lord  ? 

Lord  Town.  Sir the  ceremony's  of  your  own  making. 

Enter    Manly'j    Servant. 

Man.  Well,  James  \  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

JatHes.  Sir,  heat's  John  Moody ju ft  come  to  town;  lie  fays 
fir  Francis^  and  all  the  family,  will  be  here  to-night,  and  is  in 
a  great  hurry  to  ipeak  with  you. 

Man.   Where  is  he  : 

James.  At  our  houfe,  Sir  ;  he  has  been  gaping  and  flumping 
about  tlve  flreets,  in  his  dirty  boots,  and  afktng  every  one  he 
meets,  if -they  can  tell  him  where  he  may  have  a  good  lodging 
for  a  parliament-man,  till  he  hires  a  handfome  whole  houfe, 
fit  for  ajF  his  family,  for  the  winter. 

Man.'.I  am  afraid,  'my   lord,  I  muft  wait  upon  Mr.  Moody. 

Lord  Town.  Pr'ythee  '.'let's  have  him  here  :  he  will  divert  us. 

Man.  O  my  lord  !  he's  luch  a  cub  !    not  but  he's  fo  near 

common  fenfe,  that  he  paffes  for  a  wit  in  the  family. 

kj     Lady  Grace.  I  beg  of  all  things,  we  may  have  him  :   I  am 

j|in  love  with  nature,  let  her  drefs  be  never  fo  homely. 

Man.  Then  delire  him  to  come  hither,  Tames.     [Exit  James. 
Lady  Grace.  Pray  what  may  be  Mr.  Moody' 5  poll  ? 
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Man.  Oh  t    his   Matin  d'  Hotel,  his' butler,'  His  bailiff,  his 

hind,   his  huntfman  ;   and  fometimes his  companion,  ; ; 

Lord  Town.  It-runs  in  my  head,  that  the  moment  this  knight 
has  fet  him  down  in  the  houfe,  he  .will  get  up,  to  give  them  the 
earlieft  proof,  of  what  importance  he  is  to  the  public,  jh  This 
own  country. 

Man.  Yes,  and  when   they   have  heard   him,  he  will:  find, 

that  his  utmoft  importance  viands  valued  at fometimes  being 

invited  to  dinner. 

Lady  Grace.  And  her  ladyfhip,  I  fuppofe,  will  mjke  as 
eonliderable  a  figure  in  her  fphere  too. 

Man.  That  y<m  may  depend  upon  :  for  (if  I  don't  niifta.ke) 
Ihe  has  ten  times  more  of  (the  jade  in  her/' than  Ihe.  yet  knqws 
of:   and  Ihe  will  fo  improve  in,  this  rich  foil,  in  a  month,  that 
Ihe  will  vifit  all  the  ladies,  that  will  let  her  into  their  houfes  ; 
and  run  in  debt  to  all  the  ihop-keepers  that  will  let  her  into  their 
books  :    in  ihort,    before  her    important  fpoufe   has    made  rjve 
pounds,  by  his  eloquence,  at  Weitminikr ;   ibe   will  haye  loil 
•-five  hundred  at  dice  and  quadrille,  in  the  pariih  of  St.  James's. 
Lord  Town:  So  that,  by  that  time  he  is  declared  unduly  -elected, 
a  fwarm  of  duns  will  be  ready  for  their  money  ;    arid  .  his-  ;Woi> 

ftiip will  be  ready  for  a  jail.  •  .•.•4>'-f  rf:;.-7  • 

Man.   Yes,  yes,  that   I  reckon  will  clofc  the  account. of ;  this 

hopeful  journey  to  London but  fee  here  comes  the  iorp^horfe 

•ef  the  team  1 

Enter  John   Moody. 
Oh  !   honeft  John  ! 

J'thn  Moody.  Ad's  waunds,  and  heart !  meafter  Manly-  !  I'm. 
glad  I  ha'  fun  ye.  Lawd  !  lawd  !  give  me  a  bufs  I.  ;why . Chat's 
friendly  naw  i  fldh  •  I  thought  we  ihould  never  ha'  got  hither  ! 

well!   and 'how  d'ye  do,  meaiter  ? good  lack  !    I  -beg  fyw&Hi 

for  my  bawldnefs 1  did  not  feer  'at -his  honour  was  here. 

Lord  Tvwn.  Mr.  Moody,  your  fervant  :  I  am  glad -to  fee 
you  in  London  ;  I  hope  all  the  good  family  is  well,. 

yobn  Moody.  Thanks  be  prais'd  your  honour,  they  are  all  in 
pretty  good  heart ;  thof '  we  have  had  a  power  of  croitl-s  upo'  ?he 
road. 

Lady  Grace.  I  hope  my  ladv  has  had 'no- hurt,  Mr.  Moody. 
yobn  Moody.  Noa,  ancli  pleaie,  your  lady!h,ip,   ihe  'was  'never 
in  better  huraour:   there's  money  enough  ftliring  .  r.6\v. 
Man.  What-  has  been  the  matter,  John  ?    • 
y oh  i  i  Moody.  Why,  we  came  u;>  in  .  fuch  a  hurry,  you   nuh 
think,  that  our  tackle  was  not  fo  tight  as  it  fhould  be. 

Man.  Come,  tell  us  all • pray  how  do  they  travel  ? . 

yobn  Moody.  Why  i'th  the  awld  coach,  meaiter,- and  cattf^" 
my  lady  loves  to  do  things  handforn,  to  be  fure,  Ihe  wouKI  haVc 
a  couple  of  cart  horfer,  c!a>;t  to  th'  four  old  geldingby  that  neigh 
bours  might  lee  ihe  went  up  to  London  in  her  coach  and'lix  : 
and  fo  Giles  Joulter,  the  plowman,  rides  poilillion  ! 

B   a  z.. 
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Man.'  Very  well !  the  journey  fets  out  as  it  fhould  do 
'    What,   do  they  bring  all  the  children  with  them  t«o? 

John  Moody.  Noa,  noa,  only  the  young  fquoire,  and   Mifs 
"•••fenny.     The"  other  foive  are  all  out  at  bo.ird,  at  half  a  crown  a 
foead,'  a  week,  with  John  Growfe,  at  Smoke-Dunghill  farm. 

Man.    Good  again  !    a  right  English  academy  for  younger 
children  !  \ 

John  Moody.  Anon,  fir.  [Not  undemanding  him. 

•feady  Grace.  Poor  fouls  !  what  will  become  of  'em  ? 

John  Moody.   Nay,  nay,  for  that  matter,   madam,  they  are 

.    in  very  gooc!  hands  i   Joan  loves  'um  as  thof  they  wt-re.  all  her 

ewn  :'  for  Ibe  was  s*'et  nuife  to  fcvery  mother's  babe  of  'um— — 

-  riy,  ay,  they'll  ne'er  want  for  a  belly-full  there  ! 

Lady  Grace.  What  limplicity  ! 

Man.  The  -  iud  'a,  mercy  upon  all  good  folks!  wha,t  work  will 

•  thefe  people  make  !  [lltldtni;  up  his  hands. 

Lord  7»4y«.  And  when  do  you  expe£l  them  here,  John  ?    . 
•John  Moodv.  Why  we  were'  in  hopes  to  ha'  come  yei'erdayy 
"Jrti'-  h  .bad  PO'  been,  that  th'  awld  weazlcbelly  horft  tyr'u :  and 
-  then  we  were  fo  cruelly  loaden,  that  the  two  fore  wheels  came 
crafh!  down  at  once,  m   Waggomut  Lane,  and  there   we  loit 
four  hours  'lore  we  cou'd  ftt  things  to  rights  again. 

Man.  So  they  bring  all  their  baggage  with  the  coach,  then  ? 

John  Moody.   Ay,  ay,  and  good  Itore  on't  ther-e  is why, 

Jny  lady's  gecr  alone  were  as  much  as  fill'd  four  portmantel 
trunks,  beiuU;  the  great  deal-box,  that  heavy  Ralph  and  Ac 
ifcork.ey  kr  up<m  behind. 

Lord  7 V.'. 7;.  Lady  Gmce,  and  Man.     Ha,    ha,  ha! 

Xaiiy  Gr-act.  Well,  Mr.  Moody,  and  pray  how  many  are 
they  within  the  coach  ? 

Juhn  Mv.riy.  Why  there's  my  lady,  and  his  worftiip  ;  and  the 

'  Vcon^'  fquoire,  and  Mifs  Jenny,  atvl   the  fat  lapdog,  and   my 

lady's  ma:d,  Mrs.  Handy,  and  Doll  Tripe  the  cook,  that's  all 

* —  only  Doll  puked  a  little  with  riding  backward,  fo  they  hoi* 

fled  her  into  the  coach-box — and  then  her  llomach  was  eafy. 

Lady  Gt-a.f.  Oh  1  I  fee  'em  :  1  fee  'cm  go  by  me.     Ha  !   ha  I 

[Laughing. 

John  f^ody.  Then  you  rrvn  think,  meafter,  there  was  fome 
towage  for  the  belly,  as  well  as  th'  back  too ;  children  are  apt 
to  be  famifht  upo'  the  road;  fo  we  had  fuch  cargoes  of  plum- 
cake,  and  bafkets  of  tongue1^  and  bifcuhs,  and  cheefe,  aud  cpld 

l>oird  beef and  then, -in  cafe  of  Ikknefs,  bottles  of  cherry 

brandy,  plague  water,  fack,  tent,  and  iirong  beer  fo  plenty  as 
made  th'  owld  coach  crack  again1.  Mercy  upon  them  1  and  fend 
•*em  all  well  to  town,  1  fay. 

Man.  Ay  !   and  well  out  on't  again,  John. 

J-ohti  Mondy.  Ods  bud!  meafter,  you're  a  wife  mon ;  and  for 

that  matter,  fo  am  I whoam's  whoam,  I  fay  :   I'm   fure  we 

ha'  got  but  little  good,  e'er  fin*  we  tum'd  our  backs  on't.     No- 

thing 
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'tiring  but  mifchief  1  Tome  devil's  trick  or  other  plagued  us,  awth* 
dey  lung  1  crack!  goes  one  thing  :  bawnce  1  goes  another.  Wota, 
fays  Roger — Then  fowll- !  we  are  all  fet  faft  in  a  flough.  Whaw, 
cries  Mifs  !  fcream'  go  the  maids,  and  bawl,  julr  as  thof  they 
were  ftuck  !  and  fo  mercy  oa  us  !  this  was  the  trade, from  morn 
ing  to  night.  But  my  lady  was  in  fuch  a  murrain  haite  to  be 
here,  that  fet  out  the  would,  thof  I  told  her,  it  was  Childer 
mas  day. 

Man.  Thefe  ladies,  thefe  ladies,  John 

yohn  Moody.  Ah,  mealter!  I  ha'  ieen  a  little  of  'em  ;  and  I 
find  that  the  beft — when  ihe's  mended,  won't  ha'  much  goodnefs 
to  fpare.  l',irf- 

Lord  Tow/-!.  Well  faid,  John.     Ha,  ha  ! 
Man.  I  hope  at  leaft,  you  and  your  good  woman    agree  flil!. 
John  Moody.  Ay  1  ay  !   much  of  a  ijnuchnefs.     Bridget  flicks 
-to  me  :   tho'  as  for  her  goodnefs — why,   /'he  was  willing  to  come 

Jo   London  too but  hawld  a  bit  !    noa,  noa,  fays  I,  there 

may  be  mifchief  enough  done,  without  you. 

Man.  Why  that  was  bravely  fpoken,  John,  kand  like  a  man. 
John  Moody.  Ah,  weaft   heart,  were  mealier  but   hawf  the 

mon  that  I  am ods  wookers  !  thof   he'll  fpeak    ftawtly  too 

fometirnes but  then  he  caimo'   hawld  it no  1   he  canno' 

hawld  it. 

Lord  Town.  Lady  Grace,  Man.     Ha,    ha,  ha ! 

John  Moody.  Ods  fleih  !  but  I  mun  hye  me  whoam!  th'  ccacli 

•will  be  coming  every  hour  naw but  meatier  charg'd  me  to 

find  yeur  worlhip  out;  for  he  has  hugey  bufinefs  with  you  ;  and- 
will  certainly  wait  upon  you,  by  that  time  he  can  put  on  a 
clean  neckcloth.  .?,-, 

Man.  O  John  !   I'll  wait  upon  him. 
Jchn  Moody.  Why  you  wonno'  be  fo  kind,  wull  ye  ? 
Man.   If  you'll  fell  me  where  you  lodge. 
John  Moody.    Juft   i'th'   ftreet   next  to  where  your  worfhip 

dwells,  at  the  fign  of  the  Golden  Ball It's  gold  all  over  ; 

•where  they  fell  ribbons  and  rlappits,  and  other  fort  of  geer  for 
gentlewomen. 

Man.    A  milliner's  'f 

John  Mwdy.  Ay,  ay,  one  Mi's.  Motherly  :  waunds !  Ihe  has 
a  couple  of  cleaver  girls  there  ftitching  i'th'  tore-room. 

Man.    Yes,  yes,  Hie's  \a  woman  of  good  bulineis,  no  doubt 

on't_ who  recommended  that  houfe  to  you,  John.? 

John  Moody.  The  grcateft  good  fortune  in  the  world,  fure  ! 
for  as  I  was  gaping  about  the  ftreets,-  who  Ihould  look  out  of 
the  window  th^fe,  but  the  fine  gentleman,  that  was  always 

riding  by  our  coach  fide,  at  York  races — a-— —Count — 

Baffet ;   ay,  that's  he. 

Man.  Baffet  ?   Oh,  I  remember,  I  know  him  by  fight.' 
John  Moody.   Well !  to  be  fure,  as  civil  a  gentleman,  to  fee 

Man*  As  any  (harper  iu  town.  Qdfide 

B  3,  .  ?*• 
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'        j^«  Mc<v/y.    At  York,  he  iis'd  to  breakfaft  with  my  lady 
every  -Klbrmiig. 

Man.-  Yt?s,  yes,  and  I  fuppofe  her  ladyfhip  will  return  his 
compliment  here  in  town.  [Afule, 

%hi  MoaJy.  Well,  Meafter 

Lord  Iwon.   My  fervice  to  fir  Francis,  and  my  lady,  John. 

Lady  -G^'ace.   And  mine,  pray  Mr.  Moody. 

John  Moody.    Ay,  yo.ur   honours,  they'll  be.  proud  on't, 
^  dare  fav.  ( 

•  Man.  I'll  bring  my  complimenrs  myfrlf:  fo>  h  on  eft  John— —— 

John  Mostly.  Dear  meaiter  Manly  !  the  goodnefs  of  goodnefs 
biffs  and  preferve  you..  ,  [Exit  Jdhu  Moody. 

Lord.  Town.  What  a  natural  creature  'tis  ! 

Lady  G.-'acc.  Well !  I  can't  but  "think  John-,  in  a  wet  after 
noon  in  the  country,  mull  be  very  good  company. 

Lord  T-rrMH.  O!  the  Tramontane!  if  this  were  known  "at 
half  the  Quadrille-tables  m  town,  ti»ey  would  lay  down  their 
cards  to  laugh  at  you. 

Lady  Grace.  And'  the  minute  they  took  them  up- again  they 
would  do  the  farae  at  the  lofers  '  •  but  to  let -you  fee,  that  I 
think  good  company  may  fometimes  want  cards  to  keep  them 
together  j  what  think  you,  if  we  three  fat  foberly  down,  to  kill 
an  hour  at  Ombre  s 

Man.    I  fhall  be  too  hard  for  you,,  madam, 

Lady  Grace.  No  matter:  I  ihall  have  as  myich  advantage  of 
my  lord,  as  yew  have  of  me.. 

Lord  Tn-ipn.  Say  you  fo,  madanl-r  have  at  you  then  !  here  I 
get  the. Ombre  table,  and  cards.  [Exit  Lord  Townly. 

Lady  G—ice.  Come,  Mr.  Manly r-I  know  you  don't  for 
give  rna  now  ! 

Ma:}. '  I  don't  ^now  whether  I  oug'ht  to  fcrgive:your  think 
ing  ib,  madam.  Where  do, you  imagine  I  could  pafs  my  time 
fo  agreeable  ? 

Lady  Grace.'  I'm  forry  my  lord  is  not  here  to  take  his  fhare 

of  rhe  compliment but  he'll  '.vender  what's  become  of  us  !;. 

Man.   I'll  follow. irx  a  mQtnent,  madam ?-. — — . 

[Exit  Lady  Grace. 

It  muil  be  fo .r— iha  fees  I  love  her — •—. -yet  with  what 

unoffending  decency  ihe   avoids   an   explanation  ?   how   amiable 
is  every  hour  of,  her  conduct?   what  a  vile  opinion  have  I  had  , 
of  the  Whole.  fex,:  for  thefe  tea  years  paftj  which  this  fenfible  . 
creature  has  recoveiiecj  in   lefs .  than   one?    fuch   a  companion,. 
fure,   might  cornpenface  til  the   irk.l">me   difappointments,  that 
pride,  folly,  ana -fa'Hhood  ever  gave  me-!  j 
Could  women  /egmate^  irke  her,  the'r  lives, 
What  Halcyon.  .day$  were  in.  the  gilt  yf  wives] 
Vain  rovers,  then,  might  envy  \vha;  they  hate  ; 
A4^d  only  foyis  would  mock,  .the  married  ftate*    '  [Exit.  . 

* 
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A  C  T    II.     SCENE    I. 

Mrs..  Motherly's  Houfi. 
Enter  Gsunt  Baflet  and  Mrs.  Motherly.. 

Count  Baf.   T  T  E  L  L  you  there  is  net  fuch  a  family  in  Eng-- 
k  land  for  you  !  do  you  think  I  would  have  gone 
out  of  your  lodgings,  for  any  bodyr.  that  was  not  f«re  to  mate 
you  eafy,  for  the  winter  ? 

Mitb.  Nay^.I  fee  nothing  againft  it,  Sir,,  but  the  gentleman's 
being  a  parl"«waent-mah  ;  and  when  people  may,  as  it  were,, 
think  ona  impertinent,,  or  be  out  of  humour,  you.  know,,  when 
a  body  comes  to  afk  for  one's  own— — - 

Count  Baf.  Pihah !  pVythee  never  trouble  thy  head — His  pay 
is  as  good  as,  the  bank.!' — Why,,  he;  has  above  two  thoufand  *,, 
year  ! 

Moth.  Alas-a-day  !  that's  nothing  :  Your  people  of  tm  thou-- 
fand  a  y.e-ar,.  have  ten  thoufand  things  to  do  with  it. 

Cow&t.Baf,  Nay,  if  you  are  afraid  of  being  out  of  your  mo 
ney  ;  what  do. you  think  of  going  a,  little  with  me,  Mrs.  Mo 
therly  ? 

Moth.   As   how  ? 

CoiHit-jSoj/I  Why  I'  have  a  game  in  my  hand$  in  «wnicli,  if 
you'll  croup  me,  that  is,  help  me  to  play  it,  you  ihall  go  five 
hundred  to  nothing. 

Ivlotb.  Say   you.fo?- — ^->why  then,.  I'  go,   Sir and   now 

.  pray  let's  fee  your  game. 

Count  Baf.  Look  you  in  one  word,  my  cards  lie  thus — when 
I  was  down  this  fummer  at  York,  I  ha^pen'd.  to  lodge  in  the 

-  fame  houfe  with-  this  knight's  lady,  that's  now:corrung    to  lodge 
with  you,. 

Moth.  Did  you  fo,  Sir? 

Count  Baf.  And  ibmetimes  had  the  honour  to  breakfaft,  and 
pafs  an.  idle  hour  with  her 

Moth.  Very  good  !  and  here  I  fuppofe  you  would  have  the  im 
pudence  to  fup,  and  be  bufy  with  her.. 

Count  Baj.  Plhahi  pr'ythee  hear  me. 

Moth.  Is  this  your  game  ?  I  would  not  give  fixpenee  for.it : 

what '.  you  have  a  paflion  for  her  pin-money rno,  no,  country 

ladies  are  not  fo  fluih  of.  it. 

Count  Baf.  Nay,,  if  you  won't  have-patience 1    .   -•. 

Moth.  One  had  need  to,  have  a  ;j;ood  deal,  I  am  fure,  to  hear. 
you  talk  at  this  rate!  is  this  your  way  of  making  my  poor 

•  niece  Myrtilla  eafy  ?  ^ 

Count  Baf.  Death  !   1  lhall  do  it  ftill,  if  the  woman  will  but 

lv  t  me  fpcak •. 

Motb.  Had  not  you  a  letter  from  her  this  morning  ? 

Count  Baf.  I -have  it  here  in  my  pocket this  is  it.. 

\JShcws  it  and  puts  it  up  again.. 
Moth,  Ay,  but  I  uon't  find  you  have  made  any.anfwer  to  it. 
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Count  Baf.  How  the  devil  can  I,  if  you  won't  hear  me! 

M.O//&.  What!  hear  you  talk  of  another  woman  ? 

Count  B-af.  O  lud  !  O  lud !  I  tell  you,  I'll  make  her  fortune 
— 'ounds  1  I'll  marry  her. 

Moth.  A  likely  matter!  if  you  would  not  do  it  when  fhe  was 
a  maid,  your  ftomach  is  not  fo  (harp  fet  now,  I.prefume. 

Count  Baf.  Hey  day !  why  your  head  begins  to  turn,  my  dear : 
the  devil !  you  did  not  think  I  propofed  to  marry  her  myfelf  ? 

Moti>.  If  you  don't,  who  the  devil  do  you  think  will  marry  her  ? 

Count  'Baf.  Why,  a  fool 

Moth.  Humph  !  'there  may  be  fenfe  in  that— 

Count  -Baf.  Very  good one  for  t'other,  then  j  if  I  can 

help  her  to  a  huiband,  why  Ihould  not  you  come  into  my  fcheme 
of  helping  me  to  a  wifef 

Moth.  Your  pardon,1  Sir !  ay !  ay !  In  an  honourable  affair, 
you  know  you  may  command  me— —but  pray  where  is  this 
blefled  wife  and  hufband  to  be  had  ? 

Count  Baf.  Now  have  a  little  patience  '  •  you  inuft  know 
then,  this  country  knight,  and  his  lady,  bring  up,  in  the  coach 
with  them,  their  eldeft  fon  and  a  daughter,  to  teach  them  to 
•— - — wafli  their  faces,  and  turn  their  toes  out. 

Moth.  Good! 

Count  Baf.  The  Cm  is  an  unlick'd  whelp,"  about  fixteen,  juft 
taken  from  ifchool ;  and  begins  to  hanker  after  every  wench  in 
the  family  :  the  daughter,  much  of  the  fame  age,  a  pert,  for 
ward  hufly,  who  having  eight  thoufand  pounds  left  her  by  an 
old  doting  grandmother,  feems  to  have  a  deviliih  mind  to  be 
dcing  in  her  way  too. 

Moth.  And  your  defign  is,  to  put  her  into  bufinefs  for  life  ? 

Count  Baf.  Look  you  ;  in  (hort,  Mrs.  Motherly,  we  gentle- 
ftien,  whofe  occafional  chariots  roll,  only,  upon  the  four  aces,. 
are  liable  fometimes,  you  know,  to  have  a  wheel  out  of  order  : 
which,  I  confefs,  is  fo  much  my  cafe  at  prefent,  that  my  dapple 
grays  are  reduc/d  to  a  pair  of  ambling  chairmen  :  now,  if  with 
your  affiftance  I  can  whip  up  this  young  jade  into  a  hackney- 
coach.  1  may  chance,  in  a  day  or  two  after,  to  carry  her  in  my 
own  chariot,  enfamlllt,.  t«  an  opera.  Now  what  do  you  fay 
fo»  me  ? 

Moth.  Why,  I  fliall  not  deep for  thinking  of  it.     But 

how  will  you  prevent  the  family's  fmoaking  your  defign  ? 

Count  Baf.  By  renewing  my  addreffes  to  the  mother. 

Moth.  And  how  will  the  daughter  like  that,  think  you  ? 

Count  Baf.  Very  well— — whilft  it  covers  her  own  affair. 

Moth.  That's  true it  muft  do but,    as  you  fay,  one 

for  t'other,  Sir,  I  flick  to  that  •  -if  you  don'c  do  my  niece's 
bufinefs  with  the  fon,  I'll  blow  you  with  the  daughter,  depend 
upon't. 

Count  Baf.  It's  a  bet — pay  as  we  go,  I  tell  you,  and  the  five 
hundred  (hall  be  ftak'd  in  a  third  hand. 

Moth.  That's  honed— but  here  comes  my  niece  !  &all  we- 
let  her  iiuo  the  fecret  ?  Couat- 
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Count  Baf.  Time  enough  !   may  be,  I  may  touch  upon  it. 
Enter  'Myrtilla. 

Moth.  So,  niece,  are  all  the  rooms  done  out,  and  the  beds 
fceeted  ? 

Myr.  Yes,  madam," but  Mr.  Moody  tells  us  the  lady  always 
burns  wax,  in  her  own  chamber,  and  we  have  none  in  the  houie. 

Moth.  Odfo  !  then  I  muft  beg  your  pardon,  count ;  this  is  a 
bufy  time  you  know.  [Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Count  Baf.  Myrtilla  !   how  doft  thou  do,  child  ? 

Myr.   As  well  as  a  lofing  gamefter  can. 

Count  Baf.  Why,  what   have  you  loft  ? 

Myr.  What  I  (hall  never  recover ;  and  what's  worfe,  you  that 
have  won  it,  don't  fcem  to  be  much  the  better  for't. 

Count  Baf.  Why  child,  doft  thou  ever  fee  any  body  over 
joyed  for  winning  a  deep  ftake,  fix  mouths  after  'tis  over  ? 

Myr.  Would  I  had  never  played  for  it  1 

Count  Baf.  Plhah  !  hang  thefe  melancholy  thoughts  !  WC 
may  be  friends  flilL 

Myr.  Dull  ones. 

Count  Baf.  UTeful  ones,  perhaps fuppofe  I  (hould  help 

thee  to  a  good  hulband  ? 

Myr.  I  fuppofe  you'll  think  any  one  good  enough,  that  will 
'  take  me  off  o'youi  hands. 

Count  Baf.  "What  do  you  think  of  the  young  country  'fquire, 
the  heir  of  the  family,  that's  coming  to  lodge  here  ? 

Myr.  How  fhould  I  know  what  to  think  of  him  ? 

Count  Baf.  Nay,  I  only  give  you  the  hint,  child  ;  it  may 
be  worth  your  while,  at  ieaft,  to  look  about  you — hark  !  what 
buitlti's  chat  without  ? 

Enter  Mrs.  Motherly  In  hafte. 

Moth.  Sir!  Sir!  the  gentleman's". coich  is  at  the  doer :  tfeey 
are  all  come  \  t 

Count  Baf.  What,  already  ? 

Moth.  They  are  juft  getting  our! won't  you  ftep  and  lead 

in  my  lady  ?   do  you  be  in  the  way,  niece',   I  muft  -run  and 
receive  them.  [Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Count  Baf.  And  think  of  what  I  told  you.  [Exit  Count. 

Myr.  Ay  !  ay  !  you  have  left  me  enough  to  think  of,  as  long 

as  I  live a  faithlefs  fellow  !   I   am  fure,    I  have  been  true 

to  him  ;   and  for  that  only  reafon,  he  wants  to  be   rid   of  me  : 
but  while  women  are  weak,   men  will  be  rogues. 
Mrs.  Motherly    returns,  Jbciuln^  in  Ladv .  Wroughead,  led  by 
Count  Ballet. 

Moth.  If  your  ladylhip  pleafes  to  walk  into  this  parlour,  ma 
dam,  only  for  the  prefent,  'till  your  fervants  have  got  all  your 
things  in. 

Lady  Wrong.  Well !  dear  Sir,  this  is  fo  infinitely  obliging  !— 
1  protetl  it  gives  me  pain  tho',  to  turn  you  out  of  your  lodging 
thus  ! 

Count  Baf*  No  trouble  in  the  Ieaft,  madam  5  we  tingle  fellows 
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are  taon  moved  ;   befides,  Mrs.  Mothcrly's  my  old  acquaintance, 
and  I  could  not  be  her  hindrance. 

Moth.  The  count  is  fo  well  bred,  madam,  I  dare  fay  he  would 
do  a  great  deal  more,  to  accommodate  your  ladyfhip. 

Lady  Wrong.  O  dear,  madam  1 A  good  well  bred  fart  of  a 

woman.  [Apart  to  the  Count. 

Count  Baf.  O,  madam,  fhe  is  very  much  among  people  of  qua? 
.lity,  Ihe  is  feldom  without  them  in  her  houfe. 

Lady  Wrong.  Are  there  a  good  many  people  of  quality  in  this 
ftreet,  Mrs.  Motherly  1 

Moth.  Now  your  ladylhip  is  here,  madam,  I  don't  believe  there 
is  a  h®ufe  without  them. 

Lady  Wrong.  I  am  mighty  glad  of  that :  for  really  I  think 
people  of  quality  ihould  always  live  among  one  another. 

Count  Baf.  'Tis  what  one  would  choofe,  indeed,  madam. 

Lady  Wrong.  Blefs  me  1  but  where  are  the  children  all  this 
while?       ' 

Moth.  Sir  Francis,  madam,  I  believe,  is  taking  care  of  them. 

Sir  Fran.  [Within.']   John  Moody  !  tiay  you  by  the  coach,  and 
fee  all  our  things  out — Come,  children. 

Moth.  Here  they  are,  madam. 

Enter  Sir  .Francis,  Squire  Richard,  and  Mifs  Jenny. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  Count !   1  mun  fay  it,  this  was  koynd,  in 
deed  ! 

Count  Baf.  Sir  Francis  !  give  me  leave  to  bid  you  welcome 
to  London. 

Sir  Yrdn.  Pihah  \  how  doft  do,  mon  >—    •  Waunds,  I'm  glad 
to'fee  ihee  !   A  good  fort  of  a  houfe  this  ?'    '.'•"''  . 

Count  Baf.  Is  not  that  mafter  Richard  ^ 

Sir  Fran.  Ey  1   Ey  !  that's  young  hopeful why  do'ft  not 

baw,  Dick'?. 

Squ.  Rich.  So  I  do,  fcyther.  • 

Count  Baf.  Sir,  I'm  glad  to  fee  you— — -— r-rl  pcoteft  Mrs. 
Jane  is  grown  fo,  I  ihould  not  have  known  her. 

Sir  Fran.  Come  forward,  Jenny  1  \ 

Jtnny.  Sure,  papa,  do  you  think  1  don't  know  how  to  behave 
myfelf  ? 

Count  Baf.  If  I  have  permiflion  to  approach  her,  Sir  Francis. 

Jenny.  Lord,  Sir,  I'm  in  fuch  a  frightful  pickle [Salute. 

Count  Baf.  Every  drefs  that's  proper  mult  become  you,  ma 
dam, — you  have  been  a  long-journey. 

Jenny.  I  hope  you  will  fee  me  in  a  better,  to-morrow,  Sir. 

[Lady  Wrpng.  nuhifpcrs  Mrs.  Moth,  pointing  /<j*Myrtilla. 
Moth.  Only  a  niece  of  mine,  madam,  that  lives  with  me  :   Ihe 
will  be  proud  to  give  your  ladylhip  any  affiftance  in  her  power. 

Lady  Wrong.  A  pretty  fort  of  a  young  woman- j^^Yt 

you  two  muft  be  acquainted. 

Jeyny,  O,  mamma  !   1  am  never  ftrange,  in  a  ftrange  place  ! 

f  Salutes  'Myrtilla. 
L  Myr. 
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My>'.  You  do  me  a  great  deal  of  honour,  madam— —Madam, 
our  ladyfhip's  welcome  to  London. 

Jenny.  Mamma !  I  like  her  prodigioufly !  (he  call'd  me  my 
idyfhip. 

Squ.  Rich.  Ftay  mother,  mayn't  I  be  acquainted  with  her  too  ? 

Lady  Wrong.  You  !   you  clown  !    ftay  'till  you  learn  a  little 

lore  breeding  firft. 

SirFraw.  Od's  -  heart  1-  my  lady  Wronghead !  why  do  you  balk 
le  lad  ?  how  Ihould  he  ever  learn  breeding,  if  he  does  not  put 
imfelf  forward  ? 

Squ.  Rich.  Why  ay,  feyther,  does  mother  think  'at  I'd  be  un- 

vil  to  her  ? 

Myr.  Mafter  has  fo  much  good  .humour,  madam,  he  would 
x>n  gain  upon  any  body.  £  He  kijjes  Myr. 

Squ.  Rich.  Lo'  you  there,  mother:  an  you  would  but  be 
[uiet,  {he  and  I  Ihould  do  well  enough. 

Lady  Wrong.  Why,  how  now,  firrah  !  boys  muft  not  be  fo 
amiliar. 

Squ.  Rich.  Why,  an'  I  know  no-body,  haw  the  murrain  mun 
'-  pafs  my  time  here,  in  a  ftrange  place  ?  Naw  you  and  I,  and 
ifter,  forfooth,  fometimes,  in  an  afternoon,  may  play  at  one  and 
hirty  bone-ace,  purely. 

Jenny.  Speak  -for  yourfelf,  Sir  1  D'ye  think  I  play  at  fuch 
:lowniih  games  ? 

Squ.  Rich.  Why  and  you  woant  yo'  ma'  let  it  aloane  ;  then 
!he,  and  I,  mayhap,  will  have  a  bawt  at  all-fours,  without  yon. 

Sir  Fran.  Noa  !  noa  !  Dick,  that  won't  do  neither  ;  you  mun 
earn  to  make  one  at  ombre,  here,  child. 

Myr.  If  mafter  pleafes,  I'll  fhew  it  him. 

Squ.  Rich.  What !  the  Humber !  hey  day  !  why,  docs  our 
iver  run  to  this  tawn,  feyther  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Pooh!  you  filly  tony  !  ombre  i$  a  geam  at  cards, 
hat  the  better  fort  of  people  play  three  together  at. 

Squ.  Rich.  Nay  the  moare  the  merrier,  I  fay  ;  but  lifter  is 
ilways  fb  crofs-grain'd 

Jenny.-  Lord  !   this  boy  is  enough  to  deaf  people- and  one 

las  really  been  ftuft  up  in  a  coach  fo  long,  that pray,  ma- 
lam -could  not  I  get  a  little  powder  for  ray  hair  ? 

Myr.  If  you  pleafe  to  come  along  with  me,  madam. 

[Exeunt  Myr.  and  Jenny. 

Squ.  Rich.  What  has  fitter  taken  her  away  naw  !  mefs,  I'll 
;o  and  have  a  little  game  with  'em.  [Ex.  after  thfm. 

Lady  Wrong.  Well,  count,  I  hope  you  won't  fo  far  change 
•our  lodgings,  but  you  will  come,  and  be  at  home  here  fome- 
imes  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Ay  !  ay!  pr'ythee  come  and  take  a  bit  of  mutton 
nth  us,  naw  and  tan,  when  thouh'il  nawght  to  do. 

Count  Btif.  Well,  Sir  Francis,  you  (hall  find  I'll  make  but 
ery  little  ceremony, 
py:  Fran.  Why  ay  naw,  that's  hearty  I 
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Moth.  Will  your  ladyfhip  pleafe  to  refrelh  yourfelf,  with  a 
difh  of  tea,  after  your  fatigue  ?  I  think  I  have  pretty  good. 

Lady  Wrung.  If  you  pleafe,  Mrs.  Motherly  ;  but  I  believe  we 
had  beft  have  it  above  flairs. 

Mo//?1.  Very  well,  madam  :    it  ihall  be  ready   immediately. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 
Lady  If  rang.  Won't  you  walk  up,  Sir  ? 
Sir  Fran.   Moody ! 

Count  Baf.  Shan't  we  ftay  for  Sir  Francis,  madam  ? 
Lady  Wrong.    Lard  !  don't  mind  him  !   he  will  come  if  he^l 
likes  it. 

Sir  Fra».  Ay  !   ay !   neY-r  heed  me 1  ha'  things  to  look 

after.  [Exeunt  Lady  Wrong,  and  Count  Baf. 

Enter  John  Moody. 

John  Moody.  Did  your  worftip  want  mub  ? 
Sir  Fran.  Ay,  is  the  coach  clear'd  ?  and  all  our  things  in  ? 
John  'Moody.  Aw  but  a  few  band-boxes,  and  the  nook  that's 

left  o'the  goofe  poy but  a  plague  on  him,  th'  monkey  has  gin  . 

us  the  flip,  I  think*- — I  fuppole  he's  goon  to  fee  his  relations  ;    ' 

for  here  looks  to  be  a  power  of  'um  in  thtf  tawr.- but  heavy 

Ralph  is  ikawer'd  after  him. 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  lot  him  go  to  the  devil !  no  matter,  and  the 
hawnds  had  had  him  a  month  »goe-— — but  1  wifh  the  coach 
and  horfes  were  got  fafe  to  th'  inn  :  this  is  a  fharp  tawn,  we 
mun  look  about  us  here,  John  ;  therefore  I  would  have  you  go 
along  with  Roger,  and  lee  that  nobody  runs  away  with  them  be 
fore  they  get  to  the  ftable. 

John  Moody.  Alas-a<lay,  Sir,  I  believe  our  awld  cattk  won't  , 

yeafily  be  run  away  with  to-night but  howfomdever,  we'ft 

ta'  the  beft  care  we  can  of  'um,  poor  fawls. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  well !  make  hafte  then- 

[Moody  goes  out,  and  returns. 

John  Moody.  Ods  flcfo !  here's  matter  Monly  come  to  wait 
upo'  your  worth  ip  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Wrheere  is  he  ? 

John  Mwdy.  Juft  coming  in  at  threlhould. 

Sir  Fran.  Then  goa  about  your  bufinefs.  [Ex.  Moody. 

Enter  Manly. 

Coufin  Manly  }   Sir,  I  am  your  very  humble  fervant. 
Man.  I  heard  you  were  come,  Sir  Francis — and — 
Sir  Fran.   Qdfheart  !   this  was  fo  kindly  done  of  you  naw- 
Man.  I  wifti  you  may  think  it  fo,  coufin  :   for,  I  confefs,  I 
fhould  have  been  better  jpleas'd  to  have  fcen  you  in  any  other 
place. 

SirFnz;;.  How  foa,  Sir? 

Man.  Nay,  'tis  for  your  own  fake;   I'm  not  concern' d. 
Sir  Fran.  Look  you,  coufin  :  thof  I  know  you  wifh  me  well ; 
yet  I  don't  queftion  I  Ihall  give  you  fuch  weighty  reafons  for 
what  I  have  done,  that  you  will  fay,  Sir,  this  is  the  wifcft  jour 
ney  that  ever  I  made  in  my  life. 
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Man.  I  think  it  ought  to  be,  coufin  ;  for  I  believe  you  v.-ili 
find  it  the  moft  expenfive  one — your  election  did  not  cofl  you 
a  trifle,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir-Fran.  Why  ay  1  it's  true  !  that — that  did  lick  a  litt1^  - 
but-  if  a  man's  wife,  (and  1  han't  fawn'd  yet  that  I'm  a  fool) 
there  are  ways,,  -coufin,  tojick  one's  felf  whole  again. 

Man..  Nay  if  you  have  that  feeret 

Sir  Fran.  D&n't  ypu  be.  fearful,  coufm- you'll  find  that  I 

know* fomething.  'v^'., 

Man.  If  it  be  any  thing  for  your  good,  I  fhould  be  glad  to 
fcfcow  it  too. 

Sir  Fran.  In  {hbrt,  then,  I  have  a  friend"  in  a  corner,  that 
has  let  me  a  little  into  what's  what,  at  Weftminfter— — *h«'$ 
one  thing. 

Man.  Very  well !  but  what  good  is  that  to  do  you  ? 
Sir  Fran.  Why  not  me,  as  much  as  it  does  other  folks  ? 
Man.  Other  people,-  J  doubt,  have  the  advantage  of  different 
qualifications. 

_  Six  Fran..  Why  ay !  there's  it  naw  !  you'll  fay  that  I  have 
lived  all  my  days  j'thc  country— —what  then      •  I'm  o'the 

Quorum •!  have  been  at  feffions,  and  I  have  made  fpeeches 

there  !  ay,    and  at  veltry  too -and  mayhap   they   may  find 

here, ' that  I  have  brought  my  tongue  up  ta  town  with  me  ! 

D'ye  take  me,  naw  ? 

Man.  If  1  take  your  cafe  right,,  coufin,  I  am  afraid  the  firft 
occafion  you  .will  have  for  your  eloquence  here,  will  be,  to  (hew 
that  you  have  any  right  to  make  ufe  of  it  at  all. 
Sir  Fraji.     How  d'ye  mean  ? 
Man.  That  SirJohrtWorthland  has  lodged  a  petition  againft  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Petition  1  why  ay  !  there  let  it  .lie we'll  find  a 

way  to  deal  with  ,that,   I  warrant  you  !  — —  why,  you  forget, 
coufin,  Sir  John's  o'the  wrung  fide,  mon  ! 

Man.  1  doubt,  Sir  Francis,  that  will  do  you  but  little  fervice  J 
for  in  cafes  very  notorious  (which  I  take  yours  to  be)  there  is 
fuch  a  thing  as  a  ihort  day,  and  difpatching  them  immediately. 

Sir  Fran.  With  all  my  heart !  the  fooner  I  fend  him  hon\$ 
again,  the  better. 

Man.  And  this  is  the  fcheme  you  have  laid  down  to  repair 
your  fortune  ? 

Sir  Fran.  In  one  word,  soufin,  I  think  it  my  duty!  the 
Wrongheads  have  been  a, considerable  family,,  ever  fince  Rng- 
land  was  England ;  and  fince  the  world  knows  I  have  talents 
where- withal ;  they  (han't  fay  it's  my  fault,  if  I  don't  make  as 
good  a  figure  as  any  that  ever  were  at  the  head* on* t.  • 

Man.   Nay'  this  projeft,  as  you  have  laid  it,  will  cnme  up 

to  any  thing  your  anoeltors  have  done  thefe  five  hundred  years. 

Sir  Fran^  And  let  me  alone  to  work  i(  :   mayhap  I  haven't 

told  you  all,  neither 

Man.  You  aftonilh  me  '  what !  and  is  it  full  as  praflicablc 
as  what  you  have  told  me  ? 

C  Sir 
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Sir  Fran.  Ay,  thof '  I  fay  it— — every  whit,  coufin  !  you'll 
find  that  I  have  more  irons  i'the  fire  than  one  j  I  doan't  come 
of  a  fool's  errand  ! 

Man.  Very  well. 

Sir  Fran.  In  a  word,  my  wife  has  got^  friend  at  court,  as 
well  as  myfelfj  and  her  dowghter  Jenny  is  naw  pretty  well  grown 

Man.  [djide.~]'  •  And  what  .in  the  devils  name  would  he  d» 
with  the  dowdy  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Naw,  if  I  doan't  lay  in  for  ahufband  far  her,  may 
hap,  i'this  tawn,  fhe  may  be  looking  out  for  herfelf-*— . 

Man.  Not  unlikely. 

Sir  Fran.  Therefore  I  have  feme  thoughts  of  getting  her  H> 
be  maid  of  honour. 

Man.  \Aj(de.'\  Oh  !  he  has  taken  my  breath  away !  but  .1 

muft  hear  him  out -Pray,  Sir  Francis,  do  you  think  her  edvH. 

cation  has  yet  qualified  her  for  a  court.? 

SJr  Fran.  Why,  the  girl  is  a  little  too  mettlefome,  it's  true  ! 
but  {he  has  tongue  enough  :  (he  w«an't  be  dafh't  !  Then  ftie 
fhall  learn  to  daonce  forthwith,  and  that  will  fopn  teach  hex 
haw  .to  ftond  ftill,  you  .know. 

..Man.  Very  well ;  but  when  fhe  is  thus  accoroplifht,,  you  muft 
ftill  wait,  for  a  vacancy. 

Sir  Fran.  W$iy  I  hope  one  has  a  good  chance  for  that  every 
day,  coufin  !  For  if  I  take  it  right,  that's  a  peft,  that  folks  are 
riot  more  willing  to  get  into,  than  they  are  to  get  out  of — It's 
like  an  orange-tree,  upon  that  accawnt — it  will  bear  bloflbmsj 
and  fruit  that's  ready  to  drop,  at  the  fame  time. 
.  Man.  We'll,  Sir,  you  bert  know  how  to  make  good  your  pre- 
tenfions  !  But  pray -where  is  my  4*dy,  and  my  young  cotifins;? 
I  Ihould  be  glajd  to  fee  them.too. 

Sir  Fran':  She  is  but  juft1  taking  adifh  of  tea  with  the  count, 
And  my  landlady— I'll  call  her  dawn. 

Man.  No,  uo,  if  fhe's  engag'd,  I  lhall  call  again. 

Sir  Fran.  Odiheart  1  but  you  mun  .fee  her  naw,  ceulin  :  what ! 

the  beil  friend  I  have  in  the  world  1— here!  fweetheart  I 

£fo  a.  Servant  •without']  pr'.ythee  defire  my  lady  and  the  gentle- 
'man  to  come  dawn  a  bit  j  tell  her  here's  coufin  Manly  come  to 
•wait  upon  her. 

Mtw,  Pray,  Sir,  who  may  the  gentleman.be  ? 

You  mun  know  him  to  be  fure;  why  it's  count 


Main.  Oh !  K  k  he  ? — your  family  will  be  infinitely  happy  in 
lus  acquaintance. 
'     Sit  Fran.  Troth!  I  think  fo  too  :  he's  the  civileft  man  that 

ever  I  knew  in  my  life why  1   here  he  would  go  out  of  his 

own  lodgings,  at  an  hour's  'warning,  purely  to  oblige  my  family. 
Wasn't  that  kind,  naw  ? 

Man.  Extremely  civil— —the  family  is  in  admirable  hands 
already  1  * 

Sir 
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^Sir  Fran.  Then  my  lady  Irkes  him  hugely — all  the  time  of 
York  races,  Ihe  would  never  be  without  him. 

Man.  That Was  happy  indeed  !  and  a  prudent  man,  you  know, 
fllould  always  take  care  that  his  wife  may  have  innocent  company. 
Sir  Fran."  Why  -ay  !   that's  it !  and  I  think  there  could  not  be 
fiich  another  !  w. 

Man.  Why  truly,  for  her  purpofe,  I  think  not.     'i    *;• 
Sir  Fran.  Only  naw  and  tan,    he — he  itonds  a  leetle  tob  much 
ttpen  ceremony  ;  that's  his  fault. 

Man.  O  never  fear!  he'll  mend  that  every  day — Mercy  on' 
us  !  what  a  head  he  has  !  [dfide*  ' 

Sir  Fran.  So  !    here  rhey  come'! 

Enter  Lady  Wrc.vi'ghead,  Count  Ba'fler,  trid'Mrs.  Motherly.      • 
Lady  Wrong.  CWin  Manly  !  this  :s  infinitely  obliging!   t 
am  extremely  glad  to  fee  you. 

Man.   Your  moll  obedient  feryant,  madam  ;  I  am  glad  to  fee 
your  ladyfhip  look  fo  well,  after  your  journey. 

Lady  Wrong.  Why  really  ]  coming  to  London  is  apt  to  put  a 
little  more  life  in  one's  looks. 

MJO.  Yet  the  way  of  living  here,  is  very  apt  to  deaden  the 
complexion and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  as  a  friend,  ma 
dam,  you  are  come  to  the  worft  place  in  the  world,-  for  a  good     ' 
woman  to  grow  better  in. 

Lady  Wrong.  Lord,  coufin  I    how  fhould  people  ever  make 
'  any  figure  in  life,  that  are  always  moap'd  up  in  the  country  ? 

Count  Baf.  Your  ladylhip  certainly  takes  the  thing  in  a  quite 
right  light,  madam  :  Mr.  Manly,  your  humble  fervant  ••    •  •   ••»• 

a  hem. 

Man.  Familiar  puppy.  \Afide ^\  Sir,  your  moft  ebedTent 
MI  MI  •  I  muft  be  civil  to  the  rafcal,  to  cover  my  fufpicion  ot 
him.  [Afide. 

Count  Baf.  Was  you  at  White's  this  morning,  Sir  ? 
Man.-  Yes,  Sir,  I  juft  call'd  in. 

Count  Baf.  Pray — what — was  there  any  thing  done  there  ? 
Man.  Much  as  ufual,  Sir ;  the  lame  daily  carcafes,  and  the 
fame  crows  about  them. 

Count  Baf.  The   Demoivre-baronet   had    a    bloody    toinblfc 
yefterday.. 
".  Man.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  had  your  lhare  of  him. 

Count  B?f.  No,  faith  !  I  came  in  when  it  was  all  over— — 
I  think  I  juft  made  a  couple  of  bets  with  him,  took  up  a  cool 
hundred,  and  fo  went  to  the  King's  Arms. 

Lady  Wrong.  What  a  genteel,  eafy  manner  he  has  !       j  sJfide. 
Man.  A  very  hopeful  acquaintance  1  have  made  here.  \Ajide. 
Enter  Squire  Richard,  with  a  <wet  brown  Paper  on  his  face. 
Sir  Fran-.  How  nawv  Dick  !  what's  the  matter  with  thy  fore 
head,  lad  ? 

Squ.  Rich.  I  ha'  gwtten  a  knuck  upon't. 
Lady  Wrung.  And  how   did   you  come  by  it,  you  heedlefs 
creature  ? 

C  ^  So«. 
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Squ.  Rich.  Why,  I  was  but  running  after  lifter,  and  t'other 
Voui^g  woman,  into  a  little  room  juft  naw  :  and  fo  with  thfit, 
;hev  fiapt  the  door  full  in  my  face,  and  gave  me  1uch  a  whurr 
.here— — -  1  thought  they  hau  beaten  my  brains  out !  fo  I  gut  a 
dab  of  wet  brown  paper  here,  to  fwage  it  a  while. 

LAGV  }Pron%t  They  ferv'd  you  right  enough  !  will  you  never 
have -done  with  your  horfe-play  ? 

Sir  fW»7.  Pooh  never  heed  it,  lad!  it  will  be  well  by  to-mor 
row— — the  bey  has  a  ftrorig  head  ! 

A/J//.  Yes, 'truly,-  bus  fcull  feems  to  bt-of  a  comfortable  thick- 
he  is.  *-"  [Afde. 

Sir  Ft'M.  'Come,'  Bkk,  here's  coufm  Manly    •    Sir,  this  is 

Lady  i'Vrong,  Oh  !  here's  my  daughter  too. 
Enter  Mifs  jenny. 

Sqo.  Rich.  Honour'd  godfcyt'herl  I  crave  leave  to  afk  ymrf 
klefiihg. 

MM.  Thou  haft  it,  child— —and  if  it  will  do  thee  any  good, 
ftiay  it  be  to  make  thee,  at  leaft,  as  wife  a  man  as  thy  fathtr. 

Lady  Wrong,  Mifs  Jenny  1   don't  you  fee  your  coulan,  child  ? 

Man.  And  as  for  thee,  my  pretty  dear- — <-\_Salutes  her.]  may'it 
thott  be,  at  leaft,  as  good  a  woman  as  thy  mother. 

*)*iw/y.  I  with  1  may  ever  be  fo  ha»dfome,  Sir. 

jM«iw.  Hah  I  Mifs  Pert !  Now  that's  a  thought,  that  feems  t* 
kavc  been  hxtcht  iu  the  girl  on  this  fide  Highgate,  [Ajidc* 

Sir  Fran.''-  Her  tongue  is  a  linle  nimble,'  Sir. 

Lady  JfV«*£.   That's  only  fro«i  her  country  education,  Sir 

Krincii,     You  know  ihe  has  been  kept  too  long  there fo  I 

her  to  London,  Sir,  to  learn  a  little  more  rcferve  and 


flat,  0,thc  btft  rtaee  in  the  vorld  for  it  —  every  womin  (bfc 
ill  teach  her  ibmethwg  of  it-*—-  There's  the  good  gentle* 
6f  t!\e  houfc,  looks  like  a  knowing  perfon  j  ev«n  Ihe  per* 
will  be  fo  gooil  as  to  Jhew  her  a  little.  London  behaviour. 

Moth.    Alas  !  Sir,  Mifs  Won't  Itand  long  in  need  of  my  iu- 


That  I  clare  fay  :  What.ihou  caa'ft  teach  her,  Ihe  will 
ibon  be  milm-fsof.  •:.^.3i  \_Afide. 

•  -Moth.  If  (he  dws,  Sir,  tl-.ey  Hull  always  be  at  her  fervice. 

Lady  WbHtp  Wry  obliging  indeed,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Sir  Fran.  Very  kind  and  civil  truly—  I  think  we  are  got  into  a 
mighty  good  hawfe  here. 

Man.  O  yes,  and  very  friendly  company.  . 

Count  £af.  Humph  I  Tgad  I  don't  like  his  looks  —  he  feems  a 
little  Tmoky-  —  -^1  believe  1  had  as  good  brulh  oft"  —  —If  I  t^ay,  I 
'tkm't'know  but  he  may  'afk  mr.  fome  odd  queflions.  "  \Aj\dt. 

''M&n.  Well,  Sir,  I  believe  you  and  I  do  but  hinder  the  fa- 

Count  Baf.  It's  very  <i"ue,  Sir  —  I  was  juft  thinking  of.  going— 
Uf  don'l  <are  w^lcave  me,  I  f&  :  bjat  it's  no  rruuer,  we  V.«ve 
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time  enough,  \_A(ide^\  And  la,  ladies,  without  ceremony,  your 
humble  fervant.  \Exit.Qpunt  Baflfet,  and.  drops  ct  kit?,. 

Lady  Wrong,  Ha!  whit  .paper's  this?  Some  billet-doc  x  I'll  lay 
my  life,  but  this,  is  no  place  tc  examine  k.     [Puts  it  inticrpoctit:. 

.Sir  Fran.  Why  in  fuch  hade,  coufin  ? 

Man.  O!  my   Lady  muft  .kave  a  great  many  affairs  upon  her 
lianidsy  after  fuch-a  journey. 

Lady  Wronv.   I  believe,  Sir,  I  fhall  not  have  much  lefs  every 
<lay,  while  I  (lay  in  this  townr  of  one  fort  :or  other.'- 

Man.    Why  tvuly,  .ladies  feldom  .want  :  employ  RISKC  .-here, 
.madam. 

Jenny.  And  mamma  did  not  come  to  it  to  be  idley*Sin 

Man.  Nor  you  neither,  I  dare  fay,  my  young  milhVfs.  . 

Jenny,  I  hope  not,  Sir. 
,*Man.  •  Ha  !   Mifs  -Mettle  !  -  —Where  a~e  you  going,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Fran.-'Cnly  to  fee  you  to  the  door,'  Sir.-. 

Man.  Oh  !   Sir  Francis,  I  love  to  come  and  go;  without  cere- 
anony. 

Sir  Fran.-  Nay^  Sir,  I  muft  do  as  you  will  have  me.?*—  your 
humble  fervant.  [Exit  Manly. 

Jenny.  This  coafin  Manly,  -pappa,  feems  'to.be  but  of  atv-odd 
fort  of  a  crufty  humwur-r-^-1  dou'x'lite  .him  Jaatf  •,  fo  .v^H.as  ,.the 


SirFr««.v,Paoh  !  that's  another  thing,  child  -r-^-CouTin  is.?. 
little  proud,  {indeed  !  but,  however,  you  mult  always  'be  civil  tt-> 
iiim,  foi  he  has  a  deal  of  .money  .;  ,and  .no- 
may  give  it  to., 

s.JLadyx/FrcwgvPtaah  ;  a'  fig  for  his  money,,  you. 
^rojedts  of  late  about  money,  iiace  yqu  are  a  parliament  man-.' 
What!  we  muft  make  ourfclves  Haves  to  his  imperrincnt  )y&- 
•Kiours,  eight  or  ten  years  perhaps,  ia  hopes  to  be  his  hen;s,  aud 
,then  he  wjll  be  juft  old  enough  to  marry  his  maid. 

Miib.  Nay,  for  that  manor,  maJain,  rthe.town  fays  he  is  -go 
ing  to  be  married  already. 

Sir  Fran.  Who  ?    Cou  fi  ns-Man  ly  ? 
Lady  ifrong.   To  whom,  pray-?* 

.  Moth.  WHy,  is  it  po&ble  your  ladyship  •fhouixl  -J;no\v  nrtthiiig 
.-of  it  !  -  to  my  Lord  Townly's  lliler,  Lady  Grace. 
Xady  Wrong.   Lady  Grace  1 

Muth.  Dear  Madam,  it  has  been  in  the  News-Papers  ! 
JLady  iVronv.  I.'<l«n't  like  that  neither. 
Sir  Fran.  Naw,  1  do  ;  for  then  ir's  lively  it  mayn't  be  true. 
Lady  Wron^.  [^//i/t.j  If  it  is  net  too  fai^gone;  at  lealt  it  may 
-be  worth  one's  wnile  to  throw  a  rub  in  his  v;ay. 

Squ.  Ri(/j.   Pray,  feythcr,  haw  lung  will  it  be  to  flipper  ?• 
Sir  l-ran.  O'dfo  !    that's  tiuc  !    iu-p  to  the  cook,  lad,   and  afic 
what  fh'-  can  get  us. 

Moth.   It  you  pleale,  Sir,  I'll  order  o^-.e  of  my  maids  to  ihew 
.    .her  wnere  ilie  may  have  any  thing  you  have  a  mind  lo. 
•,.  .Sir  .Fjw:.  Thank  vou  kindlv,  Mrs.'Mytheriv, 

'C3.       .  So,, 
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Squ.  Rich.  Ods-fleiri  !  what  is  not  it  i'the  hawfe  yet  — I  {hall 

fce  famifht but   hawld  !  I'll  go  and  afk  Doll,  an  ther's  none 

o'che  goofe-poy  left. 

Sir  J-Vaw.  Do  fo,  and  do'ft  hear,  Dick fee  if  ther's  e'er  a 

bottle  o'the  ftrong  beer  that  came  i'th'  coach  with  us if  there 

be,  clap  a  toart  in  it,  and  bring  it  up. 

Squ.  Rich.  With  a  little  nutmeg  and  fugar,  ihawn't  I,  fey-. 
ther  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Ay  !  ay  !  as  thee  and  I  always  drink  it  for  break- 
faft — Go  thy  ways! — and  I'll  fill  a  pi|>e  i'the  mean  while,  [Takes 
one  from  a  pickil-rtfc,  and  fills  it.']  ££.vr/  Syti.  Rich* 

Lady  Wron?.  This  boy  is  always  thinking  et  his  belly  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  my  dear,  you  may  allow  him  to  be  a  little 
hungry  after  his  journey. 

Lady  Wrong.  Nay/ev'n  breed  him  your  own  way-~He  has 
been  cramming  in  or  oet  of  the  coach  all  this  day,  I  am  fure-^- — 
I  wifh  my  poor  girl  could  -eat  a  quarter  as  much. 

Joiny.  O  as  for  that  I  could  eat  a  great  deal  more,  mamma  ; 
but  th-en,  maylnp,  1  ihould  grow  coarfe,  like  him,  and  fpoil  my 
fiiape. 

L.ady  Wrong.  Ay,  fo  thou  would'ft,  my  dear. 

Enter  Squirt  Richard  with  a  full  tankard. 

Squ.  Rich.  Here,  fcyther,  I  ha'  browght  ic — it's  well  I  went 
as  I  did  ;  for  our  Doll  had, jad  bak'd  a  toaft,  and.  was'-going  to 
drink  it-  herfelf". 

Sir  Fran.  Why  then,  here's  to  thee,' Dick  !  [Drinks.. 

Sn\-.  P.: co.  Thonk  vow,  feyther. 

Lady  Wrong.  Lord  !  Sir  Francis  !  I  wonde^you  can  encou 
rage,  the  bf;y  to  fwill  fo  much,  of  that  lubberly  liquor 'it's. 

enough  ro  make  him  quite  flupid. 

Sqi\  Rlfb.  Wh-y  it  never  hurts  me,  mother  ;  and  I  fleep  like 
a  hav/nJ  afttr  it-.  [Drinki. 

Sir  Fraft.  Tarn  fiire  I  ha' drunk  it  thefe  thirty  years,,  and  by 
your  leaye,  madam,  T  don't  know  that  I  want,  wit :  ha  !  ha  ! 

Jtnr.y.  But  yoq  might  have  had  a  great  deal  more,  papa,  if 
you  would  have  been  governed  by  my  mother. 

Sir  F'-an.  Daughter,  he  that  is  goremed  by  his  wife,  has  n»- 
wit  at  all. 

Jenny.  Thcrt  I  hope  I  fhall  marry  a' fool,  Sir ;  for  I  love  to 
govern- dearly. 

Sir  Fran.  Yoq^re  poo  peat,  child  ;.  it  don't  do  well  in  a 
young  woman.  «' 

L:<dy  tfcanjfi  Pray,  Sir  Francis,  don't  fnub  her  1  ihe-has  a, 
iine  growing  fpirir,.  and  if  you  check.  her,fo,.  you  will  make  Her 
%>  dyll  as  her  btorht- r  there. 

Squ-  Rich.  [.-1ftc>- a  long  d>-aitrhL]  Indeed,  mother,  I  think 
my.  fi'ici-  is  \fx'  fir\.  ).. 

y,    'Jcn'i'j.  Yov,  :  you  trunk  I'm  tot»  for-vard  !  fure  '.  brother  mud  !  • 
your  head's  too  heavy  to  think  cf  any  thing  but  your  belly. 

Lady  l-Frottgr.  Well  faid,    Mafs,   he's  noue  of  your  maftcr,v 
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Squ.  Rich.  No,  nor  the  ftiawn't  be  my  miftrefs,,  while  flic's 
yovwiger  lifter. 

Sir  Fran.  Well  faid,  Dick  !  ihew  'era  that  ftawt  liquor  makes 
a  ftawc  heart,  lad  I 

Squ.  Rich.  So  I  will!  and  I'll  drink  ageen,  for  all  her!  [Drinks* 
Enter  John  Moody. 

Sir  Fra?i.  So  John  }  how  are  the  horfes  ? 

John  Moody.  Troth,  Sir,  I  ha'  noa.  good  opinion  o'  this  tawn^. 
it's  made  up  o'  mtfchief,  I  think ! 

Sir  Fran.  What's  the  matter  naw  ? 

John  Moody.  Why  I'll  tell  your  worftiip— -^-before  we  were 
gotten  to  th'  ftreet  end,  with  the  coach,,  here,  a  great  lugger-. 
headed  cart  with,  wheels, as  thick  a?  a  brick  wall,  laid  hawld 
on't,  and  has  poo'd  it  aw  to  bits ;  crack!  went  the  perch  !  down 
goes  the  coach!  and  whang  fays  the  glaiTes,  all  to  fliievers!-  / 
marcy  upon  us  !  and  this  be  London  L  would  we.  vfere  aw  weell 
in  the  country,  ageen  ! 

Jenny.  What  have  you  to  do,  to  wilh  us  all  in  the  country 
again,  Mr.  Lubber  ?  I  hope  we  ihall  not.  go-,  intp.  the  country, 
again  thefe  fewn  years,  mamma ;  let  twenty  coaches  be  pull'd^ 
to  pieces. 

Sir  Fran.  Hold  your  tongue,    Jenny! was  Roger  in  no, 

fault  in  all  this  ? 

John  Moody.  Noa,  Sir,  nor  I,,  noather,  are  not  vow  afham'd^, 
lays  Roger  to  the  carter,  to  do  fuch  an  unkind  thing  by  ftrang,-. 
crs?  noa,^  fjiys  he,  you  bumkin.     Sir,  he  did.the  thing  on  very 
purpofe!    and  fo-  the  folks  faid  that  Mood  by — very,  well,  fays 
Roger,,  yow  (hall  fee  what  our  mcyfter  will  fay  to. ye!   Your. 
,   meyfter,  fays  he;  your  meyfter  may  kifs  my — antl  fb  he  clapp'd. 
his  hand  juft  there,,  and  like  your  wov'hip.     Hlelh  1  I  thought 
-  they  had  better  breeding  in  this  tawn. 

Sir  Fran.  I'll  teach  this  rafcal  fame,  I'll  warrar.t  him  ! 
Odfbud  !  if  I- take  him  in  hand,  I'll  play  the  devil  with  him. 

Squ.  Rich.  Ay,  do,.feyther  ;  have  h?m  before  the  parliament. 

Sir  Fran.  Odlbud  !  and  fo  I  will 1  will  make  him  .know 

who  I  am  !   Where  does  he  live  ? 

John  Mwjdy.  I  believe  in  London,  Sir. 

Sir  Fran.   What's  the  rafcaj's  name  ? 

John  Moody.   I  think  I  heard  (bmebody  call. him  Dick, 

Squ.  Rich.  What,, my  name  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Where  did  he  go '? 

John  Moodv.  S-ir,. he  went  home. 

Sir  Fran.  Where's  that  ? 

John  Muaiy.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  I  "doan't  know '  I  hfardi- 
him  fay  he  "would  crofs  the  fame  ftreet  again  to-momw  ; 
and  if  we  had  a  mind  to  ft  and  in  his  way,  he  wou'd  pooll  us 
over  aiul  over  a^ain. 

Sir  '  ^O'l.    vVill.he  fo  ?  OdfzooVs  I   get  me  a  couftable. 

"Lady  Wrong.  Pooh! 'get  you  a  guodfupper.  Come,  Sir, Francis* 
don't  put  youiiclf  m^a  heal  far  what  can't  be  helrt, 
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will  happen  to  people  that  travel  abroad  to  fee  the  world  -  TOY 
my  parr,  I  think  it's  a  mercy  it  was  not  over-turn  'd  before  we 


parr,  I  think  it's  a  mercy 
.I  Out  on't. 


-Sir  Fran.  Why,  ay,  that's  true  again,  my  dear* 

if 


-.  Th/ecrc1  fee  to-morrow  if  we  ran  buy  one  at 
feconJ  hand,  for  prefent  ufe.j  fo  belpcck  -a  m-w  one,  and  then 
ail's  eafy.. 

•'fobni'Mpidv.  \\"*y   troth,   Sir,  I  doan'-t  think  (,his  could  nave 
h«ld  you  abave  a  day  longer.' 
.      Sir  Fran.  -D^f  -think,  io,   John  ? 

fohn  Moody.  Why  you  ha'  had  8,  ever  'fiace  your  warihip 
-were  high  IbJriff. 

Sir  Fran.  W  hy^hvn  go.  and  fee/wkat  -Doll.  lias  .got.  us  for  fup- 
4>er-  -  and  come  and  get  oft"  my  boots.  [jEv/V  £;>  Eran. 

Lady  W-ron*.   In  the  mean  time,  Mifs,  do  yoii  ^lep  to  Handy., 
*and  bid~her  get  me-iome  -ftt-ib  night-clothes. 

f/iA'/V  -Lady  Wrong. 
too.  [Exit  Jenny. 

Squ.'^V/j/bdsrlefn  !  and  v/hat  mun  I  Jo  allalqiie? 
Ji'll  -e'ea  leek  out  where  t'other  piratty  tylifs  is, 
J\.nd  Hie  and  1'il  go  and  play  at  cards  for  kilfef  .  ,••{£;«/. 


ACT     HI.     S  C  E  N  £.    I. 

S  C  E  X  E,    the  Lnnl  Townly'j  Hoitfe.. 
'Enter  Lord  Townly,  ^a   Servant  attending. 
"Lord  Town.'  \XT  HO's  there  ? 

,  Vy  ,  .^^..  My  tord. 

Lord  7bw«.,.Eid  'them  ..^et  -  dinner  -  ^-rLacly  Grace,  your 
fei-vant. 

Enter  Lady  Grace, 

Lady  Grace.   What,  is  the  houfe  up  already  ?  My  lady  is  not 
dreft  yet  ! 

Lord  Town.  Nd  matfer-»~it's  three  o'clock  —  flie  mav  break  my 
rer>,  but  ihe  iha!l  not  alter  my  hours. 

.  Lady  Grarf.  Nay  you  need  not  fear  that  now^  for  ihe  dines 
.'  abroad. 

•Xord  Tmo>i.  That,  I  fuppofe,  is  only^an  excufe  for'  her  nrx 
being  ready  yet. 
•  .    Lae^.vrarf.-  No,  upon  my  word^  ibe  is  engaged  in  company. 

Lord  Town.  Where,  pray  ? 

_  Liclv  Grace.  At  my  lidy  Revel's.;   and  you  know  they  never 
dme   nil  fuppcr-itiittc. 

,      Lord.Tew/z.  No  truly-.  —  ihe  is  one-of  thofe  orderly  ladles, 
Who  ue/e;-  ict  the  iun  fhine  upon  any  of  their  vices  !  —  _  But 
c,-fiilcr,  .what  humour  is  ihe  iii  to-tia? 
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"Lady  Grace.  O!  in  tip-top  fpirits,  I  can  affiire  you— — fhe 
won  a  good  deal  lail  night. 

Lord  Teww.  I  know  no  difference  between  her  winning  or 
lg/ing,-  while  Ihe  continues  her  courfe  of  life.  - 

-  Lady  Grace.   However,  fhe  is  better  ir^good  humour  than  bad. 
Lord  Town.  Much  alike  :  when  fhe  is  in  good  humour,  other 

people  only"  are  the  better  for  it :  when  in  a  very  ill  humour,  then, 
indeed,  I  feldom  fail  to  have  my  {hare  of  her. 

Lady  Grace.  -Well,  we  won't  talk  of  tlrtit  now— -Does  any 
body  dine  here  ? 

Lord  Town.'  Manly  promised  me — by  the  way,  -madam,  what 
do  you  think  of  his  lait  conversation  ? 

Lady  Grace. 1  am  a  little  at  a  ftand  about  h. 

-Lord  Town.  How  fo  ? 

-  Lady  'Grace.  Why I  don't  k,no\v  how -he  can  ever  have 

any  'thoughts  of  me,  that  could- lay  down'  fuch  fevere  rules  upon 
wives,  in  my  hearing. 

Lord  Town.  Did  you  think  his  rules  utireafonahie  r 
Lady  Grace.  I  can't  fay  I  did  :  but  he  might  have  had  a  little 
hlore  complaifance  before  xne$  at  leaft. 

-Lord  'Town.  Complaifance  is  only  a  proof  of  good  breeding  : 

hut  his  plainnefs-was  a  certain  proof  of  his  honefty;  nay,  of  his 

good  opinion  of  you  :  for  he  would  never  have  open'tl  himfelf  'fo 

.   freely,  but  in  confidence  that  your  good  fenfe  could  not  be  dif- 

dbliged  at  it. 

Lady  Grace.  My  good  opinion  of  him,  brother,  has  hitherto 
been  guided  by  yours  :  but  I  have  receiv'd  a  letter  this  morning 
that  ihews  him  a  very  different  man  from  what  1  thought  him. 
Lord  Town.   A  letter  from  whom  ? 
Lady  Grace.  That  I  don't  kiipw,- -but  there  it  is. 

[Gives  a  Ittter. 

Lord  T>nun.  Pray  let's  fee.  -[Reach. 

The  iacloid,  madam,   fill  accidentally  into  -my  hands  ;    if  it  no  way 
•coiicrrrtsyiti,  'yca  will  only  have  the  trni'bh  of  reading  ihi^from 
ywrjinccre  friend  find  humble  fcrwn I,  -Unknown,  &c. 
Lady  'Grace.  And  this  wafr  the  inclos'd.         -^-Giving  another. 
Lord  Town.  [Rcatis.]  To  Charles  Manly,  Efq\ 
Tour  manner  of  living  with  tr.e  of  "late,  convinces  nte^  that  I  now 
grow  ai  painful  to  'you,  as  to  myftlft  but,   howtvcr,  though 
yon  can  love  me  no  lono'cr.  I  hope  you  toiil  not  let  me  live 
••worfe  than  I  d: d  before^  1  left  an  hoHcft  income  for  the  vai& 
hopes  of  being  eijsr  yoiu-St 

Myrtilla  Dupe. 

P.  S.  'Tis  above  four  months  Jinre  I  receiv'd  ajhillingfriimyau, 
L-ady  Grace.  What  think  you  now  ? 
Lord  To-iun.   I  am  confidering  * 

Lady  Grace.  You  fee  it's  diredted  to  him-  •*— 
•Lord  Town.  That's  true:   but  the  poiifcr<£  leems  to  be  a  rer- 
proach,  that  I  think  he  is  not  capable  of  c!  >iei-ving. 

Lady  Grace.  But  who  could  have  concern1  enough,  to  'fend  it 
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Lord  Town.  J  have  obferved 'that  thefe  fort  of  letters  from 
unknown  friends,  generally  come  from  fecret  enemies. 

Lady  Grate,  What  wfiuld  you  have  me  do  in  it  ? 

Lord  Town.  What  I  think  you  ought  to  do — fairly  ihew  it 
Jllm,  and  lay  I  advib'd  yon  ta  it. 

Lady  Grace.  Will  «dt  that  have  a  very  odd  look,  from  me  ? 

Lord  Town.  Nut  at  ali,  if  you  ufe  my  name  in  it  j  if  he  is 
innocent,  his  impatience  lo  appear  fo,  Will  dilcover  his  regard  to 
you.  If  he  is  guiltyr  it  will  be  your  beft  way  of  preventing 
his  addreiTes.  •._. 

Lady  Grace;  But  what  pretence  have- I  •  to- put  him  oW  o£vj 
countenance  ?  » 

Lord  Toivrt.  I  can't  think  there's  any  fear  of  that. 

Lady  Grace.  Fray  what  is  it  you  think  then  ? 

Lord  Town.  Why  certainly^  that  it's  much  more  probable 
this  letter  may  be  all  an  artifice,  than  that  he  is  in  the  leaft 
concerned  in  it1- 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  Mr.  Manly,  my  Jord, 

Lord  Town.  Do  you  receive  ium  ;  while  iftep  a  minute  in 
to  my  lady*  [Exit  Lord  Townly. 

Enter  Manly. 

Man.  Madam,  your  moft  obedient ;  they  told  me,  my  ford 
Vas  here.  ,' 

Lady  Grace.  He  will  be  here  prefemly ;  he  is  but juft  gone  in" 
to- my  fiftcr. 

Man.  So  1  then  my  lady  dines  with  iis. 

Lady  Grace.  No  ;  ihe  is  rngag'd. 

Man,  1  hope  you  are  not  of  her  party,  madam  ? 

Lady  Grace.   Not  till  after  dinner. 

Man.  And  pray  how  may  fne  have  difpos'd  ofthe  reft  of  the 
d«y  ? 

Lady  Grace.  Mach  as  ufual  !  Ihe  has  vifits  'tilF  about  ei^ht ; 
after  that,  'till  court-time,  the  is  to  be  at  quadrillfrat  Mrs.  Idle's  : 
after  the  drawing-room,  Ihe  takes  a  (hort  fupper  with  my  lady 
Moonlight :  and  from  thence,  they  go  together  to  my  lord  Noble's 
affembly. 

Man.  And  are-yovj  to  do  all  this  with  her^  madam  ?. 

Lady  Grace.  Only  a  few  of  the  vilits  ;  I  would  indeed  have' 
drawn  her  to  the  play  ;  but  1  doubt  we  have  fo  much  upon  our 
kands,  that  it  will  not  be  practicable. 

Man.  But  how  can  you  forbear  all  the  reft  of  it  ? 

Lady  Grace.  There's  no  great  merit  in  forbearing,  what  one  is 
not  charm'd  with. 

Man.  And  yet  I  have  found  that  very  difficu.lt  in  my  time. 

Lady  Graie.   How  .do  you  mean  ? 

Man.  Why,  1  have  pafs'd  a  great  deal  of  my  life  in  the  hurry 
of  the  ladies,  though  I  was  generally  better  pleas 'd  when  1  was  af 
quiet  without  'em. 

JUdy  G.rwc,  What  indue! d  you,  then,  to  be  with  them  ? 
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>Idlenefs,  and  the  fafhion. 
lLady  Grace.  No  miftrefles  in.  the  cafe-? 

Man.  To  fpeak  honeftly-! Yes -being. often  in  the  toy* 

•fhop,  there  was  no  forbearing  the  bawbjes. 

Lady  Grace.  And  of  courfe,  I  fuppofe  Sometimes  you  were 
,  tempted  to  pay  for  thenvtwice  as  much  as  they  were  worth-. 

Man.  Why  really,  where  fancy  only  makes  the  choice,  ma- 
tiam,  no  wonder  if  vie  are  generally  bubbled  in  thofe  fort  of  bar 
gains,  which  J  confefs  has  been  often  my  cafe :  for  I  had  c\m- 
ftantly  fome  coquette,  or  other,  upon  my  hands,  whom  I  could 
-love  perhaps  juft  enough^,  to  put  it  in  her  power  to  pisgue  me. 

Lady  Grace.  And  that's  a  pow'r,  I  doubt,  commonly  made 
•wfe  of. 

Man.  The  amours  of  a  coquette,  madam,  feldom  have  any  other 
:view!  Llook.  upon  them,  and  prudes,  to  be  nuifances,  juft  alike ; 
;tho'  they  feem  very  different.:  the  firil  are  always  plaguing  the 
men  ;  and  the  other  are  always  abufing.thfc  women. 

Lady  Grace.  And  yet  both  of  them  do  it  for  the  fame  .vain 
,  ends  ;  to  eftablilh  a  falfe  character  of  being  virtuous. 

Man.  Of  being  chafte,  they  mean  ;  for  they  know  no  other 
^virtue:  and,  upon  the  credit  of  that,  they  traffick  in  every  thing 
«clfe,  that's  vicious:  they  (even  agaieft  nature)  keep  their  chat- 
•..thy,  only'becaufe  they  find  they  have  more  power  to  do  mifchief 
,%vith  it,  than  they  -could  poffibly  put  in  practice  without  it. 

Lady  Grace.  Hold  !  Mr.  Manly :  1  am  afraid  this  fevere 
^pinipn  of  the  fex,  is  owing  to  the  ill  choice  you  have  made  of 
.your  miftrefl>i. 

Man.  In  a  great  me.afure  it. may  be  fo,;  but,  .madam,  if  both 
;thefe  characters  are  fo  odious  ;  how  .vaftly  valuable  is  that  wo- 
,jnan,  v/ho  has  attain.'xl  all  they,  aim  at  without  the  aid  of  the 
.folly  or  .vke  of  either  ! 

Lady  Grace.  I  believe  thofe  fort  of  women  to  ,be  as  fearce, 
;"Sir,  as  the  men  that  believe  there  are  any  futh  ;  or  that  allowing 
iiqch  have  virtue  enpugh  to  deferve  them. 

Man.  That  cwkl  de-ferve  them  then— - — had  been  a  more  fa- 
,-vourable  reflexion  ! 

Lady  Grace.  Nay,  I  fpeak  only  from  my  little  experience  :  for 

V(F11  be  free  with  you,  Mr.  Manly)  j  don't  .know  a  man  in  the 

world,  that,  in  appearance,  might  better  pretend  to  a  woman  of 

the  firft  merit,  than  yourfelf :  and  yet  I  have  a  jreafon,  in  my 

.hand,  here,  to  think  you  have  your  failings. 

Man.  1  have  infinite,  madam  ;  but  I  am  fure,  the  want  of  an 

/implicit  refpe£  for  you,  is  not  among  *he  number pray  what 

is  in  your  hand,  madam  ? 

Lady  Grace.  Nay,  Sir,  I  have  no  .title  to  it  j  for  the  direc 
tion  is  to  you.  £Giv*s  him  n  letter. 

Man.  To  me  i   I  don't  remember  the  hand — Iliads  to  bimfclf. 

l&dy  Grace.  1  can't  jserceive  any  charge  of  guilt  in  him  1  and 
his  furprife  feems  natural  ]  [^/TJf.J-^- — Give  me  leave  to  tell 
you  one  thing  by  the  way,  Mr.  Manly ;  that  I  ihould  nevejt 
luvc  ihewn  you  this,  bu:  that  my  biother  enjom'd  me  to  it. 
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Man.  I  take  that  to  proceed  from  my  lord's  good  opinion  of 
me,  madcfm. 

Lady  Grace.  I  hope,  at  leaft,  it  will  ftand  ai  an  excufe  for 
my  taking  this  liberty. 

Man.  1  never  yet  faw  you  do  any  thing,  madam,  that  wan- 
"ted  an  excufe  ;  and,  I  hope,  you  will  net  give  me  an  inftancc 
to  the  contrary,  by  refilling  the  favour  I  am  going  to  afk.  you. 

Lady  Grace.  I  don't  believe  I  lhallrefule  any,  that  you  think 
proper  to  aflc. 

Man.  0nly  this,  madam^  to  Indulge  me  fo  far,  as  to  let  me 
know  Kow  this  letter  came  into  your  hands. 

Lady  Grace.  Inclos'd  to  me  in  this>  without  a  name. 

Man.  If  there  be  no  fecret  in  the  contents,  madam — p— 

Lady  Gract.  Why there  is  an  impertinent  insinuation  in 

It  :-but  as  I  know  your  good  fenfe  will  think  it  fo  too,  I  will 
venture  to  truft  you. 

Man*?  You'll  oblige,  me,  madam. 

[He  takes  the  othtr  letter  and  rtzds, 

Lady  Grace.  [Afide.~]  Now  anvl  in  the  oddeft  fnuation  \  me- 
thinks  pur  converfation  grows  terribly  critical!  This  muft  pro 
duce  fomething  :»•  •  O  iud  1  would  it  were  over! 

Man.  Now,  madam,  I  begin  to  have  forne  light  ins>  the  poor 
project,  that  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  this. 

Lady  Grace.  T'have  no  notion  of  what  could  berpropofed  by  it ! 

Man.  A  little  patience,  madam- Firft",  as  to  the-inftnuation 

you  mention 

Lady  Grace.  O  !  what  is  he  going  to  fay  now  !  [Afidt. 

Man.  Tho'  my  intimacy  with  my  lord  may  haVe  allow'4  my 
vifits  to  have  been  very  frequent  ,here  of  late ;  yet,  in  fuch  a 
talking  town  as  this,  you  muft  not  wonder,  if  a'  great  many  of 
thofe  vifits  are  plac'd  to  your  account :  and  this  taken  for  granted, 
I  fuppofe  has  been  told  to  my  lady  Wronghead,  as  a  piece  of 
news,  fince  her  arrival,  not  improbably  without  many  more  im 
aginary  circumflances. 

Lady  Grace.  My  lady  Wronghead  1 

Man.  Ay,  madam,  for  I  am  pofitive  this  is  her 'hand  ! 

Lady  Grace.  What  view  could  Ihe  have  in  writing  it  ? 

Man.  To  interrupt  any  treaty  of  marriage,. -(he  may  have  heard 
I  am  engaged  in :  becaufe,  if  I  die  without  heirs,  her  family  ex 
pects  that  fome  part  of  my  eftate  may  return  to  them  again.  But, 
I  hope,  Ihe  is  fo  far  mittaken,  that  if  this  letter  has  given  you 

the  leaft  uneafinefs : — I  fhall  thfnk  that  the  happieil  moment 

of  my  life. 

Lady-  Grace.  That  does  not  carrv  your  ufual  cemplaifance, 
Mr.  Manly. 

Man.  Yes,  madam,  becaufe  I  am  fare  I  cannot  convince  you 
of  my  innocence* 

Lady  Grace.  I  am  fure  T  have  no  right  to  inquire  into  it. 

Man.  Suppofe  you  may  not,  madam ;  yet  you  may  very  inno 
cently  have  Jo  much  curieiity. 

Lady 
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Lady  Grace.  With  what  an  artful   gentlenefs   he    Heals  m 
y   ftjiln'on  !     ^_Afide^\  .Well,    Sir,   I   v/on't  pretend  to  have 


rny 

little  of  the  woman  in  me,   as  to  want  cufio/uy' but  sway  do 

you  fuppofe,  then,  this  Myrtilla.  is  A  rea'l,  or  a  fittitious 
name  r 

Maii.   Now  I  recollect,   rrndim,   there  is  a  young  woman,  in 
the  Uoufe,  where  my  lady  Wrottjhead  lodges,  that  I  heard  fume- 

Jbody  call  Myrtilla  :   this  letter,  may  be   written  by  her — buc 

how  it  came  direAed  to  me,  I  confefs  is  a  mytferT  ;  'that  before 
I  ever  prefume  to  feeyouY'lidyfliip  again,  I  think  my feif  obliged, 
in  honour,  to  find  out.  '  [Gnng.. 

Lady  GV.7<rf.  Mr.  Manly- you  are  not  going  ? 

Man.  Tis  but  to  the  next  ftreCt,  madam  ;   I  '(hail  be  back  in     - 
ten  minutes. 

La  jy  G  -ace.  Nay  1  but  dinner's  juft  corning  up. 

Man.  Madam,  I  can  neither  ear,  nor  rert/niH'  I  fee  an  end 
of  this  a  flair  1  \ 

Lady  Grace.  But  this  isfoodd  !  why  fhould  any  filly  curiofity 
of  mine  drive  you  away  ? 

Man,  Since  you  won't  fuffer  it  to  be  yours,  madam  \t  then  it 
frail  be  only  to  fatisfy  my  own  curiofity— — ~\_Fv:t  Manly. 

Lady  Gract.  Well- and  now,  what  am  I  to  think  of  aU 

this  ?  or  fuppofe  an  indifferent  perfon  had  heard  evvi-y  word  we 
have  faid  to  one  another,  what  would  they  have  thought  oa't  ? 
would  it  have  been  very  abfurcl'"to  conclude,  he  is  ferioufly  in 
clined  to  pafs  the  reft  of  his  life  with  me  ? 1  hop?:  not 

for 'I  am  fore,  the  cafe  is  terribly  clear  on    my  tide!   anil   why 

may  not   I,  without  vanitr,    fuppofe   my • — unaccountable 

forftewhat 'has  done  as  much  execution  up/on. him  ? -why — 

Vetaufe  he  never  told  rhe  fo — nay,  he  has  not  fo  muJi  as  men- 
ti(^ed  the  word  love,  or  ever  faid  one  civil  thing' tr>  my  peifon — 
•Well — ''Ut  he  has  faid  a  thbuVand  to  my  good  opinion,' and  has 

•'  derttebly  got  it had  he  fpoke  firft  to  my  perfon,  he'hkd.paid  a 

4&$  il4*bmplimentto  my  unckrllanding — I  /houlci  have  thought 
hirri  impertinent,  and  never  have  troubled  my  ht-acl  about  hurt  ; 
l«^:aS  he  has  manag'd  the  matter,  at  L-ail  I  amTure  of  one  th;og, 
thtaffUS: his  thoughts  be  what  they  wiM,  I  faali  IVVIT  trouble  nay 
Jwa*;*boufSny  otherfiran,  as  long  as  I  live. 

Enter  Mrs.  Trufty. 
Well,  Mrs.  Trofty,  is  my  fitter  dreis'd  yet  ? 

Trnjly.  Yes,  madam  ;  but  my  lord  Jus  b'e^  courting  tier  fj,  I 
fhlftkv't;ll  ihey  are  both  out  of  liwmo.ur. 

La«Tv  Grace.   How  fo  ? 
-•  Trw//.  Why,  it  began,  m?idrtm,  v/i:h  ii:.;  lurdihip's  defiring  !;?r 

ladyfbip  to  dine  at  home  to-day: -unou  whicii  my  lauy  faid  i^e 

could  not  be  ready  ;  upon  lhat,  my  lord  orclereU  them  to  ftay  the 
dinner,  and  then  my  lady  ordered  the  coach;  theti  my  lord  roo'<. 
her  fliort,  and  faid,  he  bad  oTdcr'd  the  cc-ichmfcft  ta  fer  up  :.  the  a 
my  lady  made  him  a  great  curtefy,  and  faid,  Ihe  wn&M  waic  'nil 
h'-i  lordibip's  kcrfts  had  dio'd,  and  was  Tivighty  plcafaw-'-.  >,r;t  for 
»  :••« 
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fear  of  the  worft,  madam,  fhe  whifpef'd  me to  get  hef  clftur 

ready.  [  Exit  Tru fty, 

Lady  Grace.  $  here 'they  come;  and,  by  their  looks,  feem  a( 
little  unfit  for  company.  [E-1lt  Lady  Grace. 

Enter  L.a(fy  Town!}*,  Lrtd  Ttoyinly  following. 

Lady  Town.  Well-!  look  yoUj  my  lord ;  I  pan  bear  it  no 
longer  !  nothing '11111' but  about  my  faults,  my  faults  I  an  agree 
able  fuhjeft  truly  ! 

.  Lord  T-VMH..  Why,,  mad&an,  if  you  won't  hear  of  them ;  how 
can  I  ever  hope  to  fee  you  mend  them  ? 

Lady-  Tcciw.  Why,  I  don't  irttend  to  mend  them — I  can't  mtnd 
them — ' — you  know  I  have  tr/'d  to  do 'it  an  hundred  times,  jwid 
—it  harts  .me  fo— rl  can't. Bear  it ! 

Lord"  Town.  fin d  IJ  madam,  can't  bear  this  daily  licentious; 
abule  of  your  time  and  character. 

Lady  TV-MI'.  Abufe  !  afionifhingl'  when  the  tfniverfe  knows, 
I  am  never  better  cfcmpahy,  than  when  I  am  doing  what  1  have 
a -mind i  to  |  but  to  fee  this  world-!  that  men  can  never  get  over 
that  iiily  fpint-of  con  trad  fell  on— •> — why  buj:  laft  Thurfday  BOW, 

there  you  wiftly  amemled  o«c-of  my  faults  as  you -call. th'ero 

you   infilkd  yipon  my  not  goin^  to  the  mafqutrade — —  in* 

pray,  what  was  the  confcqucnce  1  Was  net  I  as  crofs  as  the  deyil, 
all  the  night  after,?  was  not  I  forc'd  to  get;cpmpany  at-  home  • 
and  was  not  it  almoft  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  before  I 
•was  aWe  to  come  to  myfc-lf  again  ?  and  then  the  faijh  is  not 
i^eiuled  neither,— ———for  next  time,|  I  fliall  only  have  twice 
tKe  mclinstion  to  go:  fo  that  all  this  mending,,  and"  mending* 
Vou  fee,r  is  bdt'dearning  an  old  ruiHc,  to  make  it  worfc  than  it 
was  before. ' 

Lord  Town.  Well,  th'c  manner  of  vwn^ns  living,  of  late,, 
;s  tynfiipportable;'  and  one  way  or  other — —- 

Lady  Tmun.   It's  to  be  mended,  I  iuppofe  \  why  fo  it  mav  : 

Kut  then,  my  dear  lord,  y9U  muft  give  ene  time and  when 

things  are  at  worft,  you  know,  they  may,  mend  thcmfelves !  ha  »• 
haf. 

Jfiord  Town.  Madam  '.  I  am  not  in  a  humour,  now-,  to  tritl* 

Lady  Town.  Why  then,  my  lord,  one  word  vf  fajr  argument, 

—to  talk  with  you,  your  own   way   now you  complain,  of 

my  late  hours,  and  I  of  your  early  ones fo  far  are  we  even, 

you'll  allow but  pray  which  gives  us  the  belt  figure  in  the- 

eye  of  the  polite  world  ?  my  adtive,  fjvvited  three  in  the  morn- 
Ing,  or  your,  dull  drowfy  eleven  at  night?  Now,  I  think,  one 
has  the  air  of  a  woman  of  quality,  and  t'other  of  a  plodding  me 
chanic,. that  goes  to  be^  betimes,  that  he  may.  rife  early,  toopea 
iiis  Ihop  '.—Faugh  ! 
_  Lord  Town.  Fy,  fy,  madim!  is  this  your  way  of  reafoning  >' 

*tis  time  to  wake  you  then 'tis  not  your  ill  hours  alone,  that 

*fturb  me,  but:  as  often  the  ill' company,  that  occafion  thofe  ill 
hours. 

Lady  Town.  Sure  I  don't  underftand  you  now,  my  lord  J  what 
iil  company  do  I  keep  ? 
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iurt.  Why,  at  beft,  women  that  lofe  their  money,  and 
>tnen  that  win  it !  Or,  perhaps,  men  that  are  voluntary  babbles 
,at  one  game,  in  hopes  a  lady  will  give  them  fair  play  at  another- 
-Then  that  unaveidabl>r  mixture  with  known  rajkes,  .conceal'd 
thieves,  and  (h-arpers  i;i  embroidery—- — or  w.hnt.,  to  me,  is  Hill 
*nore  (hacking,  that  herd  of  familiar  chattering  crop-e,ar'd,  cox- 
cembs,  *vh»  are  fo  often  like  monktys,  there  wotO-d  be  no  know 
ing  them  a  kinder)  but  that  their  tails'hang  from  their  head,  and 
the /moukev's  grows  where  it  fhould  do. 

Lady  Town.  And  a  hulband  mull  give  eminent  nroof  of  his 
fenfe,  that>thinks  their  powder-putts  dangerous. 

iLord  Town.-  Their  being  fools,  madam,  is  not  always  the 
hwlbarwi's  fecurity  :  or  if  it  were,  fortune,  fometimes,  jjives-  them 
advantages  might 'make  a  thinking  woman  tremble.  f 

Lady  Tvtun.  What  do  -you  -meian  > 

Lord  Tear//.'  That  women,  fome_titnes,4<>fe  more  than  they  are 
able  to  pay ;  and  if  a  creditor  be  a  little  prefn'ng^the  lady  may,be 
»cduc'd  tp  try  if,  iu(tead  of  gold,  the  gentleman  will  accept  of  a 
trinket. 

Lady  Town.  My  lord,  you  grow  fcurrilous ;  you'll  make  me 
Jiate  you.  I'll  have  you  to  know,  I  keep  company  wjth  the 
politeit  people  in  town,  and  the  afft-mblies  1  hvqaent  aie  full 
of  fuch. 

Lord  'Town.  So  are  the  churches — . — now  and  :ther». 

Lady  'Town.  My  friends  frequent  them  too,  as  well  as  the 
aflembl'es. 

Lord  Town.  Yes,  and  weuld  do  it  ofrner,  if  a  groom  of  the 
•hambers  were  there  allowed  to  furnifh  cards  to  the  company. 

La^y  Toivn.  I  lee  what  you  drive  at  all  this  while  ;  you  would 
Uy  an  imputation  on  my  fame,  to  cover  your  own  avarice  !  I 
might  take  any  pleasures,  i  find,  that  were  net  expenfive. 

Lord  Town.  Have  a :  care,  madam  ;  don't  let  me  think  you 
only  value  yourchaftity^to  make  me  re^roachablefor  not  indulg 
ing  you  in  every  thing  elfe,  that's  vicious- — —I,  madam,  have  a 
reputation  too,  to  guard,  that's  dear  to  me,  as  yours — • — The  follies 
of  an  ungovern'd  wife  may  make  the  wifeft  man  uneafy  ;  but  'tis 
his  own  fail  It  if  ever  they  make  him  contemptible. 

Lady  Town.  My  lord — you  would  make  a  woman  mad  1 

Lord  Town.    You'd  make  a  man  a  fool. 

Lady  Town.  If  heav'n  '  has  made  you  othenvife,  that  won't 
be  in  my  power. 

Lord  Town.  Whatever  may.be  in  your"  inclination,  madam  ; 
I'll  preyent  you  making  m«  a  beggar  at  leatt.^ 

Lady  Town.  A  beggar  !  Crcefus  !  I'm  out  of  patience  !( I  won't 
come  home  'till  four  to-morrow  morning. 

Lord  Town.  That  may  be,  madam ;  but  I'll  order  the  doors 
to  be  lock'd  at  twelve. 

Ladr  Tbwtt.-Thcn  I  won't  come  home  'till  to-morrow  night. 
D  4 
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L«rd  Tow;/.  Then,  'madam ; —you  (hall  never  c<vne  home 

again.  [£,••://  /.o-W  Town. 

Lady  Tc.-^vn.  What  does  h£  mean  !  I  never  heard  fisch  a  word 
from  him  In  my  life  before  !  the  man  always  us'd  to' have  man 
ners  in  his  worft  humours !  there's  fomcthing,  that  I  dqn',t  fee, 

at  the  bottom  of  all  this but  Ivs  head's  always  upon   fome 

;mpra<fticable  fcheme  or  other,  fo  I  won't  trouble  mine  any  Ion* 
ger  about  him.  Mr.  Manly,  your  fervant. 
Enter  Manry. 

Man.  I  aft  pardon  for  intrulion,  madam  ;  but  I  hope  my  ki- 
f  nefs  with  my  lord  will  excufe  it. 

Lady  Town.  1  'believe  you'll  find  him  in  the  next  room,  Suv 

Man.  Will  you  give  me  leave,  madam  ? 

Lady  Town.   Sir — VOH  have  m*  leave,  tho'  you  were  a  lady. 

Man.  ^Jldi."\  "rVhat  a  weil-bred  age  do  we  live  in  ! 

[Exit  Manly. 
Fnter  Lady  Grace. 

Lady  Town.  0  !  my  dear  lady  Grace  !  how  could  you  leavt 
ire  fo  unmercifully  alone  alt  this  while  ? 

Lady  Gnacc.  1  thought  my  lord  had  been  with  yon. 

Lady  To-wn.  Why  yes — and  therefore  I  wanted  your  relief}  f*t 
he  has  been  in  fuch  a  flutter  here— — « 

Lady  Gh-acf.  Biffs  me !   for  what  ? 

Lady  To*.1/?.  Only  our  ufual  breakfaft  ;  we  have  each  of  us 
1»a4  cmr  diih  of  matrimonial  comfort  thij  morning !  we  have 
fceen  charming  company  ' 

Lady  Grace.  1  am  mighty  glad  of  it  !  fure  it  muft  be  a  vaft 
happincfs,  \vhtn  a  rran  and  a  wife  can  give  themfclves  the  fauia 
turn  (^f  conyerfaticn  ! 

Lady  7~Kvn.  O!  the  prettiefl  thing  in  the  world  ! 

LacJy  Gi-act.  New  1  fLould  be  afraid,  that  where  two  people 
a.r<?  every  day  together  fo,  they  Jtiuil  oiteu  be  in  want  of  forne- 
.  thing  to  talk  Uf  on. 

Lady  Tt^wn.  O  my  dear,  you  are  the  moft  miftak^n  in  the 
\Y/>rld  !  fnavrifd  people  have  thirgs  to  talk  of,  child,  that  never 

f'nrtr  into  thr  imagination  of  others. Why,  here's  noy  lord 

and  I  nowj  we  have  not  been  married  above  two  il\ort  years,  you 
Jtnow,  arid  v/e  have  already  ci^htor  ten  things con^antly  in  bank, 
that  whenever  we  wart  company,  we  can  take  up  any  one  of  them 
for  tvo  hoirrs  togtrtlier,  and  the  fubjc-tfl  never  the  flatter  f  nay,  if 
*e  have  occafi"n  for  it,  it  will  be  as  frelb  next  day  too,  as  h 
the  firfl  hour  it  entertain 'd'  us. 

Lady  Office.  Certa-nly  that  muft  be  vaflly  pretty. 

Lady  Twn.  O  !   taere's  ro  life  like  it!   \vhy  t'other  day  fox 
example,  when  you  din'd  abread  ;  my  lord  and  1,  after  a  ••f-: 
chearful  icte  a  tete  meal,  fat  us  down  by  the  f. re-fide,  in  an  eeiV, 
iridolcnt,  puk-tooih  vay,  for  alwut  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  a$  ifr 

"w-e  had  not  thought  of  any  other's  being  in  the  room . 

ti  iaft,  iu'ctchir.g  himfdf  ar.d  yawning  — —  Mr  tl.,ar,  fays  h'e,— • 
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aw you  came  home  very  late,  laft  night 'Twas  but  juft 

turn'd  of  two,   fays  I 1   was  in   bed — aw by  eleven  » 

fays  he  :   fo  you  are  every  night,  lays   I Well;  fays   he,   I 

am  amaz'd  you  can  fit  up  fo  late hovv  can  you   be   amaz'd, 

fays  I,  at  a  thing  that  happens  fo  often  ?— • — -upon  which  \vi- 
en,ter'd  into  a  conversation— -and  tho'  this  is  a  point  has  enter 
tain' d  us  above  fifty  times  already,  we  always  find  fo  many  prf  uv 
new  things  to  fay  upon  it,  that  I  believe' in  my  foul,  it  will -lalt 
as^long  as  we  live. 

Lady  Grace.   B.u,t  pray  !   in  fuch  fort  of  family  dialogues  (tho*  t 
extremely  well  for  pailing  the  time)  don't  there,  nosv  and  then, 
enter  fomc  little  witty  fort  of  bittern efs  ? 

JLady  Town.  O  yes !  which  does  not  do  amifs  at  all !  A  fnvrt 
repartee,  with  a  zcft  of  recrimination  at  the  head  of  it,  makes  the 
prettierft  iherbet ;  ay,  ay!  if  we  did  not  mix  a  little  of  the  acid 
w^th  jr.,  a  matrimonial  fociety  would  be  fo  lufcious,"  that  nothing 
but  an  old  liquorifh  prude  would  be  able  to  bear  it. 

Lady  Grace.  Well, — : — -certainly  you  have  die  moft  elegant 
tafte 

Lady  Town.  TW  to  teh  you  the  truth,  my  dear,  I   rather 
.think  we  fqueez'd  a  little  too  much  lemon  into  ir,  this  bout  ;  for 
it  grew  fo  four  at  larr,  that — I  think—---!  almoft  told  him,  he' ' 
w^s,  a  fool — T— and  he  again — — talk'd  fomething  oddly  of—— 
turning  me  out  of  doors. 

Lady  Grace.  O }   have  a  care  of  that ! 

Lady  Town.  N^y,  if  he  Ihould,  I  may  thank  my  own-wife 
father  for  that ^- 

Lady  Grace.  How  fo  ?  » 

Lady  Town.  Why when  my  good  lord  firft  open'd  his 

honourable  trenches  before  me,  my  unaccountable  papa,  in  whole 
hands  I  then  was,  gave  me  up  at  difcretion. 

Lady  Grace.    Ho>v  .do  you  mean  ? 

Lady  Town.  He  faid,  the  wives  of  this  age  we're  coroe  to  that 
pafs,  that  he  would  not  ileiire  even  his  own  daughter  Ihcmkl   be 
trj/rfted  w'.th  pm-money  ;  fo  that  my  whole  train  of  ft-parate  in 
clinations  are  left  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  an   huiband's  odd  . 
humours 

Lady  G'-ace.  V7hy,  that,  indeed,  is  enough  to  make  a  wo 
man  of  fjiirit  look  about  her  1 

Lady  Town.  Nay,  but  to  be  ferious,  my' dear;  what  would 
you  really  have  a  woman  do  in  my  cafe  ? 

Ladv  Grace.    Why —if  I  .had  a   fober   hufban.d  as  you 

have,  I  would  make  myfelf  the  hnppieft  wife  in  the  world  by 
bein^  as  fober  ah  he. 

L-idy  rawir.  O!  you  wicked  thing1  how  can  you  teize  one  ar  this 
rate  :  when  you  kno.v  he  is  fo  very  fobt-r,  that  (t-xcf,>t  %  v  nig  me, 
nyjncy)  mere  is  not  one  thicg.  in'  tho  world  he  can  do  to  pleafe  me  I 
and  1  at  the  fame  "ime,  partly  by  nature,  and  parr,-,  pcr.-sa.,)',,  b>f 
keeping  the  belV  company,  do  with  my  foul  hweaimo't  every  thing 
.he  hales  1  I  dote  upon  ailcmblies  !  my  heart  bounds  it  a  ball; 
D  3  and 


4,4          V&e  P*orox*D  HUSBAKV,  Or, 

and  at  an  opera 1  expire  f  then  1  love  play  to  diftra&ion  ! 

eards  inchant  me  !  and  dice — put  me  out  of  my  little  wits  !  dear  I 
dear  hazard !  oh !  what  a  flow  of  fpirit*  it  gives  one !  do  you 
never  play  at  hazard,  child? 

\Lauy  Grate.  Oh  !  never  !  I  don't  think  it  fits  well  upon  wb* 
rain;  there's  fomething  fo  mafculin?,  fo  much  the  air  of  a  rake 
in  k  J  you  fee  how  it  makes  the  men  f.vear  and  curie  !  and  when 

4  wormn  is  thrown  into  tfee  fame  paffion— why 

Lady  Town.  That's  very  true!  one  is  a  little  put  to  it,  feme- 
times,  not  to  make  ufe  of  the  fame  words  to  exprefs  it. 

Lady  Grace.  Well — and,  upon  ill  luck,  pray  what  words  arft 
you  really  forc'd  .to  make  ufe  of? 

Lady  Town.  Why  upon  a  very  hard  cafe,    indeed,    when  a 
fad  wrong  word  is  rifing,  juft  to  one's  tongue's  end,  I  give  a  great 

gulp and  fwallow  it* 

Lady-GVfftt.  Well and  is  rot  that  enough  to  make  yoit 

fojrfwear  play,  jffi  long  as  you  live  > 

Lady  Tvl-n.  O  yes :  I  have  forfworn  it. 
Lady  G  ace.  Serioufly  ? 

Lady  Trran.  Solemnly  1  a  thoufand  times ;  but  then  ^|ne  Is 
cpriftatith'  forfworn, 

Lady  Grace.  And  kow  can  you  anfwer  that  ? 
Lady  Tfi'ii'H.  My  dear,  what  we  fay,  when  we  are  lolers,  we 
look  upon  to  be  ne  more  binding  than  a  lover's  oath,  or  a  great 
man's  promife.     But  I  b<-g  pardon,  child  j   I  ftiould  not  lead  you 
fo  far  into  the  world  ;  you  are  a  prude,  and  defigfl  to  live  fnberfy. 
Lady  Grsce.  Why,  I  confc/s,  my  nature,  and  my  education 
tb,  in  a  good  degree,'  incline  me  that  way. 

Lady  Town.  Well!  how  a. woman  of  fpirit  (for  you  don't 
want  that,  child)  can  dreara  of"  living  foberhr,  is  to  me  incon 
ceivable  !  for  you  will  many,  I  fuppofe. 
(Lady  Gracf.  1  can't  tell  but  I  may. 
Lady  Town.  And,  won't  you  live  in  town  ? 
Laciy  Grate*  Half  the  year,  1  fhould  like  it  very  well. 
Lady  Tvwn.  My  ftars !  and  you  would  really  live  in  Londoft 
haH*  the  year  to  be  fober  in  it  ? 
La»!y  Grace.  Why  not  ? 

Lady  To-wtf.  Why  can't  you  as  well  go,  and  be  fober  in  the 
country  ? 

Lady  Grace.  So  I  would— ——— t'other  half  year. 
Lady  Zpuvf.  And   pray,    what   comfortable   fchotne   of  life 
would  you  form  now,  for  your  fuaimer  and  winter  fober  enter 
tainments  ? 

Lady  Grace.  A  fchcrr.e  that  I  think  might  very  well  content  us* 
Lady  Tvwn.  O  !   of  all  things  let  us  hear  it. 
Lady  Grace.  Why,  in  fummer,  I  could  pafs  my  leifure  hours 
in  ndir.g,'  in  reading,  walking  by  a  canal,  or  fitting   at  the  end 
cf  it  under  a  great  tree ;   in  drefiing,  dining,  chatting  with  an 
iigcceablc  friend ;  peiiiafis,  hearing  a  little  mufic,  taking  a  diih 
W  tea,  or  a  garr.e  of  cards,  ft/berly  I  managing  my  family;  look 
ing 
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ng  into  its  accounts,  pi-wing  with  my  children  (if  I   had   any) 

or    in    a   thoufarvd   other   innocent    amufemems foberly  ! 

and  poiTibly,  by  thefe  means,  I  might  induce  my  hulband  to  be 

»s  fober  as  rnyftjK 

Lady  Town.  VVell,  my  dear,  thou  art  an  aftonifhing  creature  ! 
ror  fure  fuch  primitive  antediluvian  notions  of  life,  have  n-ot  been 

i  any  head  thefe  tho«fa;id  years under  a  great  tree  !  O'  my 

ul  1 — —but  I  beg  we  may  have  the  f&ber  town-fchen'io  too— 

"or  I  am  charm'd  with  the  country  one  ! 

Lady  Grace.  You  ihail,  and  I'll  try  to  ftkfk  to  my  fobr'cty 
here  too. 

Lady  Tvwn.  Well,  tho'  I'm  fure  it  will  give  me  the  vapours, 
!.  mult  hear  it  however. 

Lady  Grace.  Why  then,  for  fear  of  your  fainting,  madam, 
f  will  firft  ib  far  co.nc  into  the  fafhion,  that  I  would  never  bo 

idren.'d  aut  of  it but  flill  it  fhould  be  foberly.     For  I  can't 

think  it  any  d;fgrace  to  a  woman  of  my  private  fortune,  not  to 
wear  her  lace  as  fine  as  the  wedding-fuit  of  a  firft  duchtfs.  Tho* 
the>c  is  one  extravagance T  would  venture  to  come  up  to. 

Lady  Town.  Ay  now  for  if • 

Lady  Grace.  I  would  evevy  day  be  as  clean  as  a  bride. 
Lady  Town.  Why  the  men  fay,  that's  a  great  ftep  to  be  made 
rue — Well  now  VQU  are  dreft — pray  let's  fee  to  what  purpofe-? 
Lady  Grace.  I   would  vifit — that   is,  my  real  friends ;   but  35 

Httle  for  form  as  pofiible. 1  would  go  to  court ;    fometimts 

to  an  alTcmbly,  nay,  play  at  quadrille — foberly  :  I  would  fee  all 
the  good  plays ;  and,  (becaufe  'tis  the  fa(hioa)  now  and  then  an 
opera — but  I  weuld  not  expire  there,  for  fear  I  ihould  never  ga 
again.  :  and  laftly,  I  can't  fay,  but  for  curiofuy,  if  1  lik'd  my 
company,  I  might  be  dra\frn  in  once  to  a  mafqaerade  !  And  this, 
I  think,  is  as  far  as  any  woman  can  go — foberly. 

Lady  Twin.  Well  i  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  laft  piece  of 
ibbriety,  I  \vasjuft  going  to  call  for  fome  furfeit-water. 

Lady  Grace.  Why,  don't  you  think,  with  the  farther  aid  of 
Srcakfafting,  dining,  taking  the  air,  tupping,  fleecing,  not  to  fay 
it.  word  of  devotion,  the  four  and  twenty  hours  might  roll  over  in 
a  tolerable  manner  ? 

Lady  Town.  Tolerable  ?  Deplorable  !  Why,  child,  all  you 
jrropofe,  is  but  to  indure  life,  now  1  waiU  to  enjoy  it— — — 

Enter  Mrs.  Trufty.  { 

Trufi.   Madam,  yo'^r  ladyfhip's  chair  is  ready. 
Lady  Town.  Have  the  footmen  their  white  flambeaux  yet  ?  for 
Jail  night  I  was  poifon'd. 

Truji.   Yes,  madam  :  there  were  fome  come  in  this  morning. 

[Exit  Trufty. 
Lady  Ttnvrt.  My  dear,   you  will  cxcufe   me;    bat  yo-u  know 

tny  time  is  fo  precious 

Lady  Grace.  That  I  beg  I  may  not  hinder  your  leail  enjoyment 
*f  it. 

cw».  You  will  call  on  me  at  lady  Revel's  ? 

Lady 
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Lady  G'-nc'e.  Certainly. 

Lady  Toiun.  But  I  ain  fo  afraid  It  will  break  Into  yourfcheme., 
my  dear ! 

Lady  Grace.  When  it  dors,  I  will — foberly  break  from  you. 

Lady  Town.  Why  then,  'till  we  meet  again,  dear  M«r,  I 
wirh  you  all  tolerable  happinels.  [Exit  Lady  Town. 

Lady  Grace.  -There  Jhe  goes-^-Dafh  !  into  her  ftream  of  p'lea- 
fures  !  peer  Woman  !  Ihe  is  really  a  fine  creature  !  and  fbmetimes 
infinitely  agreeable!  nay,  take  h*r  out  of  the  mad-nefs  of  this 
town,  rational  in-her  noti»ns,  and  tafy  to  live  with  :  bu{  fhe  is 
fo  borne  down  by  this  torrent/of  vanity  in  vogue,  Jhe  thinKs  every 
liQur  of  her  life  is  loft  that  (he  does  not  'lead  at  the  head  of  it. 

What  it  will  end  in,  I  tremble  to  imagine  ! :Ha  I.  my  brother, 

and  Manly  with  him  !    i  gutfs  what  they  have  been  talking  of— 

I  ihall  hear  it  in  ray  turn*  I  fupp^ie,  but  it  won't  become  me  to  . 

be  inquifhive.  [Exit  Lady  GIA^., 

Enter  Lord  Townly  and  Manly. 

"JLord  Town.  I  did  not  think  my  lady  Wronghead  had  .fuch  z 
-notable  brain  :  tho'  .l-jcan't  fay  fhe  was  fo  very  wife,  in  trufting  ; 
this  filly  girl  you  call  'Myrtilla,  with  the  fecret. 

Man.  No/ my  lord,  you  miftake  me,  had  the  gill  been  in 
the  fecret,  perhaps  I  had  never  epme  at  it  myfelf. 

Lord  Town.  Why  I  thought  you  faid  the  girl  writ  this  letter  , 
to  you,  and  that  my  lady.Wrongbead  fent  it  inclos'd  tomy  fitter  ? 

'Man.   If  you  pleafe  to  give  -me  leave,  nay  lord — —the  fa$ 

is  thu? this  indos'd  letter  to  .  lady  Grace  was  a  real   original  - 

One,  written  by  this  girl,  to  the  count  we  have  been  talking  of; 
the  count  drops  it,    and   my  lady  W^renghead  finds   it;    then,  , 
only  changing  the  cover,  fhe  feals  it  up  as  a  letter  of  buliocfs, 
juft  written  by  herfelf,  to  me  ;   and  pretending  to  be  in  a  huny,  , 
gets  this  innocent  girl  to  write  the  diirq<ftion,  for  her. 

Lord  TOVJH.  Oh  !  then  the  girl  did  not  knyw  fhe  was  fuper- 
fcribing  a  billet-doRX  of  her  own  to  you  r 

Man.   No,  my  lord;   for  when  I  firft  queft:on'd  her  about 
the  direction,   (he  owrx'd  it  immediately  :   but  wlun  I  fljew'd  her  ' 
that  her  letter  to  the  count  v/as  within  it,  ar.d  told  her  how  it 
carne  into  my  hands,  the  poor  creature  was  ama-z'd,  and  thought  ; 
herfelf  betray'd  both  by  the  ceunt  and  my  lady — ;n   ii"'.*^,   upon 
this  difcovery  the  girl  and  I  grew  fo  gracious,  that  (he  has  let  me 
into  fome  tranfaftions,  in  my  lady  Wrunghead'b  fanv.lv,  which^  ' 
with  my  having  a  careful  eye  over  them",  may   prevent  the  ii>m 
of  K. 

Lord  Tovjn.  You  are  very  generous,  to  be  foLcitous  for  a  lady  r 
that  has  given  you  io  much  uneatim-fs. 

Man.  But  I  will  be  moft  unmerc, fully  icvevged  of  her  ;  for  I 
will  do  her  thegreatelt  fnendlhi[>  in  the  work; — agninit  her  will. 

Lopd  fown.   W"hat   an   unco.nmcm  pailolbphy  art  thou  maiier  , 
of.i   to  make  even  ti  y  mul'ce  a  \  nit  ! 

Man.   Yet,  my  lord,  1  affurr  you,  there  Is  no  one  aftion  of  my  , 
^life  gives  me  more  pfcalure  than  your  approbation  of  it. 

f«.  Dear  Charles  ]  my  heart's  impatient,  'ull  thoa. 
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art  nearer  to  me  :  and  as'  a  proof  that  I  have  long  wifli'd  thee  fo, 
while  your  daily  conduct  has  chofen  rather  te  deferve  than  afk 
my  fiber's  favour,  I  have  been  as  fotrerlv  induffrious  to  make  her 
fer.fib'e  of  y«ur  merit  :  and  fince  on  thisoccaiion  yon  have  open'd 
yc'.:r  whole  heart  to  n>e,  'tis  now  with  equal  pjcafure?  I  affureyou, 
we  hare  both  fucceed.rd  -  Ihe  is  as  firmly  yours  - 

-.V.z/1.   Importable  1  you  flatter  me  ! 

Ix-.rd  Town*  I'm  glad  you  think  ic  flattery  :  hot  fr>e  herfelf 
ftal!  prove  it  none  :  fr.e  dims  with  us  alone  :  when*  the  fcrvar.ts 
arc  withdrawn,  I'll  open  a  converlation,that  ihall  excufe  my  leav 
ing  you  together  —  Of  Charles  !  had  I,  like  face,  been  cautious  ia 
ray  cho'ce,  what  melancholy  hours  had  this  heart  avoided  I 
'Man.  No  more  of  that,  I  beg,  my  lord  --- 

Lord  fawn.  But  'twill,  at  leair,  be  Tome  relief  to  my  anxiety 
(however  barren  of  content  the  ftate  has  been  to  me)  to  fee  fonear 
)  friend  and  fifter  happy  in  it  :   your  harmony  of  life  will  be  aa 
iftitaine  how  much  the  choice  of  tenaper  is  p^feraele  to  beauty. 
While  your  foft  hours  in  mutual  kindi/efe  snove, 
You'll  reach  by  virtue  what  I  loft  by  love.  [Exeunt, 

>c>CXXX>:>CX>C<>O^ 

AC  T.    IV.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

^  S  C  E  N  E,    Afrr.   Motherly'j   Wwft. 
Enter   Mrs.     Mothrrlv,     mutt'ng    Mvriilla. 

,  niece  !   where  is  it  pofHble  you  can  hav^  been  thcfe 
x  hours  ? 

v)  !   madam  !   I  have  fuch  a  terrible  fiory  to-  tell  you  1 
A  fiory  !•  ocls   my  life1    w^iat  have  you  done  with  the 
:ount's  rote  of  five  hundred  pound,  I  ferrt  you  about  ?    is  it  fafe  > 
s  h  good  ?  is  ic  fecurity  ? 

My,-.  Yes,  yes,  it  is  f^fe  :  but  for  its  goodncft—  -  -mercy  oa  us  ! 
'       '    been  in  a  fair  way  to  be  hang'd  aix>ut  it  ! 


:.\  The  dickens  !  has  the  rogue  of  a  count  play'd  us  ano- 
'h:-r  tvick  the  a  ? 

/«/>•-.  You  ihr.ll  hear,  ma  Jam  ;  when  I  came  to  Mr.  Cafh. 
ne  rwiker'p,  and  (hewed  him  his  note  for  five  hundred  |*undsf 
'ayable  to  tiie  count,  or  oidc-r,  in  two  months  -  he  look'd  eai'- 
ledly  u;»or.  it,  and  cltfircd  me  to  itep  into  tkc;  inner  room,  while 
£  c:;a;uin'd  his  books  —  —  after  I  had  ftaid  about  ten  minutt-s, 
^  came  m  to  me  -  clan's  to  the  door,  and  charges  rac  M-itli  a 
fefraole  for  fi.>rg»:iy. 
(  M'>th.  Ah  poor  foul  I  and  how  didft  th«u  get  off? 

While  I  was  ready  to  link  in  vhir,  condition,  I  begg'd* 
'  p  0  hive  a  little  patience,  'till  1  could  fend  for  Mr.  Manly,. 
tjhorri.  he  kncv  to  be  a  gentleman  of  worth  and  honour,  and 
vho,  I  \\-as  fure,  would  convince  him,  whatever  fraud  might 
e  in  the  note,  that  I  was  myfclf  an  innocent  abus'd  woman  -  » 
rid  as  good  iuck  v/ould  have  it,  in  lefs  than  half  an  hour  Mr. 
came——  -fj,  without  mincing  the  matter,  1  fairly  told 

hiru 
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.him  upon  what  deiign  the  ceunt  had  fodg'd  that  note  in.y«tt 
hands,  and  in  ihort,  fcud  open  the  wbok  icheme  he  kad  drawn 
.us  into,  to  make  our  fortune. 
.Math.  .The  devil  you  did  ! 

Myi:  .»Wl>y  fcow  do  ypu  think  it  was  poffible,  ~1  could  any 
cthei  wife  .make  Mr.  Manlv  my  friend,  to  help  me.  out  of  the 
ftrape  I  was  in  ?  to  conclude,  he  foo«  made  Mr.  Cafti  eafy,  and 
tfent  away  the  conilable:  nay  Jsrih«r  ke  prornjs'd  me,  if  1 
would  traft  the  note  in  his  hands?  kt.  would,  take -care  it  IhtmJH 
be  fully  paid  before  it  .was  tine,  and  at  the  fame  time  would 
-jgiye^me  an  ample  revenge  upon  the  count ;  fo  that  all  you  havi 
to  .toniider.«AW,  ruadam,  is,  Whether  you  thmk  yourfelf  fafci 
in  tfce  cwi-Rt's  hands,  or  Mr.  .'Manly  :'s. 

Moth.  -N*y,,,nay,  child  ;  Acre  is , no . .choke  jn  the  nwtt«-r  ! 
Mr.  Manly  tsiay.be  .a  fr.ejid  indetd,  if  any  thing  in,our  powe) 
can  inak^  him  (p. 

Myr.  Well,  ma<^ara,  a-nd  now  pray,  how  fUnd  matiers  al 
home  here  ?  .what  has  the  count  clone  with  the  ladies  ? 

Moth.  Why  every  thing  he 'hat  a  mind  to  do,  by  this,  time] 
I  fnpnofe.  He. is  in  as  high  favour  with  Mifs,  as  he  is  vith 
wylady. 

Myr.  Pray,  vrhere  are  the  ladies  ? 

I  Moth.  Rattling  abroad  in  th«r  own  coach,  and  tlie  well-brd 
j  ,*ount  along  with  them  :  they  have  been  fcourmg  a]!  the  fhop: 
|  in  tow  a  over,  caving  fine  tilings  and  new  clothes  from  morn- 
.  irig  tonight:  they  have  made  one  voyage  already,  and  hav'l 

\    brought  home  fuch  a  cargo  of  bawbles  and  trumpery mcrcj 

•    Oil  the  poor  man  that's  to  pay  for  them  ! 

My,   JD^d  r>or  the  young  f^u'ire  go  v/ith  them  ? 
\Moth.  ..No,  no  ;    Mifs  faid,   truly,  he  weald  but  difgrace  theil 
parry  :  to  rhcy  even 'left  him  aflecp  by  the  kitchen  fire. 
'   Myv.   Has  .r«t  he  afked  after  me  all  this  while?  /or  Iliad  i 
ibrt  of  an  nffigimion  with  him. 

*Mvtk.  O  yes  !  he  has  been  in  a  bitter  taking  about  it.  .At  lafl 
his  difappointment  gt:ew  fo  uneafy,  that  he  fairly  fell  a, crying  ; 
f>i  to  qu';fi  him,  I  fcnt.o:;e.of  the  maids  au&  John  Moody  abroad 
with  him,  to  lhew..him— the  lions,  and  the  monument.  [Exeunt. 

.Enter  S'-r  Francis  Wronghead  and  Mrj.  'Motherly.1  ' 
Sir  Fran.  -What  !  *ny  wife  and  daughter  abroad,  far  y-u  ? 
Moth.-  0-dear  Sir,  they  have  been  mighty  bufV  ail  the  day 
long;   they  jitrt, come 'home  to  fnap  up  a  Ihoit  dinner,  and  lb 
went  out  again. 

Sir  Fran, .=We!l,  wdll,   I  fban't  ftay  fupper  for  'em,  I  can  tell 
*em  that :   for  (ids-heart !    1  have  h^ad  nothing  in  me,  'but  a  toaft 
.and  tankard,  fmce  merning. 

Mrfk.    lam  afraid,  .-Sir,  ;thefe  late,  parliament   houre  won't 
..  *s;rre  v>  :th  you. 

^Sir  Fran'.  Why,  truly,  ?Mrs.  Mothedy,  they  don't  dd  right 
with  us  country  gentlemen  j  to.lofc  »«e  meal  out  of  three,  is  a 
hard  tax  uwn  a  good  ftomacl., 

-      Moth. 
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It   is   fo,   indeed,  Sir. 
Sir  Fran,    But,  hawfomever,  Mrs.  Motherly,  when  we  con- 
idcr,  that  what  we  fuffer  is  for  the  good  of  our  country   • 

Moth.  Why  truly,  Sir,  that  is  fo'mething. 
•  Sir  Fran.  Oh -1    there's <a  great  deal  to  be  fftid  fort — the  good 
>f  one's  country  is  above  all  things — a  true  hearted  Engliitman 

rhinks.  nothing  too  much  for  it; 1  have  heird  of  fome  honeft 

jentlemen  fb  very  zeaioiis,,  that  for  the  good  of  their-  country— 
they  would  fomctiraes  go  to  dinner  at  midnight. 

Moth.  O !  the  g9odne'fsr©f--''erh. !  fure  their  country  muft  have 
a  vaft  efteem  'for  them  ?      :        ;   , 

Sir  Fran.  So  they  have,  MB.  Motherly  ;  they  are  fo  re£- 
pefted  when  they  come  heme  to  their  boroughs,  after,  a  feffion, 

arid  fo'belov'd that  their  country-  wilr-  come  and  .dine  with 

them  every  day  in  the  week. 

Moth.  Dear  me!  what  a,  fine  thing  'tis  to  be  fo.  populous  t 
Sir  Fra>j.  It  is   a  great  comfort,   indeed !     and   1  can   aiTure- 
you  you  are  a  good  fen fi We  womam,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Moth.  O  d»ar  9ir,  your  honour's  pleas'd  to  .compliment. 
,  Sir  Fran.  No,  ao,  I  fee  you  know  how  to  value  people  of 
qonfequence. 

Moth.  Good  lack!  here's  company,  Sir;  will  you  give  ma 
leave  to  get  you  a  little  ibmethintr  'till  the  ladies  come  home, 
Sir  ?  t 

Sir  Fran.  Why  troth>-  I  don't  think  it  would  be  amifs. 
Moth.  It  ffcall  b£  doner  i«  a  moment,  Sir. 

Enter  Manly, 
Man.  Sir  Frantis,  your  fei"vant» 
Sir  Fran.  Coufin  Manly. 

Man.  .1  am  come  to  fee  hsw  the  fami!y  goes  on  here. 
Sir  Fran    .Troth!  ail ;  as  buiy  as  bees  ;    I   have  been  upon  the' 
wing  ever  fine o  eight  o'clock  this  morning. 
-  Man.  By  your  early?  hour,  then,    I   fuppofe  you   have  bten 
making  your  crurt  to  forrie  of  the  great  men.  -(/ 

i;,Sir  Fran.,  VV  hy,  faith  !  yoti  have  hit  it,, Sir 1  was  advis'd 

to  lofe  no  time:-  fo  I  e'en  went  liraight  forward,  to  one  greai 
man  I  had  never  feen  in  my  life  before. 

Alan.  Right  !  that  was  doing, bcfinefs  :  but  who-  had  you  got 
t$  introduce  you  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  no  body 1  remember'^  I  had. heard  a  wiftf 

roan  fay-~-My  frm,  be  bold— fo  troth  i  I  introduc'ci  myfelf. 
Man.    As  how,  pray  ? 

Sir.Fran.   Why,  thus — -Look  ye> — Plcafo  your  lordftip,  fays  I, 
lam  Sir  Francis  Wronghead  of  Bumper-Hal!,  and  member  of 

parliam'ent  for  the  borough  of.  Guzzledown Sir,  your  humble 

fcrvitit,  fays  my  lord;-  thof  I  have  not  the  honour  to  know  your 
perfon,- 1  have- heard  you  arc  a  very  honell  gentleman,  and  I  am 
glad  your  borough  has  made  choice  of  fo  worthy  a  reprefentativc  ; 
and  fo,.  lays  h«,  Sir  Francis,,  have  you  any  fcrvice  to  command 
me  ?  Nawj  ceufin !  tliofc  laft  vvords^  y#u  may  be  fwrcj  gave  me 


K  Or, 

A*I  tarn  J  Jb-»,  Sir,  W 


be  aqpfUb.  rctihrferr,  jM' 


\Vtfl,  Ifecr*! 
I 

f»«sI,l«).i«cihiBkt»b^  

cy«  a»y  fat  vAc  b«t  .iag.'i  /•••  ba^.  »?>•**  not  te  flat* 
,  (ays  I,  i  tk^k  nzw  b  as 


to  kr  ki*  fee  that  I  -nt 


Sir  fiw.  S^  »  t*Kt,  »T  fc**,  6?«  I*  I  la«r  x 

•     il'i   a  Cede  avt  at  c&ov»:  a*rf  as  I  Jefirtrto  <er«r  Terr 
as  «rfi  a»  nsy  coaotiy,  1  CaA  bt  «OT  vtllic^  t*  acr 
at  ooor. 

*i^ftlHI   I  IIIJ    HIM 

SsrJite.  row!  I  fox  fc«  iio,  cw&;  Some  |ii» 


a  amacfc  or  tarn  after  him,  bewt  thrr  dnrft  opm  tanr  COH 
afcaoc  a  piaer,  aadvay^apy  ftot  k»'  gi  K  « laft 


Sar  FUM.  TOM  lhafl  bear,  vuufiu  Sr  Fraods,  iijs  try 

»ta*  ton  -rf  a  pber  tsav  y^  ba'  tvraM 

%«!,  hgiin  ••«  «r  W  cbHt^;  Kot«rj 

be 


Kigiti   d^rtTc  k*   •?,  «^»?'  *  1* 

-c.  rr-.  r-    ---:  -^  «    trvrrr  ^ 


»"Sa  F~m.  Sr^Fratas,  fr  s  «*.  I  till  br  fteci 


ai^  as  aavck  as  to  ia-r,  ^-*r  To«riir?i  co  tvoa 
tifciti,  1T'n  --M  fc*  orarM  fcfflt  »bawt  t* 


•»  Wfcr-,  «» 


: 

Si  ?V«».  ^^T,  I  arrrr  konr  •*»  k**  a  place,-  Mo&e. 

Mn.  Nor  I  firkher,  «j«o  anr  farfc,   cv€s.  "^d? 
kift,  «Tfca*rtetrr  fcfTKSet  ftr-f  fefp^.^  l^^Hzs  krt 
•f  v%9t  MRaaitaccr  TCO  Ttrrcia  &e  debate  10  jtff"        Ynp  fea 
te.teeJpnuiktMr,! 


GJT. 


.   Well,  a*d  f»r  .feat  krr 

tvt  I  can.  tell    OB  wiur  I 
tic  mail  ;  *: 


Sir  Fr*».  Wfcjr,  Aejr  woe  aB  got  tfcor,  beo  a.  £  i 
mvz&vMatr,  a»«  d^r  &*d  *fd*  ruoa*. 
alpMhlor  tke,  roc 
frlMCHaUc*</fc* 

^         -  " 


,  as  dfcer  call  k.  -  .  ^ 

'  ^try'llh. 
ar  that  a- 

----     - 

wxs  *  gwaf  -:=  >  =».  5^  jJssusf,  oo£  Mr.  T^c&s^r 

-75,  tiuc  £k  =«i  =^,  «  £M«  a»  I  +td.cij  4 

tfiff*^  me**H  •$*    Jtl-Tri  '  -.    j»: 

ajc  >  man  -af  *****?,  **  *  va-^Ea^bai.-  ,.:^  *-. 

prwad  %rte-  becer  ac^Eaxscsd  vn&  '  jo»—  —  —  atuC  6y  vaSt  ths:r 
kc  oka  »e  if  «*e  ffte*^  aSwc  w^i  lie  «9x4  I- 
Ik^^inr^  -  b*p&^ 


.  » 


:-:::.         ..'  -.-     r :.-    I  .  -   -.    r.  - 


i  fe^AL-.  Miclr,  »^fa= , 
rrc^Ir  -s-v  ^   -t  r.  :  ^r   r7'.c-.  :--:_r.  i:    I    .-.-^  :         .~ 
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with  fifty  more  to  it,  that  1  was  forc'd  to  borrow  of  the  count 
here. 

y< 'nny.,  Yes,  indeed,  pap*)  and  that  "would  hardTy  do  neither 
*-7 — '•  '"  •  There's  th'  account. 

Sir  Fran.  [Turning  over  the  bills.']  Let's  fee  !  let's  -fee  !  what 
the  devil  have  we  got  here  ? 

Man.  Then  you  have  founded,  your  aujtt.  .you  'fay,  -\ 
and  Ihe  readily  comes  into  all  I  propos'd  to  yoo  ? 

Myr.  Sir,  I'll  anfwer,  with  my  life,.  Ihe  is  moft 
thankfully  yours  in  every  article:  fhe  mightily  defires 
to  fre  you,  Sir. 

Man.  Jam  going  home,  directly  :  bring  her  to  my 
houlc  in  half  an  hour';  and  if  -Jhe  makes  good  what- 
you  tell  me,  you  rtiall  both  find  your  account  in  it. 

Myr.   Sir,   (he  lhall  not  fail  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Ods-life  !  Madam,  here's  nothing  but  toys  a»3 
trinkets,  and  fans,  and  clock-flock in.gs,  by  whclefale. 

Lady  Wrony.  There's  nothing  but  what's  proper,  and  for  your 
credit,  Sir  Francis — Nay,  you  fee  I  am  fo  good  a  houfewifs, 
that  in  neceiTaries  for  nayftlf,  I  have  fcarcc  laid  out  a  (hilling. 

S\rF>atj.  No,  by  my  troth,  fo  it  fet-ms  ;  fur  the  devil  o'one 
thing's  here,  that  I  can  fee  you  have  any  occa'fion  for  ! 

Lady  Wrong.  My  dear  !  do  you  think  I  came  hither  to  live 
em  of  the'-falhion  !  why,  the  greateft  difiinftion  of  a  floe  lady 
'in  this  town  is  in'-thc  variety  ef  pretty  things  that  Ihe  has  n» 
occafior  for. 

Jenny.  Sure,  papa,  could  you  imagine,  that  women  of  c|pality 
wanted  nothing  but  itays.and  petticoats  ? 

Lady  Wrong-.   Now,  that  is  fo  like  him  I 

Man.   So  !   the  family  comes  on  finely.  \_*4Jidt. 

Lady  Wrc»%,  Lard,  if  men  were  always  to  govern,  what 
dowdies  would  they  reduce  their  wives  to  ! 

Sir  Fran.  An  hundred  pound  in  the  morning,  and  want 
another  afore  night  !  VVaunds  a«d  fire  1  the  Lord  Mayor  of 
London  couW  Hot  hold  it  at  this  rate  ! 

'Man,  O  !   do  you  feel  it,  -Sir  ?  [dfds. 

Lady  Wrong.  My  dear,  you  feem  uneafy  ;  let  me  have  the 
hundred  pound,  and  compofe  yourfclf. 

Sir  Fran.  Gompofe  the  devil,  madam  !  why,  do  you  con/ider 
what" a  hundred  pound  a  day  comes  to  in  a  year  ? 

Lady  Wrong.  My  life,  if  I  account  with  you  from  one  day 
to  another,  that's  really  all  my  head  is  able  to  i>cai  at  a  time — 
But  I'll  tell  you  what  I  eoniider — I  confuier  that  my  advice  has 

fjot  you  a  thov.fand  pound   a  year  this  morning That  no-w 

methinks  you  might  confidcr,  Sir. 

Sir  Fran.  Athoufand-a  year?  waunds,  madam,  but  I  have 
not  touch'd  a  penny  of  it  yet ! 

Man.  Nor  evci  will,  I'll  anfwer  for  him.  \_Af\dfc 

Eater  Squire  Richard. 

Seu. 
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Sqn.  Rich,  Fcythcr,  an  you  doan't  come  quickly,  the  meat 
will  be  coal'd  :  and  I'd  fain  pick  a  bit  with  yon. 

Lady  Wrong.  Bid's  me,  Sir  Francis  !  you  are  not  going  to  fup 
by  yourfelf ! 

Sir  Fran.  N>,  kit  I'm  going  to  dine  by  myfelf,  and  that', 
pretty  near  the  matter,  madam. 

Lady  Wron$r.  Had  not  you  as  good  flay  a  little,  my  dear  ?  we 
ftiall  all  cat  in  half  an  hour;  and  I  was  thinking  to  aik  my 
coufm  Manly  to  take  a  family  morfel  wkh  us. 

Sir  Fran.  Nay,  for  my  coufin's  good  company,  I  don't  care 
if  I  ride  a  day's  journey  without  baiting. 

Miia.  By  no  means,- -Sii; ;  Francis,  lam  going  upon.,  a  little 
bufinefs. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  Sir,  I  know  you  don't  love  compliments. 

Man.  You'll  excufe  me,  madam 

•  Lady  Wrong.   Since  you,  have  bufinefs,  Sir {.£•**'  Manly, 

Entir  Mrs.  Motherly. 

O,  Mrs.  Motherly!  you  were  faying  this  morning,  you  had 
fome  very  fine  laee  60  fhew  me  •  •  -JT can't  1  lee  it  now  ? 

.  [Sir  Francis  Jfays. 

Moth.  Why  really,  madam, 'I  had<made.a.fort,  of  a  pvomiie 
to  let  the  countefs  ofJ  Nicely  have  the  firil  fight  of  ,k  for,  the 
birth-day  :  but  .your  ladylhip 

Lady  JVrong.'-  O !  I  die  if  I  don't  fee  it  before  jier. 

Squ.  -Rich.  Woan't  you  goa,  feyther  ?  1 

Sir  Fran.  Waunds  !  Lad,  I  Jhall  ha'  noa .ftojnach  }  *4fcart-., 
at  this  rate  !  $ 

Moth.  Well,  -m Adam,  though  I  fay  it,  'tis  the  fweeteft  pat 
tern  that  ever  came  over— — and  for  finenefs— — — no  cobwtb 
comes  up  to  it ! 

Sir  Fran.  Gds  guts  and  gizard,  madam1,  lace  as  fine-as  vci}i>~ 
Wfb  !  why,  what  the  devil's  that  to  coft  now  ? 

Moth.  Nay,  Sir  Francis  does 'not  like  it,  madam — — 

Lady  Wrong.  He  like  it  I  dear  Mrs.  Motherly,  he  is  not  to 
wear  it. 

Sir  Fran.   Flefh,  madam,  but  I  fuppofe  I  am  to  pay  for  it. 

Lady  Wrong.  No  doubt  on't  1  think  of  your  tho^fand  a  year, 
and  who  got  it_ you  ;  go,  eat  your  dinner,  and  be  thaiikful,,  g.o- 
\Driving  him  to  the  door.^-  Ceme,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

\_Exit  Lady  Wronghead..iu;V<£  -Mrs*  Motherly. 

Sir  Fran.  Very  fine  !  fo  here  I  mun  faft,  till  I  am  almott  fa- 
mifh'd  for  the  good  of  my  country  ;  while  madam  is  laying  me 
out  an  hundred  pound  a  day  in  lace,  as  fine  as  a  cobweb,  &r  the 
honour  of  my  family  !  Gds-flclh  !  things  had  need  go,  well:.at 
this  rate  ! 

Squ.  R:eh.   Nay,  nay— r— come,  feyther.     [Exit  <$;>•  "Franc",*. 
Enter  Mrs-.;  Motherly. 

M^tth.  Madam,  my  lady  dcfires  you  and  ihe  count  will  pleafe 
to  come  and  affifl  her  fancy  in  fome  of  the  new  laces. 

C'yuut  JJfj,   \\'e'll  wait  iipc<n  her •    ....£/•.' .v//  Mrs.  Mot.he.Hy- 
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~Jtn'ny.  So !  I  told  yeu  how  it  was !  you  fee  ihe  can't  bear  to 
.leave  us  together. 

Count  Bnl\  No  matter,  my  dear  :  you  know  (lie  has  afk'd  me 
to  ft  ay  (upper  :  fo,  when  yotir  papa  and  (lie  arc  a-bed,  Mrs.  Myr- 

•  tilla  will  let  me  into  the  houfe  again  ;   then  you  may  fteal  into 
her  chamber,  and  we'll  have  a  pretty  fneaker  of  punch  together. 

Myr.  Ay,  av,  madam,  you  may  command  me  any  thing. 
Jenny.  Well !  that  will  be  pure!  '  ;y  U 
Count  Baf.  But  you  had  beft  go  to  her  alone,  my  life  :  it  will 
'  l<x>k  better  if  I  come  after  you. 

Jenny.   Ay,  fo  it  will :   and  to-morrow  you  know  at  the  maf- 
fjueratie.     And  then  ! — hey  1  *0b,  I' II  have  a  hujband,  ay,  marry t ' 
ciTf.  [Exit  fining. 

Myr.  So^-Sir !    am  not  I  very  cwtmide  to  you  ? 
Count  Baf.  Well,  child  !    and, don't. you  find  your  account  in 

•  it  ?  -cl  d  not  I  tell  you  we  might  fiilj.be  of  ufe  to  one  another  ? 

.Myr.  -Well,  but  how  ftahds  your  affair  with  mils,  in  the 
main  ? 

Count  Baf.  O  Ihe's  mad  for  th^  mafquerade  !  it  drives  like  a 
•rail ;  Ave  want  nothing  now  but  a  par(bn,  to  clinch  it.  Did  not 

•  your  aunt  fay  (lie  could  get  ooe  at  a  ihort  warning  ? 

Myr.  Yes,  yes,  my  lord  Townly's  chaplain  is  her  coulin,  you 
know  ;   he'll  do  your  bufinefs  and  mine,  at  the  fame  time. 
Count  Baf.  O  !   it's  true  I  but  where  (hall  we  appoint  him  ? 
My,  :.  Why,  ycu  know  my  lady  Townly's  houfe  is  always  open 
-to  the  mafqtoes  upon  a  ball-night,  before  they  go.  to  the  Hay- 
marker. 

Count  Baf..  Good. 

i  Afy»v  Now  the  doctor  propcfes  we  (heuld  all  come  thither  in 
our  habits,  ar  /  when  the  rooms  a;e  full,  we  may  fteal  up  into  his 
>  chambtT,  he  fays,  and  there— —crack— —he'll  give  us  all  cano 
nical  commiffion  to  go  to-bed  together. 

Count  Baf.  Admirable!  Well,  the  devil  fetch  me,  if  I  (hall 
not  be  heartily  glad  to  .fee  thpe  well  fettled,  child. 

A'yr.  And  may  the  black  gentleman  tuck  me  under  his  aro>  at 
-the  lame  time,,  if  I  (hall  not  think -myfelf  oblig'd  to  you,  as  long 
,  as  1  live. 

CcHint "Baf.    One.kifs  for  old  acquaintance  fikc rl'g^  I 

iJball  v/ant  to  be  bu£y  again  I 

Myr.  Ohy>u'il  ha've  one  Ihortly  will  find  you  employment  :'but 
•J  muiV  run  lo^my-fquife. 

Count   Bnf.   And  1  to  the  ladies-   •    ifo  your  humble  fervent, 

•  fwret  ISlcs.  WrocgheaJ 

Myr.   Yours,  .as  in  dut v  l>ouiul,  moil  ^aable  cuunt  Baflet. 

\Exit  Myr. 

•  Coufit  ^V/^.TvVhy  ay!  count!  that-- title  has  been  o.f  fome 
•.life  to  me  indeed  '.  not  that. I  hive  any  more  pretence  to  it,  than. 
-1  have  to  a- blue  ribband.  Yet,  1  have  made  a -pretty  conficer- 
.  able  figure  in  liftr  \vith  it  :  1  havs  ioll'd  in  my  own  chariot, 
e-tieak  at  ailcmbiie^,  .cUit'd  with  ainbaffadcrc;  and  made  pne  at 
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•  ''quadrille,  with  the  firft  women  of  quality but  —  -  -Tempera 

miifantur fince  that  damn'd  fquadron  at  White's  have  left 

me  out  of  their  laft  fecret,  1  am  reduced  to  trade  upon  my  own 

i  Itoclc  of  induftry,  and  make  my  laft  pu|h  upon  a  wife  :  if  my 
card  comes  up  right  (which  I  think  cannot  fail)  I  ftiall  once 
more  cut  a  figure,  and  cock  my  hat  in  the  face  of  the  beft  of 
them  ;  for  fince  our  modern  men  of  ftutune  are  grown  wife 
enough  to  be  fliarpers,  I  think  iharpers.are  fools  that  don't  take 
up  the  airs jaf  men  of  quality.  [Exit. 

x>^<>0<xx:xx^^^^^^  , 

A  C  T    y .       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Manly  meeting  Sir  Francis. 

SIR  Francis,  your  fervant;  how  came  I  by  the  favour  of 
this  extraordinary  vifit  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  !   Coufin  f 

Man.  Why  that  fcurrowful  face,  man  ? 
'    Sir  Fran.   I  have  no  friend  alive  but  you— — i— 

Man.  I>am  forry  for  that but  what's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  Fran.  1  have  pi  ay 'd  the  fool  by  this  journey,  I  fee  now 
—for  my  bitter  wife—- r- 

Man.  What  of  her? 

Sir  Fran.  Is  playing  the  devil ! 

Man.  Why,  truly,  that's  a  part  that  moll  of  your  fine  ladies 
begin  with,  as  foon  as  they  get  to  London. 

Sir  Frdn.  If  I  am  a  living  man,  coufin,  me  has  made  away 
with  above  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  fince  yefterday  morn 
ing  ! 

Man.  Hah '\  I  fee  a  good  hou'fewife  will , do  a  great  deal  -of 
.work  in  a  little  time. 

Sir  Fran.  Work  do  they  call  it!   Fine  work  indeed  ! 

Man.  Well,  but  how  do  you  mean  made  away  with  it  ?  what, 
fhe  has  laid  it  eut,  may  be  —  but  I  fuppofe  you  have  an  account 
of  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Yes,  yes,.I  have  had  the  account  indeed  ;  but  I  mlin 
needs  fay,  it's  a  veiy  forry  one, 

Man.  Pray,  let's  hear. 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  firft  I  let  her  have  an  hundred  and  fifty,- to 
get  things  haudfome  about  her,  to  let  the  world  lee  that  I  was 
Ibmebody  \  and  I  thought  that  fu.m  was  very  genteel. 

Man.  Indeed  I  think  fo  ;  and  in  the  country,  might  have 
ferv'd  her  a  twelve-month. 

Sir  Fran.   Why,  fo  it  might  —  but  here  in  this  fine  tawn,  for- 

footh  !  it  could  noc  get  through  four  and  twenty  hours for  in 

£alf  ihat.tinie,  it  was  all  l^uaadtr'd  away  in  bawbks,  and  new- 
faihion'd  trumperv, 


-58         W>e  PR  o  VOK'D  HVSEA  ND  ;  Or, 

Man.  O  !• ''for  ladies  in- London,  Sir  Francis,  all  this  might  be 
••ticceffary. 

SirFra/;.   Noa!    there's  the  plague  oil't  1   the  devil  o'  one  ufe- 
^ful  tiling  do  1  fee  for  it,  but  two  pair  of  iac'd   Ihocs,  and  thofe 
ftond  me  in  three  pound  three  {hillings  a  pair  too. 

Man.  Bear  Sir '^  this  is  nothing  !  Why,  we  have  city  wives 
here,  that  while  their  good  man  is  felling  three  pennyworth  of 
fugar,.  will  gire  you  twenty  pound  for-a  (bort  apron. 

Sir  Fran.  Mercy-on^ss !  What  a  mortal  poor  etevilisahufband  ! 

Man.  Well,  but  I  hope  you  have  nothing  elle  to  complkin  of  ? 

Sir  FWK.  Ah  !  -wouliri  could  fay  fo  too—  but  there's  another 
hundred   behind  yet,  that  goes  more  tp  my  heart,  than  all  that 
-went  beforrit. 

Man.   And  how  might  that  be  difjjofed  of? 

-Sir  Fran.  Troth  I  am,  aimoii  aftiam'd  to  tell  you. 

Man.  Out  with  it. 
••Sir, Fran.  Why,  (lie  has  been  at^n  affrmbly. 

Man.  What,' fince  I  faw  you  !  I  thought  you  had  all  fupt  at 
home  laft  night  ? 

. Sir  Fran.  Why,  fo-  we  did  —  and  all  as  merry  as  grigs — — 
•I'codl  my  heart  was  fo  open,  that  I  tofs'd-another  hundred  into 

her  apron,  to  go  out-  early  this  morning  with But  the  cloth 

was  uaxfooner  taken  away,  than  in  comes  my  lady  Townly  here, 

( who  between  you  -and  I — mum  1  has- had  the  devil  to  pay 

yonder— )   with   another  rantipole  dame  ef  quality,  and  out 

they  rn.uft  have  her,  they  faid,  to  introduce  her  at  my  lady  Noble's 

affemWy  forfooth a  few  words,  you  may  be  fure,   made  the 

bargain — • — -fo,  bawnce  !  and  away  they  -drive  as  if  the  devil  hatl 
got  into  the  eoach^box — fo  about  four  or  five  in  the  morning—— 
home  comes  madam,  with  her  ey^s  a  foot  deep  in  ;her  head— — 
and.my  poor  hundred  pound  left  behind  her  at  the  hazard-table. 

Man.   All  lotl  at  dice  i 

-Sir  Fran.  ?£veiy  lhilliflgr~—  among  a  parcel  of  pig-tail-pup 
pies,  and  pale-fac'd  women  of  quality. 

Man.  But  pray,  Sir  Francis,  how  came  you,  >after  vou  found 
her  fo  ill  an  heufewife-of  one  fum.  fo  foon  to  truft  tier  with  an 
other? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  truly,  I  mun'fay  that  was  partly  my  own 
fault  :  for  if  I  had  uot  been  a  blab  of  my  -tongue,  I  believe  that 
laft  hundred  might  have  been  fav.'d. 

Man.  -.How  fo  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,: like  an  owl  as  I  was,  out  of  good-will,  for 
footh,  partly  to -keep  her  in  humour,  I  muft  needs  tell  her  of  the 

thoufand  pound  a  ye^ir  I  had  jult  got  the   promife  of I'codl 

fhe  lays  her  claws  upon  it  that,  moment faid  it  was  owing  to 

her  advice,  -anti  truly  Ihe  would  have  her  ihare  on't. 

M.an.  What,  before  you  had  it  yourfelf  ? 

Sir  Tv&n.  Why,  ay !  that's  what  1  told  her- My  dear,  faid 

' I,  mayhap  I  mayn't  receive,  the  firfl  quarter  on't  this  half  year. 
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JSTa.;t.  Sir  Francis,  I  have  heard  you  with  a  great  deal  of  pa» 
'tierce,  and  I -.really feel  com.paffion  for  you. 

Si:  Fran.  Truly,  and  wcll-you  may,  'coufin,for  I  don't  fee  that 
»»y  wife's  goodnefs  is -a  bit  the h-tter,  For  bringing  to  London. 

Man.   If  you  remember  I, gave  you  a  hint  of.it. 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  ay,  it's  true  you  did  fo :  but 'the  devil  himfelf 
could  not  have  bdiev'd  ihe  would  have  rid  poft  to 'him. 

Man.  Sir,  if  you  fray-but  a  fortnight  in  this  town,  you  will 
( every  day  fee  hundreds  as  fail  upon  the  gallop,  as  Ihe  is.  ' 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  '.'this  London  is  a  bafe  place,  indeed waunds, 

Jf  things  fhould  happen  to  go  wrong  with  me  at  Weftminfter,  at 
-this  race,   how  the 'devil  (hall  I  keep  out  of  a  jail  ? 

Man.   Why,  truly,  there  feerris  to  me  but  one  way  to  avoid  it. 

'Sir  Fran.   Ah  !    would  you  could  tell  me  that,  coiifia. 

Man.  The  way  lies  plain  before -you',  Sir  ;  the  fame  road  that 
Ibiought  you  hither  will  carry  yon  fafe  home  again. 

Sir  Fr-an.  Odsflefh  !  Coufm,  what  !  and  leave  a  thoufand 
pound  a  year  behind  me  ? 

Man.  Pooh!  pooh!  leave  any  thing  behind  you,  but  your 
"family,  and  you  are  a  fiver  by  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  but  canfider,  coufin,  what  a  fcurvy  figure  fhall  I 
make  in  the  country,  if  I  eonae  dawn  withawt  it  ! 

Man,  You  v/ill  make  a  much  more  lamentable  figure  in  a  jail 
-without  it. 

Sir  ^ran.  Mayhap  'at  yow  have  no  grtat  op'mion  of  it  then, 
coufin  ? 

Man.  Sir  Francis,  to-do  you  the  fervice  of  a  real  friend,  I 
mufrfpeak  v?>ry  plainly  t8  you  :  -you  dftft't'yet  fee  half  the  ruia 
•that's  before  you. 

§\\- Y>  an.  Good-lack!   how  may  yo\v  mean,  coutin  ? 

Man.   In  one  word,   your  whole    affairs   Hand   thus In   a 

•week  you' ji  iole-yoiT   fszt  at  WetlminOer  ;' in  a  fortnight  my 

lady  will  run  you  into  jail,  by  keeping  the  beft  company 'In 

four  and  twenty  hours,  yocir  daughter  will  run  away  with  a 
-Ir-.arper,  becaufe  'Ihe  han't  been  us'd  to  better  company  :  and  your 
fun  will  Heal  into  marriage  with  a  caft  miftrefs,  becaufe  he  has 
•not  been  uled  to  any  company  a;  all. 

Six  Fran.  1'  th'  name  o'goodnef$  v/hy  fhould  you  th'mk  all  this  ? 

Man.  Bcoaufe  -I  have  proof  of  it  ;  in  (hort,  1  know  fo  much  of 
-their  fecrtts,  that  if  all  this  is  not  prevented  to-night^  it  will  be 
out  of  your  power  to  do  it  to-morrow  morning. 

Sir  Fran.  Mercy  upon  us-!  you  frighten  me — —Well,  Sir,  I 
-v/ili-be  govern'd  by  vow-;  but  what  a«i';I  to  do  in  this  cafe  ?  : 

Man.  1  have  not  time  herei-to  give  you  proper  inliructions  : 
.but  about  eight  vhis  evening,  I'll  call  at  your \lodgings  ;  and  there 
you  lhall  have  lull  conviction,  how  much  1  ^iave  ic  at  heart  to 
iferve  you. 

F.ntcr   a   Serv&nt. 

Serv.  .Sir,  my  brd  defircs  to  fpcak  with  you. 

Man,  I'll  wait  upon  him,  > 

. 
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Sir  Fran.  Well  then,    I'll  go  ftraight  home,  na.w. 
Af<7«.  At  eight  depend  upon  me. 

Sir  f»vz«.  Ah  !  dear  coufin  1  1.  (hall  be  bound  to  you  as>  long 
as  I  live.  Mercy  deliver  us!  what  a  terrible-  journey  have.! 
made  an't !  .  ,  \_-Extunt  fiVt  rally. 

T£e    SCENE   opens  to  a    "DreJJing  Room.      Lady  Townly,  as 

juft  up)  -walks  to  her  Toilet,  leaning  on  Mrs.  Truily. 
TruJL    Dear  madam,  what  ihould  make  your  ladylhip  fo  out 
of  order  ?     ^  . ,'  t  ^'^n  '.  . 

Lady  Trnvn.  How  is  it  poffible  to  be  well",  where  one  is  kill'd 
for  want  of  fleep  ? 

Tn/Jly.  Pear  me  !  it  was  fo  long  before  you  rung,  madam,  I 
was  .in  hopes  your  ladyfhip  had  been  finely  compos'd: 

Lady  Town.  Compos'd  !  why  I  have  lain  in  an  inn  here  !  this- 
-houfe  is  worfc  than  an  inn  v/ith  ten  fl  age-coaches  !  What  be 
tween  my  lord's  impertinent' people  of  buiinefs  in  a  monu.ig,  and; 
the  intolerable  thick  (hoes  of  footmen  at  r.oon,  one  has  nut  a  wink, 
all  night. 

Trujly.  Indeed,  madam,  it's  a  great  piry  my  lord  can't  be 
pftfuaded  into  the  hours  of  people  of -q«?.lity— « — Though  I  mnlt 
lay  that;,  madam,  your  ladyfhip  is  certain])  the  beft  matrimonial 
inanagf  r  in  town.  ,  . 

Lady  Town.  .Oh  !  yon  are  quite  miftaken,  Ti;ufty  !  I:  manage 
very  ill  !  for  norwithfhanding  all  the  power  I  have,  by  never  ^be 
ing  over-fond  of  my  lord- yet  I  want  money  mtimiely  oftcner 

than  he  is  willing  to  give  it  me. 

Trufty.  Ah,  if  his  lord  (hip  could  but  be  brought  to  play  him-- 
ielf,  madam,  then  he  might  feel  what  it  is  to  want  money. 

Lady  T«wn,  Oh  !  don't  talk,  of  it  !  do  you  know  thai  I  am  un 
done,  Trufty  ? 

frufiy.  Mercy  forbid,  madam  \ 

Lady  T"oivn,  Broke  1  r^iin'd!  pluader'4! — — ftripp'd,  eren  to 
a  eor.ufcation  of"  my  laft  guinea. 

Try^y.  -You  don't  tell  me  fo,  madam  ! 

Lady  Town..  And  where  to  raife  ten  pound  in  the  world  '" 
What  is  to  be  done,  fruity  ? 

Trnfy.  Truly,  I  wifh  I  were  wife  enough  to  tell  you,  madam  : 
but  may  be  your  lidylhip  may  have  a  run  of  better  fortune,  upon 
ibme  of  the  good  company  that  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady  Town,  But  I  have  not  a  fi'ngle  guinea  to  try  my  for 
tune  ! 

Trujly.  Sa!  that's  a  bad  bufmefs,  indeed,  madam Adad  ! 

I  have  a  thought  in  my  head,  madam,  if  it  is  net  too  late 

Lady  Town.   Out  with  it  quickly,  then,  I  befecch  thee  ! 
Tri'fy.  Has  not  the  fteward  fomething  of  fifty  pound,  madam, 
that  you  left  in  his  hands,  to  pay  fomebody  about  this  time  ? 

Lady  Town.  O  !  ay  1  I  had  forgot — 'twas  to — a"'  -'what's 
his  filthy  name  ? 

Trufiy.  Now  I  remember,  madam,   'twas  to  Mr.  Luteftring 

your 
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your  old  mercer,  that  your  ladyfhip  turfc'd  off  about  a  year  ago, 
jecaufe  he  would  truft  y;>r.  no  longer. 

Lady  TO--V:}'.  !hev:ry  wretch  1  if  he  has  not  paid  it,  run 
quickly,  dear  Trufty.  and  bid  him  bring  it  hither  immediately 

[Exit  Trufty.J  Well !  fure  mortal  woman  never  had 

fuch  fortune!  five!  five,  and  nine,  againft  poor  feven  for 
?ver  ! — '—No  !  after  that  horrid  bar  of  my  chance,  that  lady 
Wronghead's  fatal  red  fi  ft  upon  the  table,  1  faw  it  was  ifnpofli- 

jle,  ever,  to  win  another  ftake fit  up  all  night !  lofe  all 

>ne's  money!  dream  of  winning  thoufands!  wake  without  a 

hilling  !  at>$  then hew  like  a  hag  I  loek !  In  ihort— — 

he  pleafures  of  life,  are  not  worth  this  diforder  !  if  it  were  not 
"or  fhame  now,  I  could  almoft  think  lady  Grace's  fober  fcheme 

lot  quite  fb  ridiculous— — if  my  wife  lord  could  but  hold 

iis  tongue  for  a  week,  'tis  odds,  but  I  Ihould  hate  the  town  in  a. 

fortnight Uut  I  will  not  be  driven  -out  of  it,  that's  ptffitive  ! 

[Trufty  returns. 

Trujly^  O  madam  !  thete"s  no  bearing  of  it !  Mr.  Luteftring 
was  juft.  let  in  at  the  door,  as  I  came  to  the  ftair  foot-;  and  die 
teward  is  now  actually  paying  him  the  money  in  the  hall. 

Lady  Town.  Run  to  the  ftair-cafe  head,  again and  fcream 

0  him,  that  I  muft  ijieak  with  him  this  inftant.  , 

[Trufty  runs  wt,  and  Ipeaks, 
Trufty.  Mr.  Peundage a  hem  1  Mr.  Poundage, 

1  word  with  you  quickly. 

Pound.  r«iw/£/«rj  I'll  come  to  you  prefcrrtly. 

Prcfently  won't  do,  man,  you  nauft  comej 


.his  minute. 


without. 


Pound.  I  am  but  juft  paying  a  little  money,  here. 
Trufty.  Cods  my  life  !   paying  money  ?   is  the  man 
lirWted?  Come  "here,  I  tell  you,  to  my  lady,  this 
tiomcnt,  quick  I 

[Trufty  returns. 

Lady  Te-iun.  Will  the  monfter  come  or  no  ?T 

Trufty,  Yes,  I  hear  him  now,  madarn.,  he  is  hobbling  up  as  fa& 
as  he  can. 

Lady  Town.  Don't  let  him  come  in— for  he  will   keep  fuck 
t  babbling  about  his  accounts,— my  brain  is  not  able  to  bear  hhru 

[Poundage  comes  to  tb:  door  ivi1h  a  money-bag  in    his   hand. 
Trufty.  O  1  it's  well  you   are  come,   Sir  i    where's   the  fifty 
oound  ?    • 

'Tom  d.  Why,  here  it  is  ;  if  ysu  had  not  been  in  fuch  haftfj  I 
ld  ha.'c  paul  it  by  this  time — : — the  man's  now  writing  a  re- 
i  below,  for  it. 

ir>-ufty.  NO  matter!  my  lady  fays,  you  muft  not  pay  him  with 
;Hat  money,  there  is  not  enough,  it  feems ;  there's  a  piftole,  and 

i  guinea,  that  is  not  good  in  it betides  there  is  a  imfiake  in 

:HjC  account  too ^Twitch'irig  the  bag  from  him.']  But  Ihe  is  not 

it'leifure  to  examine  it  now  j   fo  you'  ciuft  bid  Mr.  What-d'yc- 
Jall-um  call  another  time. 

Lady 
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Lady  Town.  What  is  all  that  noife  there  ? 

Pound.  Why  and  it  pleafe  your  lady  (hip 

Lady  Town.  Pr'ytheel  don't  plague  me 'now,,  but  do  as  you* 
Were  order'd. 

Pound,  Nay,  \vliat  your  ladyship  pleafes,  madam 

[Exit,  Poundage... 

Trufty.  There  they  arc,  madam—  [Pouxs  the  money  ma  of  the 

kag.~]  The  pretty  things were  fo  near  falling  into  a  natty 

>     tradefman's  hands,  I  proteft  it  made  me  tremble  for  them 1 

fancy  your  ladyihip  had  as  good  give  me  that  had   guinea,  for 
luck's  fake — thank  you,  madam.  [Takes  .a  o<iir,ca.  . 

Lady  Town.  Why,  I  did  not  bid,  you  take  it. 

Ti-njiy*  No,  but  your  ladyfbip  look'd  as.if, you  werejuft.  going 
to  bid  me,  and  ib-I  was  willing  to  fave  you  the  trouble  of  fpeak- 
ing,  madam. 

Lady  Town.  Well !  thou  haft  dcfervrd  it',. and  fo  for  once  •»-*-. 
but  hark  1  don't  I  hear  the  man  making  a  noife  yonder  ?  though  ' 
I  think  now  we  may  compound  for  a  little  of  kis  ill  humour 

Trvjly.   I'll  liflen. 

Lady  Taiivz.   Pr'ythee  do.  £Trufty  goes  to''t^i'doo^. . 

Trufiy.   Ay!  they  are  at  it,,mad«n he's  in  a  bitter  pafiion 

With  poor  Poundage blefs  me!  1  believe  he'll  b^eat  him— — 

mercy  on  us ;  how  the  wretch  fwears  1 

Lady  Town.  And  a  faber  citizen  too!  that's  a  flaamc  ! 

Tritfly.  Ha  V  I  think  all's  'filent,'  of  a  fudden may  be  the 

porter  has  knock'd  him  down — I'll  ftepancj  fee —    [_E.\it  Truily. 

Lady  Toivn.  Thoie  trades-people  are  the   troublefbmcft   crea 
tures  1  No  words  wiir  fatisfy  them  1  [Trufty  returns. 
'  Tritfty.  O  madam  1  undone!  undone  1  my  lord  has'juft  bolted 

out  upon  the  man,   and  is  hearing  all  his  pitiful  ftory  over if 

y  our  lady  mi  p  pleaies  to  come  hither,  you  may  hear  him  yourfelf. 

Lady  T.oiun.  No  matter:  it  will  come  r-'Uhd  prefently  :  I  fhall' 
have  it  from  lay  lord^  without  loling  a  word  by  the  way,  I'^l' 
Warrant  you. 

Tri'Jly.  O  lud  !  madam!  here's  my  lord  juft  coming  in. 

Lady  lo'wn.  Do  you  jjet  out  of  the  way  then.  [F.x'it 
Truity.]  I  am  afraid  I  <tant  fpirits  1  but  he  will  foon  give 
'em  me. 

Enter  Lord  Townly. 

Lord  Town.  H«w  comes  it,  madam,  that  a  tradefman  dares 
be  clamorous  in  my  houfe,  for  money  due  to  him  from  you  ? 

Lady  Town.  You  don't  expeft,  my  lord,  that  I  fhoujd.anfwer 
for  ether  people's  impertinence  ? 

Lord  Town.   I  expect,  madam,  you   fhouW  anfwer  for  your 

own  extravagances,  that  are  the  occafion   of  hi 1   thought   1 

Kad  given  you  money  three  months  ago,  to  fatisfy  all  thele  fort 
of  people! 

Lady  Town.  Yes,   but  you  fee  they  never  are  to  be  fatisfied. 

Lord  Tewn.  Nor  am  I,  madam,  longer  to  be  abus'd  thus '. 
what's  bccomd  of  the  laft  ftve  hundred  1  gave  you  ? 

Lady 


A  JouRNEr   to  LONDON*  63 

Lady  Town.  Gone. 

Lord  Town.   Gone  I  what  way,  madam  ? 
Lady  Town.  Half  the  town  over,  I  believe,  by  this  time. 
Lord  Town.  'Tis  well !  I  fee  ruin  will  make  no  imprefiion, 
'till  it  falls  upon   you. 

Lady  Town.  In  fhort,  my  lord,  if  money  is  always  the  fub- 
jeft  of  our  conveifation,  I  lhall  make  you  no  anCwer. 

Lord  Town.  Madam!    madam,  I  will  be  heard,  and  make 
you  anfwer. 

Lady  Town.  Make  me  1  then  I  muft  tell  you,   my  lord,  this 
is  a  language  I  have  not  been  us'd  to,  and  I  won't  bear  it. 

Lord  Town.  Come !    come,  madam,    you  ihall  •  hear  a  great 
deal  more,  before  I  part  witk  yofo.  '  v$iq 

Lady  Town.  My  lord,  if  you  infult   me,  you  avrH  have  as 
much  to  bear,  on  your  fide,  I  can  aflure  you. 

Lord  Tow//.  •  Pooh  !.. your  fptrit  grows  ridiculous-*-— tylou  have 
neither  honour,  worth,   or  innocence,  to  fapport  it ! 

Lady  Town.   Yuu'll  find,  at  leait,  I   have  refentmettt  !   and 
<lo  you  look  well  to  the  provocation  ! 

Lord  Tttvn.  After  thofe  you  have  given  me,  madam,  'ti-j 
almoft  infamous,  to  talk  with  you. 

Lady  Town.  I  fcorn  your  imputation,  and  your  menaces  1 
the  nar'rownefs  of  your  heart's  your  monitor  1  'tis  there  !  there, 
my  lord,  you  are  wounded  ;  you  have  lefs  to  complain  of  thafti 
many  hulbands  of  an  equal  rank  to  you. 

Lord  Town.  Death,  madam!  do  you  prefume  upon  your  &r- 
p«ral  merit !  that  your  perfon's  Ids  tainted,  than  your  mind  * 
is  it  there!  there  alone  an  honeft  hutband  can  be  injured  ?  have 
you  not  every  other  vice  that  can  debafe  your  birth,  or  ftain  the 
heart  of  woman  ?  is  not  your  health,  your  beauty,  hulbatuU 
fortune,  family,  difclaim'd  for  nights  coifum'd  in  riot  and  extra.- 
vagance  ?  the  wanton  does  no,  more  ;  if  Ihe  conceals  her  (h*me, 
does  lefs  :  and  fure  the  diffolute  avow'd^  as  forcly  wrongs  my 
honour,  and  my  quiet. 

Lady  Town.  1  lee,  my  lord,  what  fort  of  wife  might  pleafa 
you. 

Lprd  Town.  Ungrateful  woman  !  could  you  have  (een  your- 

felf,  you  in  yourfelf  had  feeu  her 1  am  amaz'd  our  legillature 

laas  left  no  precedent  of  a  divorce  for  this  more  vifible  injury,  th"> 
Adultery  of  the  mind,  as  well  as  that  of  the  peifjn  !  when  a  wo 
man's  whole  heart  is  alienated  to  pleafurt-s  I  have  no  thare  in,, 
what  is't  to  mc>  whether  a  black  ace,  or  a  powder'd  coxcomb  has 
poffeffioivpf  it  ? 

Lady  Tvwn.   If  you  have  not  found  it  yet,  my  lord,  this  :& 
?.    not  the  way  to  get  pofleflion  of  mine,  depend  upon  it. 

Lord  Town.  That,    madam,  I  have  long  defpair'd  of;    and 
1     fince  owrhappinefs  cannot  be  mutual,  'tis  fit  that  with  our  hearts, 
pur  perfons  too  Ihould  feparate.— — — — This  houfc  you  fleep  r» 
!  tho'  your  sontent  might  grofly  feed  upon  the  d'lhoirnjr 
F  tf. 
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of  a  huiband,  yet  my  defires  would  ftarve  upon  the  features 
a  wife.  , 

Lady  Town.  Your  ftile,  my  lord,  is  much  of  the  fame'' 
^icacy  with  your  fentlments  of  honour.  * 

Lord  Town.  Madam,  madam  !  this  is  na  time  for  comj 
ments— — I  have  done  with  you.  'tn  ;?!<•> 

Lady  Town.  If  we  had  never  met,  my  lord,  I  had  not  brc 
n\y  heart  for  it  *  but  have  a  care !  I  may  not,  perhaps,  be 
eafily  recall'd  as  you  may  imagine. 

Lord  Tciun.   Recall'd  !^— Who's   there!     [Enter   a    Scr-van 
Defire  my  fitter  and  Mr.  Manly  to  walk  up. 
./  Lacijr  Tcwrc.  My  lord,  you  may  proceed  as  you   pleafe,  1 
pray  what   indifcretiorts  have- l-CommirtecU:  that  are  not  da 
pratStis'H  by.a  hundred  other  women  of -quality  > 

Lord  Town.  'Tis  not  fhe'Viumber  of  ill'  Wives,  madam,  tl 
makes  the  patience  of  a  huibahd  ldV:  tfoiitfrmptib'e  :  'and  tl 
0.  bax  ' 'se  may  be  the  .heft  man's  lot,  ^y«t  lie'll  make  a  beti 
figure  in  the  world,  :that  keeps'  his  rdisfovtunes  out  of.  doo 
than  he  that  tamely  keeps  them  within, 

•  Lady  T&ivn.  I  tlon't  know  what  figure  you  may  make,  n 
lord,  but  I  (hall  have  no  reafon  to  be  aiharn'd  »f  mine,  in  whi 
ever  company  I  may  meet  you. 

Lord  Tfiwn.  Be  fparing  of  your  fpirit,  madam,  you'll  need 
to  fupport  you. 

Enter  Lady  Grace  and  Manly. 

Mr.  Manly,  I  have  an  aft  of  friendlhip  to  beg  of  yo 
which  wants  more  apologies,  than  words  can  make  for  it. 

Man.  Then  pray  make  none,  my  lord,  that  I  may  have  tl 
greater  merit  in  obliging  you. 

Lord  Town.  Siiter,  1  have  the  fame  excufe  to  intreat  of  y< 
too. 

Lady  Grace.  To  your  requeffy'I  beg,  my  lord-. 
Lord  Town.  Thus  then^-ai  you  both  were  prefent  at  my  il 
coniiiier'd  marriage,  I  now  defire  you  each-  will  be  a  witftefs  i 

my  deternatn'd   feparatioo^ 1  know,  Sir,    yeur  good-natur 

and  my  filler's  mull  be  ihock'd  at  the  office  I  impofe  on  you 
but,  as  I  don't  a(k  your  juftification  of  my  caufe  ;   fo   I   ho{ 
you  are  confcious— —  that  an  ill  woman  can't  reproach  you, 
you  are  filent,   upon  her  fide. 

-   Man.  My  lord,  I  never  thought,  'till  now,  it  could  be  dii 
ficult  to  oblige  you. 

Lady  Grace.  \4fid?.~]  Heavens  !  how  I  tremble ! 
Lerd  Town.  For  you,  my  lady  Townly,   I  need  not  here  w 
peat  the  provocations  of  my  parting  with  you — the  world,  I  feai 

is  too  well  inform'd  of  them for  the  good   lord,  your  d«a 

father's  fake,  I  will  ftill  fupport  you,  as  his  daughter •— as  th 

lord  Townly's  wife,  you  have  had  every  thing  a  fond  hulbar 
could  bo  *ow,  and  (to  our  mutual  fhame  I  fpeak  it)  more  tha 
\vivcs  tleiir? — but  thofe  indulgences  onift  eqd  1  Hate,  equ 
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jaage  a.id  fplendor,  but  ill  become  the  vices  that  mifuffc  'em< • 

the  de-cent  neceftanes.  of  life   Ihall   be   fupply'd —but.  riot  one 

article  to  luxury.!  B6£  even  the  coach,  that  waits  to  carry  yon 
from  hence,  Ihall  you  ever  ufe  again  '.  Your  tenths  aunt,  mv 
lady  Lovemore,  with  tears,  this  morning,  has  contented  to  re 
ceive  you  ;  where  if  time,  and  your  condition,  brings  you  to  a- 

due  reflection,  your  allowance  fhall  be  increas'd -but,   if   you 

ftili  are  laviih  of  your  little,  or  pine  for  pait  licentious  pleifa&s, 
.that  little  lha-11  be  lefs !  nor  will  I  call  that  ibul  my  friend  that 
names  you  in  my  hearing! 

.   Lady  Grace.  "My  heart  bleeds  for  hw  J  \_Mdi. 

•Lord  Town.  O  "Manly!  look  there',  furfi  but  thy  Chouafrns- 
with  me,  and  wirnefsto  my  growirig  love  1  there  was  a  titm:.\vhen 
I,  bcliev'd  that  form  incapable  of  vice  or  of  decay  !  there  I  nro- 
pofed  the  partner  of  an  eisfy  home]  there!  1,  for ever, 'hoped 
tf>  fi:id,  a  chcarful  companion,  an  agreeable  intimate,  a  faith- 
ful  friend",  a  wfeful  help-mate,  and  a  tenner  mother — L^bttfl 
oh  !  how  b'tter  new  the  difappointment  I 

Man.   The  world  is  different  in  its  L-.^Cc  c  i"  happinclb  '.  ofiVuf'- 
ed  as  you  are,  T  know  you  will  ftiii  l>€  jclt. 
Lord  Tiivn.  Fear  m.e  not. 

Afj.n.  This  laft  reproach,   1  fee,  has  ftr-ck   her.  [4'^°- 

Lord  T'nun.  No,  let  me  not  (thciTjh  T  this  moment  c7iu  ii^r 

fro;n  mv  heart  for  ever)  let  me  not  urge  her  puniihmsn;  beyond 

her  crimes 1  know  the  world  is  fond  of  any  tale  that  feeds  its 

appetite  of  fcandal :  and  as  I  am  cor;fctous,  fevent-cs  of  this  k  md 
feldom  fail' of  imputatiois  t^o  grofs  to  mention,  I  here,  before  \»u 
both,  acqua  her  of  the  leaft  fufpicion  rais'd  againrV  the  honour  of 
nvybed:  therefore,  when  abroad  herconduft  may  bcvqueitioned, 
do  her  fame  that  juftice. 

Ladv  Town.  Q  fifterl  [Turns  to  lady  Grace  weeping.. 

Lord 'Taw.'Z  When  I  am  fpoken  or,  where,  without  favour,  this 

iftion  maybe  canvafs'd,,  relate  but  half  my  provocations,,  and  ylve' 

RIC  up  to  cenfuie.  [Gottrj-. 

'Lady  Tbct'w,  Support  nre  !  fave  me  !    hide  me  from  the  world  !  '•- 

[Falls  on  lady-  Grac.e'j  nec&t 

'Lord  Town..  [_Rctn-nb>rJ\ I  had  foigot  me— y<>i.i  have  no>- 

fhare  in  rny  relentment  ;.  therefore,  as  you   have  Lv'd  in  friend- 
?i:p  With  her,  yov.r  paring  m;iy  admit  of  gentler  tt  rms  than  'fuit  •* 
;he  honour  of  an  inji'.r'd  holbaad.  [Offers  to  gf>  out.  . 

Man.  [LiUrt.-.j'inj ."]  My  lord,  you  muft  not,  fhali  not  leave  her 
hus  !  o.ie  moment's  (lay  can  do  your  caule  no  wrong!  If  looks 
an  fpeak  the  anguiih  of  the  heart,  I'll  anfwer  with  rny  iifej 
here's  form-thing  laban ring  in  her  niind>A  that,  would  you  bear 
he  hearing,  m'u^u  dcfervti  it. 

Lord  TWv;.  Cor.h.lfr  !  iince  v/e  no  more  can  meet  ;  prefs  not 
ny  iraying  to  infult  her. 

Lady  Town.   Yet   it  ay,    my  lord — .he  little  I  would  fay,  w*Jl 
101  dvici'vc  an  inUiit ;   aii.1  undc.-iViVd,.  L  know  yo»i-  n^i";?  g^-i 
F   4. 
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of  a  huiband,  yet  my   defires  would  ftarve  upon  the  features 
a  wife.  , 

Lady  Town.  Your  ftile,  my  lord,  is  much  of  the  fame  ti 
jtfcacy  with  your  fentimeols  of  honour." 

Lord  Toivn.  Madam,  madam  !  this  is  no  time  for  comp 
merits — < — I  have  doite  with  you. 

Lady  Town.  If  we  had  never  met,  my  lord,  I  had  not  bro 
my -heart  for  it*  but  have  a  care !  I  may  not,  perhaps,  be 
eafily  recall'd  as  you  may  imagine. 

Lord  Tctun.  Recall'd  I—Who's   there!     [Enter   a    Servant 
Delh'e  my  fifter  and  Mr.  Manly  to  walk  up. 
./  Lady  T.cvun.  My. lord,  you  rfiay  proceed  as  you   pleafe,  b 
pray  what   indifcretions  have-  I -Committed,;  that  are  not  dai 
pca&is'H  by.a  hundred  other  women  of -quality  ? 

Lord  Town.  'Tis  not 'the' 'number  of  ill-'  wives,  madam,  rh 
tnakes  the  patience  of  a  hulbalvd"  Ie1s':  cptttfcmptib'e  :  and  th 
a  ban.  *se  may  be  the  -beft  man's  lot,  ^y«r  he'll  make  a  bett 
figure  in  the  world,  :that  keeps' his  rriisibvtunes  out  of  door 
than  he  that  tamely  keeps  them  within, 

•  Lady  Tmvn.  I  tlon't  know  what  figure  you  may  make,  rr 
lord,  but  I  Ihall  have  no  rcafon  to  be  afham'd  of  mine,  in  wha 
ever  company  I  may  meet  you. 

Lord  Town.  Be  Iparing  of  your  fpirit,  madam,  you'll  neect 
to  fupport  you. 

Enter  Lady  Grace  and  Manly. 

Mr.  Manly,  I  have  an  aft  of  friendlhip  to  beg  of  yoi 
which  wants  more  apologies,  than  words  can  make  for  it. 

Man.  Then  pray  make  none,  my  lord,  that  I  may  have  tl 
greater  merit  in  obliging  you. 

Lord  Town.  Sifter,  1  have  the  fame  excufe  to  intreat  of  yo 
too. 

Lady  Grace.  To  your  requeft^.'I  beg,  my  lord. 
Lord  Town.  Thus  then*— a&  you  both  were  prefent  at  my  il] 
confukr'd  marriage,  I  now  defire  you  each-  will  be  a  witftefs  ( 

my  determin'd   feparation«- 1  know,  Sir,    yeur  good-natun 

and  my  fi tier's  mull  be  Ihock'd  at  the  office  I  impofe  on  you 
but,  as  I  don't  aft.  your  justification  of  my  caufe  ;   fo   I   hop 
vou  are  confcious*-— —  that  an  ill  woman  can't  reproach  you, 
you  are  filent,  upon  her  fide. 

Man.  My  lord,  I  never  thought,  'till  now,  it  could  be  dil 
ficult  to  oblige  you. 

Lady  Grace.   ^4fidf.~]  Heavens !   how  I  tremble  \ 
Lord  Tviun.  For  you,  my  lady  Townly,  I  need  not  here  re 
peat  the  provocations  of  my  parting  with  you — the  world,  I  feai 

is  too  well  inform'd  of  them for  the  good   lord,  your  d*a 

fathei's  fake,  I  will  ftill  fupport  you,  as  his  daughter *-as  th 

lord  Tovvnly?s  wife,  you  have  had  every  thing  a  fond  hulbani 
could  be  *ow,  and  (to  our  rmnual  ihame  I  fpeak  it)  more  thai 
Jiappy  wives  dcfir? — but  thofc  indulgences  uvuft  end  !  ftate,  equi 
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•age  a.id  fpiendor,  but  ill  become  the  vices  that  mifulfc  'em-. 

he  decent  neceflaries  of  life   Jhall   be   fupply'd '-but.  not  one1 

rticle  to' luxury.!  eci  even  the  coach,  that  waits  to  carry  von 
rom  hence,  ihall  you  ever  ufe  again  !  Your  tentKr  aunt,  mv 
idy  Lovemore,  with  tears,  this  morning,  has  contented  to  re- 
eive  you  ;  where  if  time,  and  your  condition,:  brings  you  to  » 
ue  reflection,  your  allowance  fhall  be  increas'd— — -but,  if  you 
ill  are  lavifh  of  your  little,  or  pine  for  pait  licentious  pleafunei, 
hat  little  iharll  be  lefs  !  nor  will  I  call  that  ibal-my  friend- thac 
ames  you  in  my  hearing! 

Lady  Grace.   My  heart  bleeds  for  htrv  t  [.4!:Jt. 

•Lord  Town.  O  Manly!  look .  there  !  turfi  bick  thy  rhmig'm* 

ith  me,  and  wirnefsto  my  growing  love!  theix-  was  a  time,  when 

believ'd  th.it  form  incapable  of  vie*  or  of  decay  !  there  I  pro-. 

ofed  the  partner  of  an  eafy  home;  there  I  I,,  for -.fWV  hoped 

>  fi  id,  a   chearful  companion,-  an  agreeable  iiitimatfri   a  faith- 

jl  friend,    a  ttfeful    help-mate,    and   a  tender   mother- — ?— but 

h  !  how  bitter  now  the  difappoiuttnent>    , ;;; 

Man.   The  world  i&  difterent  in  its  ffinfn  <  f  iiappinffl's  :  offeiKt- 
d  as  you  are,  T  know  you  will  ftiil  be  jclt. 
Lord  Town.  Fear  m,e  not. 

•  M-jn>  Th^s  baft  reproach,   1  fee,  has  ftruck  her.  f  ^i>. 

Lord  Tvwn.  No,  ict  me  not  (though  \  this  moment  c7»!i  l>.-r' 

•o;n  m\r  heart  for  ever)  let  me  not  urge  her  puni(htne:u  beyond 

er  crimes 1  know  the  world  is  fond  of  any  tale  that  feeds  its  • 

•petite. of  frandal  :  and  as  I  am  coi:fcious,  feverifes  of  this  k.-nd 
Idom  failof  imputations  t^o  grofs  to  mention,  ]  here,  before  y0u 
>th,  acqu;t  her  of  the  leaft  fufpicion  rais'd  againft  the  honour  or" 
hy  bed  :  therefore,  when  abroad  her  conduct  may  beyqueitioned, 
)  her  fame  that  jurtice. 

Ladv  Town.  Ov  fitter1.  £T/trns  te  lady  Grace  weeping. 

Lord  To-iv.-i  When  I  am  fpolcen  of,  where,  without  favour,  this 
\>(»n  m-ay  be  canvafs'd,,  relate  but  half  my  provacation5,.and  give 
c  un  to  cenfuie.  [Cfatifc. 

•'Lady  Town,  Support  me  !  fave  me  !    hide  me  from  the  world  !  i 

[t'alk  on  lady  Grace 's  neck* 

Lord  Town..  tRc$*f9*i&j I  bad  foigot  me — -you  have  no/ 

are  in  rny  reientment  ;.  therefore,  as  you   have  Lv'J  in  friend- 
jp  with  her,  yon;-  paring  may  admit  of  gentler  trrms  than  fuit  > 
e  honour  ot  an  i:iji:r'd  hulband.  \_f^ffcrs  trj  %*'  on!, 

fifan.  [L;ti.rt  1/1,1  i ."]  My  lord,  you  muft  not,  fhali  not  leave  her 
js  !  one  moment's  ilay  can  do  yoar  catiie  no  wrong!  If  looks 
n  fpeak  the  anguiih  of  the  heart,  I'll  anfwer  with  rny  iik-, 
rre's  fomething  labouring  in  her  rnmd,_  tiu'.t,  would  you  bear 
:  hearing,  might .  tMervu  it. 

Lord  Tew/:.  Corakler  !  fince  v/e  no  more  can  meet  ;  prcfs  not 
f  irayif.g  to  infult  hi.:r. 

Lady  Town.   Ytt   ilay,    my  lore1 — .he  little  I  would  fay,  w'll 

i.  Ucierve  an  inkik  ;   aiul  und^fVi-v'J,   L  know  yr>»r  naru--?  g'-v-s 

F  4.  it 
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H.notv    "But  as  you've  call'd  in  friends,  to  witnefs  your  refehN 

went*  let  them  be  equal  heavers  of  my  laft'- reply.'  'JT^  ::' 

.     Lord'iTowM.   I  ihan't  refute  you  that,  mada-m- 1>e  it  fo-,  . 

Lady  Town,  My  lord,  you  ever  have  complain'd  1  wanted 
love  ;  but  as  you  kindly  have  allowed  I  never  gave  it  to  another  ; 
fo  when  you  hear  the  fiery  of  my  heart,  though  you  may  Hill 
complain,  you  will  not  wonder  at  my  coldnefs. 

Lady  Grace.  This  promifes  a  reverfe  of  temper.  [Apart. 

Man.  This,  my  lord,  you  are  concern'd  to  hear  \ 

Lord  Town.  Proceed,  I  am  attentive. 

Lady  7Vuv7.  Before  I  was  your  bride,  my  lord,-  the  flattering 
world  had  talk'd  me  into  beauty ;  which,  at  my  glafs,  my  youth 
ful  vanity  confirm'd  :  wild  with  that  fame,  1  thought  mankind 
my  Haves,  I  triumnh'd  over  hearts,  while  all  my  nleafure  was' 
tneirpain:  yet  was  my  own  fo  equally  infenlible1  to  all,- that 
when  a  father's  fum  commands  enjoin'd  me  to  make  choice  of 
one,  I  even  there  dcclin'd  the  liberty  he  gave,  and  to  his-  own 

flection  yielded  up  my  youth his  tender  care,  my  lord,  di- 

ivfled  him  to  you Our  hands  were  join'd  !   but  It  ill  my  heart 

tv  as  wedded  to  its  folly  !  My  only  joy  was  power,  command,  • 
foclery,  profufeoefs,  and  to  lead  in  pleasures  !  The  hufband's  right 
ro  rule,  I  thought  a  vulgar  law, ''which  only  the  deform*  d  er 
meanly-fpir'ued  obey'd  !  I  knew  no  directors,  but  my  pafitkms  ; 
r.i>  matter,  but  my  will  !  Even  you,  my  lord,  fome  time  o'ercome 
by  love,  was  pleas'd  with  my  delights  ;  nor,  then,  forefaw  this 

mad -mifufe  of  your  indulgence. And,  though  1  call  my felf, 

r.njrrnwful,  while  I  own  it,  'yet,  as  a  truth,  it  cannot  be'deny^J-^* ." 
That  kind  indulgence  has  undone  me  !    it   added   flrength   to  my 
lubitual  failings,  and  in  a  heart  thus  warm,  IP  wild 
5ife,  no  wonder  if  the  gentler  fenfe  of  love  was  loft. 

Lord  Town."  O  Manly !  where  has  this  creature's  T 
heart  been- buried  ?  i 

•Man.  If  yet  recoverable how  vaft  a  treafore  ?    J 

Lady  Town.  What  I  have  fa  d,  my  lord,  is  not  my  excufe, 
but  my  confefTion  •}  my  errors  (give  'em,  if  you  pleafe,  a  harder 
name)  cannot  be  defended  ?  No  !  What's  'IH  its  nature  wrong, 
no  words  can  palliate,  no  plea  cart  alter.  1  What  then  remains  in 
my  condition,  but  refignation  to  your  plcafure  •  Time  *>iily  can 
ronvince  you  of  my  future  conducl  :  tU-creforc,  'till  I  have  liv'd 

an  obj;:<5l  of  forgivenefs,   I  dare  not  hope  for  pardon The  pc- 

r.ancc  of  a  lonely  contrite  life  were  little  to  the  innocent  ;   but  to 
have  defefv'd  this  feparation,  will  ftrow  perpetual  thorns  upon  ray- 
Lady  Grace.  O  happy,  heavenly  hearing  ! 

Lady  Town.  Siller,  farewell  !  \_Kiffinv  hcr.~\  Your  virtue  neorls 
no  warning  from  the  fhame  that  hrfls  on  me  :  buc  when  yoj 

think   I   have   aton'd   my  follies    paft perfuade  your  injur'd 

bioihir  to  forgive  them. 

I..:d  T:-x"!.   No,  madam  !  Yo^r  errors  thus  renounc'd,  -this 
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InCUnt  are  forgotten  !  fo  deep,  fo  doe  a  fenfe  of  them,  has  ma;'c 
you,  what  my  utmoft  wiihes'  f  n-rrAf,  and  all  my  heart  ha-; 
ligh'd  for. 

Lady  Town.  \^InrrHng  to  Z-rtc/yiGcac^l.^ow, odious  does  this 
goodnefs  make  md !  .  -i >  •  ,,;n 

Lady  (?/•*«.    How  amiable -your-tfiiftkin^  io  1 

Lord  Town.  Long  partcd"<frt*nj^ntfapJt  pate,  through  eafv 
voyages  of  life,  rcc^hwe  brit  common ^gtadilefj  in  their  mett'ng  •' 
but.f*P.m.a  Jhipwreck.favM,  we  nung^  te^^cith  »ur  embraces  '. 

\Ernbran^^  Lady  Tov/nly. 

Lady  Town:  What  Words  !  what.loVe.-J  what'daty  can  repay 
fueb  pbligat'ons  ? 

Lord  Town.  Preferve  but  this  defire  to  pleafe,  your  power  is 

Lady  T&wn.  On  '.——'till  this  momentj  never  did  1  know,  my 
lord,  I  had  a  he?r^  t^,  give  .you.  ! 

Lo.'J  Town.  By  hcav'p. !  this  yielding  hand,  when  £rft  it  gave 
YOU  r-:  my  -.viiliet,  prefenje.d .V.ot'  a  treaf.?re  more  delirable!  O 
Manly  !'.  Siller  1  as  you  haye'oTten  fnisr  u  in  my  difquit-t,  partake 
of  my  felicity  !  my  iK'\v-bdrn  joy  !  fee  here' the  bride' of  my  dc- 
lireSji,.l^bi.3  may  b.e.  called  my  wedding-day  ! 

Lady  Grace.  Siller  !  ^for  now  methinks  that  name  is  dearer  to 
my  heart  than  ever)  let  me  congratulate  the  happi'ncfs  that  opens 
to  you.' 

Man.   Long,' J^Cgj  anj  mutual  may  it  flow 

Lord  Town.  TV  make  oar  nappineis  complear,  my  deivr,  j'>:a 
here  with  me  to  give  a  hand,,  that  amply  will  repay  the  obli- 

Lady  Gi-citt.   Admits  of  no  excufe  again{t  the  general  joy. 

[G'-'ts'ktrhsintlh  Manly, 

Man.   A.joy  like  mjr.e- — r^defpaivs  ot  wordr,  to  fpea'k  it. 
Lord  T(,wn.  O  Manly  i  h^w   the  name  of  Trier. ci   endears  the 
trother  !  [  <  ntbracln^  bin. 

Man.  Your  words/  my  lord,  will  warm  me'/ to  dcferve  'them.  ' 


. 
Enter   a 


Sir*-.   Mylor^,the;a-paYtme;ns  are  furll  of  mrfqaefaderi  -  —  - 
And  fome  people  of  quality  there  defirc  to  fee  your  lortlfhip,  and 

my  la  civ. 

"Lady  Tt/wn.   I  thought,,  my  Wd,  '•you?  orders  'had-  forb'id  t^eir 
revelling? 

Lord  Town.   No.  my  deai\  Manlv  has  dcfir'd  their  ft'd'm'm'anr'? 
f,    itlVfms,   dpon   a   particular  occai^n  —  ^  Say  we  wi?l 

' 


to-nighf, 

wa;t  ur>Tn  th,em  initantly.  -v/';  Str-jjut, 

Lady  Tenvn.   I  ihall'bc  hut  ill  comra;Ty  nvth-m". 

Lord  Tc'tvi-i.    No  matter  :    not  to  fee  them,  \vo-uki  on  a  fudden 
be  too  particular.      L'idy  Grace  will  Tilift  y  >u  to  entertain  them. 

Lady  Twi.     With  hrr;  riiy  fortl,.  I   ihall  b^  alway-,  eafy—  - 


<        y&  P  * 

Sifter,  to  your  unerring  virtue,  1  now  commit  the  guidance  of 
my  future  tlavs-  -  - 

^  .'.....  ^'-r 

•  Never  the  -paths  of  p]e_afufe  more  to  tread, 
But  where  your  guarded^.  innecaice  fhalj  leaid,      jytan  >, 
For  in  the  maiHsgSflJiijjllIrt  worM  maft  *wfc    w 

.  2'V.>J    :.-ivji^I 

points  thi  way:O'  ^"iif  lo  zsjKyov 
wives,  bbey.*'  -  iw<jiSf  «MJ|jM 

wth'-Sh-  Francis  WfrongRead*.'  -T  yl)& 

SirF/w;..  Well,  coujin,  you  have  .made  my  very  hair  ftand'o^"'  * 
^,nci  !  wauvras  !  "if  what  you  tell  me  'be  trui?,"  I'ft^frofF  my  whole 
farrjijy  injo  a  Uagc-coaeh,  and  trundle,  th.emjnto  ^e  country  igain 
on  Monday  mornir.'g.  ""'  '*    "  :  ..„  7"'  f,' 

Aj^.'.^iojp  ,t;o  .that,  Sir.  and  we  ma'y;  ye't'  fTt^a-  \vay1to  red,  e;citt:l°f 
^11  ;   In  the  mean  t'irrte,  jjaceyou'r-Tc-lf  Behind  'rivs'-ftreen,  and  for 
•ht:  trutlVof  what  1  have  tcjlcf  yor,  t^the  evidence  of  your  own 
iVnfes  ':.  .but  be  fu  re  'y^u  keep  -clofc  'till  1"  "'give  you;  the  ngnal.' 

Sir  Fran.  Sir  !  'I'll'  warrant  you  -  -Ah  !   my  )ady,  my'  lady    ' 
Wronghe.ad  !   What.a  bitter  bufinefs  have  yoti  draw  a  me  irlto  1  . 

Man.   Hufh  !   to  vour  port  ;   here  comes  one  couple  already. 

Sir  Francis"  Vci<nbehbicl'-tf>e$crteri.:'  '  ['Exif  Manly. 


MyEtilla  with,  Squire.  Richard.  •j 

!   is  this  the  dolor's  chamte      ^'; 


Sqix  Rich.  What 
•Wyr.   tes,  \e-.,  fpeak  foftlv.  ' 
Squ.  R:cb.  -Well,  but^vvhereishe?   ' 

Myr.  He'll  be  ready  for  us  prefentj^  hut  he  fays  he  can't  dons 
e  good  turn  withou?  witneffes  :  fo,  whfcn  the  couht  and  your 
come,  you  know  he  arid  you  mity  b'e-f<fthers  for1  one-  an- 


fifndJx  '         I7i6  ' 

3/yr.  And  fee  !   here  thry  come. 

•  '          •  .  iow  TuoY   .i.i.iA 

£W<r  Cuwz/  Baflet,  «W  Mifs  Jenny. 

Count  J?i/.  So,  fo,  here's  your  brother,  and -his  br-id«,- befoif 
. ',  my  dear. 

'Jenny.  Well,  I  vow  my  heart's  at  my  mouih  ftill  !  I  thought 
J  ihould  never  have  got  rid  of  mamtna  !  but  while  ihe  flood 
gaping  upon  the  dance,  I  gave  her  the  flip !  lawd  !  do  but  feel 
how  it  bea«  here. 

laa 


thumps  purely — 
tli.-   parfon  ? 

Count  B.if.  Mrs.  Myrtillaj  .w.ill  you   be  fo  good  as  to  fee  if 
tl\-.  ductoi-'i  ready  for  us? 
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.  He  only  ftaid  for  you,  Sir  :   I'll  Fetch  him  immediately. 
ny.  Pray,  Sir,  am  not  I  to  take  place  of  mamma,  when 
I'm'  a  countefs  ? 

Count  Baf.  No  doubt  on't,.  my  elf  ar. 

jftn/ry.  Q  lud  !  how  her  back,  will  be  up  then,  when  file 
rneeja  me  at  an  affeinbly  !  or  you  and  I  in"  our  coach  and  fix,- 
at  Hyae-Tark  together  ! 

Count  Baf.   Ay,  or  when   fbe  hears   the  box-keepers,  at  an 
rrera,  'Call  out  —  The  Countefr,  .of  J3affet's  iWvants  ! 
Jenny.   Well,  I  lay  it,  that  wilt  be  delicious!  and  t 

' 


then 


hap,  to  have  31  fine  gentleman  with  a  ftai'  and  what-d'ye-call-uih 
ribbon,  lea'd  me  to  my  chair,  with  his  hat  under  hi6  a'rm  all  the 
way!  hold-up,  feys  the  chairman,  f  and  fo,  fays  I,  my  lord, 
your  humble,  ferv-ant.  I  fuppefe  .madam,  fays  he,  we  ihall  fee  > 
you  at  my  lady  Quadrille's  !  ay,  ay,  to  be  fure  my  lord,  fays  1 
-  fo  in  fwops  me,  with  my  hoop  fluff'  d  up  to  my  fore 
head  !  and  away  they  trot,  fwing  !  fwang  !  with  my  taffeb  dan 
gling,  and  my.  flambeaux  b.lazing,  and  --  oh  !  it's  a  charm- 
"urr  thing  t>  be  a  wosiafl  of  quality  'I 

Count  Baf,  WeH  !  1  fee  that  plainly,  my  dear,  there's  ne'er 
a  duchcfe  of  'em  all  will  become  an  equipage  lite  you. 

Jenny.  Well,  well,  do  you,  find  equipage,  and  I'll  find  airsjj-p 
I  warrant  you.  .  .;'  f    i  C^T-1'* 

Squ.  Rick.  Troth  !  I  tVmk  this   mafquerading's  the   merrieft    ' 
game  that  ever  I  faw  in  my  life'1,  thof,  in  my  mind,  .and-  there 
were  but  a  little  wrcftlin-g>  or  'cudgel-playing  naw,  it  would  help 
it  hugely.  .   But  what  a-rope  makes  the  par&n  itay  fo  ? 

Count  Baf.  Oh  !   here  he  comes,  I  believe. 

F.xtcr  Myrtilla,  -  with  a  Coiijlnblc. 

Cvuft.  Well,  madam,  pray  which  is  the  party  that  wants  a 
fpice  of  my  ofiice  here  ? 

Afy>:  That's  the  gentle-man.  [Pointing  to  the  Count. 

Count  Baf.   Hey-day  j  what  in  mafquerade,  dojEtor  ? 

Conjl.  -Doiflor  !  S.r,  I  believe  you  have  miftaken  your  man  : 
but"  if  you  are  called  Count  BalTct,  I  have  a  Billet-doux  in  my 
hand  for  you,  that  will  let  you  light  prefently.. 

Count  Bflf.  What  the  devil's  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Only  my   lord  chief  judice's  warrant  againft  you  for 


former/,   Sir.    . 

Count  Baf.  Blood  and  thunder  ! 

Conji.   And  fo,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  pull  off  your  fool's   frock 
there,  I'll  Wait  upon  you  to  the  next  juitice  of  peace  im;n-.-  liately. 

%nn\>.  O  dear  me  !   Chat's  the  matter  ?  '  ^mnbling. 

Count  BAJ.  -O!  ^uothmg,    only    a   malquerading  frolic,    my 
dear. 

Squ.  Rid\  Oh  ho  !   is  that  all? 

^ir  Fran.   No,  firra!>  !  that  is  not  all. 

[,S'/V  Francis  coming  Jojtl^  bib;..3tfa  Sanirc,  knocks  him  down 
iv';tb  his  Cane, 


knur  Manly. 

Squ   R'ch.  Olawd  !   O  lavvct  1  he  has  beaten  my  brains  ont't.; 
MM.  Hold,'hold,  Sir  Francis,'  h'avfc  :  a  Tmte  mercy  upon  riry 
poor  godfon,  pray  Sir. 

Sir  Fran.  Waupds,  coufin,,  I  han*t  patience. 

fcbW  .)?«/.    Manly]    nay,   then,    Ttji  Mown  to  the  deVil,  ^ 

Sqtt.ttr*.  Ojnyhead!  my  head  ! 

Enter  Lady  VVrongheaV 

Lady  /frofl.tf.  What's  the  matter  here,  gentlemen  ?  for  hea«f 
v'ns.  fake1  !  What  are  you  murd'ring  my  children  ? 

No,  n6>  madam!  ho  nturder  !  only  a  little  fufpici 


felony,  tbat's  all. 

Sir  Fran.  [To  Jenny.]  Ahd'for  yqu,  Mrs.  Hof-upon't,  I  could 
find  in  mv  heart  to  make  yoii  "wear  that  habit,  asiong  as.  you  live, 


man. of  quality 

Sir"  'Fran.  O  yes  1  one'  of  the  tfnhang'c!  ones,  it  feems. 

Lady  Wrong.  [4fide.~\  Marked!  O  the  confident  thing  ! 
There  was  his  "urgent  bufinefs  then— ^—flighted"  for*  her?  1  han't 

patience! and  for  ought  I  know,  J  have,  been  all  this  while 

finking  aYrieq'dftHp  Vith  a  highwayman.'''1 

•Man.  Mr.  Cohftable,  fecure  there. 

Sir'  Fr*n.  Ah,:  'my  lady  !    my  Iidjy>  rhis  comes  of  Jyour  jour- 
nev  to  London  !  -but  now  I'Jl  have  a  frolic  of  my  own,  madam  ; 
therefore  pack  up  yoQr  trumpery  this  very  night ;' for  the  m<£- 
ment  my  horfes  are  able  to  crawl,  you  and  your  brats  iball  make- 
a  fhurtiey  into  the  country' agatri.1'1 

'  Lady  Wrong.  Indeed  you  are  miftaken,  Sir  Francis 1  fcall 

ndTrtir'  oilt  of  tow,n  yet,  I  promife  you. 

Sir  F.-*«.' 'Nbr'ftif  !:   waunds  !   madam 

'Man.   Hold,  Sir  !— if  you'll  give  me  leave  a  little- 1  fancy 

I  &all'" prevail  with  my  lady  to  think  better  on't. 

Sir  Frau.   AhV  Coufin,  you  are  a  friend  indeed! 

Ma>'.  \Apart  to  'my  Lady  ~\  Look  you,  'madam,  as  to  the  fa 
vour  you  defign'd  me,'  in  fending  this1  fpurious  letter  inclofcd  to 
my  lady  Grace,  all  the  revenge  I  have  taken,  is  to  have  fav'd 
•yqur  fon  and  daughter  from  ruin — • — Now  if  yon  will  take  them 
fairly  ard  quietly  into  the  country  again,  I  will  fave  your  lady- 
fliin  fiofn  ruin. 

Laciy  IV-mig.   What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

VV/<7?;-  Why,  Sir  Francis thall  ne%  erenow  what  is  in  this 

letter;  look  upon  it.    How  it  came  into  my  hands  you  lhallknow 

Lady  Wrong.  Ha  !   my  b:!H-dou.t   to  the  cov.nt !  and   an  a,-- 
nmtrmnt  in  it !  I  ftiall  link  with  cotifufion  I 
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Man.  What  lhall  I  lay  to  Sir  Francis,   madam  ? 

Lady  Wrong.  Dear  S.r,  I  am  in  fuch  a  trembling  !  prefervd 
n>y  honour  and  I  am  all  obedience  !  '\_Apcurt  ti  Manly.' 

Man.   Sir  Francis • -my  lady  is  ready   to   receive  your 

Commands  for  her  journey,  whenever  you  pleafe  to  appoint  it. 

Sir  Fi\i-u  Ah  coufin  <    i -doubt  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  :t. 

Man.  Come,  come,  Sir  Francis  I  take  it  as  you  find  it. 
Obtdience  in  a  wife  is  a  good  thing,  though  it  were  never  la 

Wonderful ! -and  HOW,  Sir,  we  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  dif- 

pole   of  this  gentleman. 

Count  Sc.f.   Mr.  Manly!  Sir,  I  hope  you  won't  ruin  me. 

Miin.  Did  not  you  forge  this  note  for  five  hundred  pounds, 
S'r  • 

Count  Bn{.  Sir 1  fee    you  know  the  World,  and  therefore 

I    dial!   not   pretend   to   prevaricate -but   it  has    hurt   nobody 

yet.  Sir  !  I  beg  you  will  not  ftigmati/e  me  !  rtnce  you  have 
Ipoil'd  ray-fortune  in  one  family,  I  hope  you  won't  be  fa  cruel 
to  a  young -fellow,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power,  Sir,  to  make 
h  in  another,  Sir  1 

M.rn.  Look  you,  Sir,  I  have  not  much  time  to  wade  with 
you  :  but  if  you  expert  mercy  yourfelf,  you  mufl  Ihew  it  to 
one  you  have  been  cruel  to. 

Count  B.i1'.  Cruel,  S'r  ! 

Man.  Have  you  not  ruin'd  this  young  woman  ? 

Count  Rat    I,    Sir! 

•  Mjn.   I  know  yuii-'liave therefore  you  can't  blame  her,  if, 

in  the  fait  you  are  charg'd  with,  Ihe  is  a  principal  witnefs  againft 
you.  However,  you  have  one,  aad  otie  only  chance  to  get  off 
with.  Marry  her  this  insane— — — —  and  you  take  off  her  evi 
dence. 

Count  J?aC.  Dear  Sir  ! 

Mm.  No  words,  Sir;  a  wife  or  a  mittimus. 

Count  Baf.  Lord,  Sir  '   this  is  the  mod  unmerciful  mercy  f 

Ma/i.  A  private  penance,   or  a  public  one conflable. 

Count  //<?/"  Holdf  Sir,  fince  you  are  pIe,T/d  to  give  me  my 
choice  ;  I  will  not  make  fo  ill  a  compliment  to  the  lady,  a's  not 
to  give  her  the  preference. 

Min.  It  muft  be  do'ie  this  minute,  Sir:  the  chaplain  you 
expefted  is  ftrll  within  call. 

Count  B.'.r.   Weil,   Sir,  ••  •      -fince  It  mufl:  be  fo come, 

fpoufc 1  am  not  the  fu-ft  of  the  fraternity,  that    has  run  his 

head  into  one  noofe,   to  krc-p  it  out  of  another. 

A/yr.  Come,  Sir,  don't  repine :  marriage  is,  at  worrr,  but 
playing  upon  the  fqunr,>, 

Countr  Baf.  Ay,  but  the  worft  of  the  match,  too,  is  the  de 
vil. 

Man.  Well,  Sir,  to  let  you  fee  it  is  not  fo  bad  as  you  think. 
it  ?v»s  -,a  .reward  for  her  honefty,  in.  detefling' your  practices r 
In(fead  of  the  forged  bill,  you  would  have  put  upon  her,  there'* 

a  f<?*l 
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a  real  one  of  five  hundred  pounds,  to  begin  a  new  honey-mooft 
with.  ^  J  t.  '    [^'V-f  /.'  to .Myrtilla. 

Count  Bar.  Sir,  this  is  fo  generous  an  acl— — — 

Mnru  N.o  compliments,  dear  Sir; — --I  am  not  at  leifure  now 
to  receive  them  :  Mr.  Conftable,  will  you  be  fo  good  as  to  wait 
upon  this  gentleman  into  the  next  room,  and  give  this  lady  in 
marriage  to  him  ? 

Cwft.  Sir,  I'll  do  it  faithfully. 

Ccunt  Enj.  Well !  five  hundred  will  ferve  to  make  a  handfome 
pufh  -with,  however.  [c,xcnut  County  Myrtilla,  and  C>>njlable. 

Sir  Fran,   Ami  that  I  may  he  fure  my  family's  rid  of  hjn-i  for 

ever come,  my  lady,   let's  e'tfn  take  our  children  along  with 

us,  and  be  all  witnefs  of  the  ceremony. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Francis,  Lady  Wronghead,  Mrjs  and  Sjuirc. 

Man.   Now,   my  lord,  you  may  enter. 

hmcr  Lwd  and  Lady  Townly,   find  bcdy  Grace. 

Lord  T'>wn.   So,  Sir,  1  gi'.'f  vou  jav  o-f  vouyncgotiatioru 

&fa>i.   You  overheard  it  all,  1  prclume  ? 

Lady  Grace.    From  fidt  to  l?.r>f  Sir. 

Lord  Toivn.  Never  were  knaves  and  fools  better  difpos'd  of. 

Man.  A  fort  of  poetical  jnftice,  mj'  lord,  not  much/above  the 
judgmpPt  of  a  modern  comedy. 

Lord1  Tow//.  To  heighten  that  re-fi'mbTance,  I  thint,  fifter,  there 
only  wants  yo«r  rewarding  the  hero  of  the  fabk-,  by  naming  the 
<W  of  hi?  happ;nefs. 

Lady  <?  ace.  This  day,  to-morrow,  every  hour,  I  hopr,  of 
life  to  come,  will  (hew  I  want  not  inclination  to  complete  it. 

Mft/i  Whatever  I  may  want,  madam,  you  will  always  find 
cn.d^avou,rs  to  dcferve  you. 

Lo-d  ~rb<::.'//.  Then  all  are  hapry. 

L.idv  T'-nvn.  Sifter,  I  give  you  joy  !  confummate  as  the  hap- 
pieft  pair  cm  boafl-. 

In  you,  methinks,  as  in  a  fhfs,   I  fee 
v-  The -happinefs,  that  onc<*  adva«ic'd  to  me* 

So .  vlfible  the  blifs,   fo  plani  the  way. 

HOW  was  it  poffible'my  fenfe  could  ftray  ? 
.     But  nowj  a  convert;  to  this  truth,.  I  comr, 

That  married  happinefs  is  never  found  from  home. 


Smt 
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Suxg  fy  Mr/.  GIBBER  in  t^e  Fourth  AC  ^ 

OH,  I'll  have  a  hufband  !  ay,  marry; 
For  why  Ihould  I  longer  tarry, 
For  why  ihould  I  longer  tarry, 

Than  other  brifk  girls  have  done  ? 
For  if  I  ftay,  'till  I  grow  gray, 
They'll  call  me  old  maid,  and  fufty  old  jade;  ' 

•So  I'll  no  longer  tarry  ; 
But  I'll  have  a  hufband,  ay,  many, 
If  money  can  bay  me  one. 


My  mother  flic  fays  I'm  too  coming  ; 
And  ftill  in  my  ears  the  is  drumming,, 
And  (UU  in  my  ears  fee  is  drumming 

That  I  fuch  vain  thoughts  Ihou'd  mv>«i  ; 
Myfiftcrstheycry    oh  fy  !  and  oh  fy  !      ^W 
JBut  yet  I  can  fee,  they  re  as  coming  as  me  ; 

So  let  me  have  hulbands  in  plenty  : 

I'd  rather  have  twenty  times  twenty, 

Than  die  an  old  nudi  undone. 


.Ill 
,2ff 
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^t, 
,  .  5«*' 

,tf-r'  <  tJb'l 


I.W     i 


74    ] 


Mr*.  .CIBBER,  in  ttt  Fifth 


I. 

*v,w  •:<        V/  '; 

WHAT  tho'  they  call  me  country  lafsj     ,,,.,;, 
I  read  it  plainly  in  my  glafs, 
That  for  a  duchefs  I  might  pafs  $. 

Oh,  could  I  fee  the  day.!  ; 
Would  fortune  but  attend  my  call, 
At  park,  at  play,  at  ring  and  ball, 
I'd  brave  ohe  proudeft  of  them  all, 

With  a  /and  by  -  cltar  the  way. 


..  . 

Surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  beaux, 
With  fmart  toupees?  and  powder'd  clothe^  f,f  r;.-, 
At  rivals  I'd  turn  up  ray  nofe  ;  ti    ^43  Vi 

Oh,  could  I  fee  the  day! 
I'd  dart  fuch  glances  from  thefe  eyes, 
Should  make  (ome  lord  <?r  duke  my  prize'; 
And  then,  oh  !   how  I'd  tyrannize,  , 

With  a  Jland  by~>>«    clear  the  -way, 

III, 

Oh  !  then  for  ev'ry  new  delight, 
For  equipage  anJ  diamonds  bright, 
Qiiadrille,  and  plays,  and  balls  at  night  j 

Oh,  could  1  fee  the  day  ! 
Of  love  and  joy  I'd  take  my  filj, 
The  tedious  hours  of  life  to  kill,  • 

Jn  ev'ry  thing  I'd  have  my  will, 

With  a  /and  fy  •  ••  clear  the  ^vay, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
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ACT   1.    SCENE   I. 


LONDON. 

Enter  King  Henry,   Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of 
Weilmorland  and  others* 

King  HENRY. 

O  fhaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care* 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  panf, 
And  breathe  fhort-winded  accents  ot  new 

broi's 

To  be  commenc'd  in  ftronds  afar  remote. 
No  more  the  thirfty  entrance  of  this  foil 
Shall  *  dawb  her  lips  wich  her  own  children's  blood : 
No  more  mall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields, 
Nor  bruife  her  flowrets  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Of  hoftile  paces.     Thofe  oppofed  eyes 
Which  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heav'n, 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubftance  bred, 


*  damp. 
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Did  lately  meet  in  the  in:eftine  mock 

And  fun'ous  clofe  of  civil  butchery, 

Shall  now  in  mutual  well  befeeming  ranks 

March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 

Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies: 

The  edge  of  War,  l<ke  an  ill-fheathed  knife, 

No  more  fhill  cut  his  Mafter.  Therefore,  friend*, 

As  far  as  to  the  fepukhre  of  Chrift, 

(Whofe  foldier  now,  under  whofe  btefled  crofs 

We  are  imprefTed,  and  en^agM  to  fight) 

Forthwith  a  power  of  Knglifh  fiiall  we  levyj 

Whofe  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mother's  womb, 

To  chafe  thefe  Pagans,  in  thofe  holy  fields 

Over  whofe  acres  walk'd  thofe  bleffed  feet 

Which  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  nail'd 

For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  Crofs. 

3ut  this  our  purpefe  is  a  twelvemonth  old, 

And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go: 

Therefore  we  meet  not  now.    Then  let  me  hear, 

Of  you  my  gentle  coufin  Weftmorland j 

Whdt  yefternight  our  council  did  decree, 

Jn  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

Weft.  My  Liege,  this  hafte  was  hot  in  queilion, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  fet  down 
But  yeflernisiht :  when  all  athwart  there  cane 
A  poft  from  'Wales,  loaden  with  heavy  news  j 
Whofe  worft  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer t 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefardflnre  to  fight 
Againft  th'  irregular  and  wild  Glendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welfiman  taken  j 
A  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered, 
Upon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fuch  mifufe, 
Such  beaftly,  fhamelefs  transformation, 
By  thofe  Welfl)women  done,  as  may  not  be 
Without  much  (hame,  f  re-told  or  fpoken  of. 

K.  Henry.  It  feems  then  that  the  tidings  of  this  jjroil 
Brake  off  our  buiinefs  for  the  holy  land. 

Weft .  This,  matcht  with  other  like,  my  gracious  lord } 
Far  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 

Came 
be  told, 


• 
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Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  *  import. 

On  holyrf  ood  day,  the  gallant  Hot-fpur  there 

Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald 

That  ever  valiant  and  approved  Scot, 

At  Holmtdon  fpent  a  fad  and  bloody  hour. 

As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillery 

And  fhape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told  j 

For  he  that  brought  ir,  hi  the  very  heat 

And  pride  of  their  contention,  did  take  horfc, 

Uncertain  of  the  rfTue  any  way. 

K.  Henry.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true  induftrious  friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  foil, 
Betwixt  that  Holmedon,  and  this  feat  of  our? : 
And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  news, 
The  Earl  of  Dowglas  is  difcomfited, 
Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  Knights 
Balk'd  in  their  own  blood  did  Sir  Walter  he 
On  Holmedorfs  plains.     Of  prifoners,  Htt-fpur  took 
Merdake  the  Earl  of  fife,  and  eldeft  fon 
To  beaten  Doivglas,  and  the  Earls  of  Athcl, 
Of  Murry,  Angus,  and  Alenteith. 
And  is  not  this  an  Honourable  fjx>il  ? 
A  gallant  prize  J  ha,  oufin,  is  it  not  > 

Weft.  In  faith,  xa  conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaft  of. 

K..  Henry,  Yea,  there  thou  mak'ft  me  fad,  and  mak'ft 

me  fin, 

In  envy,  that  my  lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  of  fo  bleft  a  fon  : 
A  fon,  who  is  the  theam  of  honour's  tongue : 
Amongft  a  grove,  the  very  ftraighteft  plant, 
Who  is  fweet  fortune's  minion,  and  her  Pride  t 
Whilft  I  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him, 
See  riot  and  difhonour  (lain  the  brow 
Of  my  young  Harry.     O  could  it  be  prov'd, 
That  fome  night-tripping  Fairy  had  exchang'd 
In  cradle  clothes,  our  children  where  they  lay, 
And  call'd  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet  j 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine.. 

A  4  3<* 
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But  let  him  from  my  thoughts.     What  think  you  con- 
fin, 

Of  this  young  Percy's  Pride  ?  the  prifoners 
Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  furpriz'd, 
To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word 
1  Dull  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife.. 

Weft  This  is  his  uncle'*  teaching,  this  is  Worcester, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  afpe&s  j 
which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  bridle  up 
The  creft  of  youth  agaipft  your  dignity. 

1C.  Henry.  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this  j 
And  for  this  caufe  a  while  we  mufl  negleft 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jerufaltm. 
Coufin,  on  Wednefday  next,  our  council  we 
V/ill  hold  at  Wlndfor,  fo  inform  the  lords  : 
But  come  your  /elf  with  fpeed  to  us  again} 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to.be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can-be  uttered. 

*  1  Will,  my  Liege.  [Exeunp. 


SCENE       If. 
Enter  Heni-y  Prime  of  Wales,  and. Sir  John  FalftarT. 

Fal.  ^T  O  w  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

•*-N  P.  Henry.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drink 
ing  oM  fac1:,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  (upper,  and 
fleepi' g  upon  benches  in  the  afternoon,  that  thou  haft 
forgotten  to  demand  that  truly  which  thou  would'ft  tru 
ly  know.  What  a  devil  haft  thou  to  do  with.,the  time  of 
the  Day  ?  Unlefs  hours  were  cups  of  fack/and  minutes 
capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of  bajvds,  and  dials  the 
fignsof  leaping-houfes,  and  thebleffed  Sun  himfelf  a  fair 
hot  wench  in  flame-colour'd  taffata.  I  fee  no  reafon 
why  thou  fhould'ft  be  fo  fuperfluous,  to  demand  the  time 
of  th;  day. 

Fal.  Indeed  you  come  near  me  now,  Hal.  For  we  that 
lake  purfes,  go  by  the  Mopnand  fcven  flars,  and  not  by 

Phoebus, 
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Phoebus,  he,  that  wandring  knight  fo  fair.  And  I  pray 
thee,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  King— -—as Ged  fave 
thy  grace,  (Majefty  1  mould  fay,  for  grace  thou  wilt 
have  none.)  — - 

P.  Henry.  What!  none? 

Fal.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to 
/be  Prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  how  then  ?  tome  roundly,  roundly. 

Fal.  Marry  then,  fweetwag,  when  thou  art  King,  let 
not  us  that  are  fquires  of  the  night's  body,  be  ca'l'd 
thieves  of  the  day's  beauty.  Lefus  be  Diana's  forefters, 
'gentlemen  of  the  fhade,  minions  of  the'Moon  j  and  Jet 
men  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  government,  being  go 
verned  as  the  fea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chafte  miftrefs  the 
Moon,  under  whofe  countenance  we fteai. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fayft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too ;  for 
the  fortune  of  us  that  are  the  Moon's  men,  doth  ebb  and 
flow  like  the  fea,  being  govern'ii  as  the  fea  is,  by  the 
Moon.  As  for  proof,  now  i  A  purfe  of  gold  moft  refo- 
Jutety  fnatch'd  on  Monday  night,  ai>d  moft  difloluuly 
fpent  on  Tuefday  morning ;  got  with  fw earing,  *lxy  by  ^ 
and  fpent  with  crying,  bring  in  :  now  in  as  low  an  ebb- 
as  the  foot  of  tbe  ladder  5  and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a 
•flow  as  the-j-  ridge  of  the  gallows. 

Fal.  By  the  lord  thou  fay'ft  true,  lad  5  and  is  not  mine" 
-hoftefs  of  the  Tavern  a  moft  fweet  wench  > 

P.  Henry.  As  the  honey  of  Hibla,  my  old  lad  of  the 
cafllej  and  is  net  a  buff-jerkin  a  moft  fweet  robe  of 
durance  ? 

Fal.  How  now,  how  now  mad  wag,  what,  in  thy 
fjuips  and  thy  quiddities  J  what  a  plague  have  1  to  do 
with  a  buff-jerkin  ? 

V.Henry.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my 
hoftefs  of  the  tavern  > 

Fal.  Well,  thou  haft  call'd  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a 
time  and  off. 

P   Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  part? 

Fal.  No,  Til  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all 
there. 

A   s  P  H^ry,, 

*  I  rid  by.  f  ide. 


10  The  Firfi  Tart  of 

P.  Henry.  Yea  and  clfcwhcrc,  fo  far  as  my  com 
would  ftretch,  and  where  it  would  not  I  have  us'd  my 
credit. 

Fal.  Yea,  and  fo  us'd  it,  that  were  it  not  here  appa 
rent,  that  thou  art  heir  apparent  —  Bu.t  I  pr'ythec 
fweet  wag,  fhall  there  be  gallows  ftanding  in  England 
when  thou  art  King  ?  and  refolution  thus  fcbb'd  as  it  is, 
with  the  rufty  curb  of  eld  father  anti^k,  the  law  \  Do 
not  thou  when  thou  art  a  King,  hang  a  thief. 

P.  Henry.   No  j  thou  Ihalt. 

Fal.  Shall  I  ?    O  rare  1  I'll  be  a  brave  judge- 

P.  Henry.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already  :  I  mean  thou 
Ihall  have  the  hanging  of  thieves,  and  fo  become  a  rare 
hangman. 

Fal.  Well,  Hal,  wellj  and  in  fome  fort  it  jumps  wirh 
my  humour,  as  well  as  wainngjin  the  court,  1  can  tel) 
you. 

P.  Henry.  For  obtaining  of  fuits  > 

Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuits,  whereof  the  hangman 
hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood  I  am  as  melancholy  as 
a  gib-cat,  or  a  lugg*d  bear. 

P.  Henry.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  lover's  lute. 

Fal.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincoln/hire  bagpipe. 

P.H;»ry.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  a  Hare  or  the  melaa* 
choly  of  Moor-ditch? 

Fal.  Thou  haft  the  moft  unfavoury  fimilies,  and  art  in 
deed  the  moft  comparative,  rafcalleft,  fweet  youn$ 
Prince  —  But  Hal,  I  pr*ythee  trouble  rne  no  more  with 
vanity,  I  would  to  God  thou  and  I  knew  where  a  com.- 
»odiiyof  good  names  were  to  be  bought:  an  old  lord 
of  the  council  rated  me  the  other  day  in  the  ftreet  about 
you,  Sir }  but  I  mark'd  him  not,  and  yet  he  talk'd  very 
wifely,  and  in  the  fireet  too. 

P.  Henry.  +  Thou  didft  well,  for  wifdom  cries  out  in 
the  ftreet,  and  no  man  regardsJt. 

Fal.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  iceration,  and  art  indeed 
sb!e  to  corrupt  a  faint.  Thou  hafl  done  much  harm  un 
to  me,  Hal,  God  forgive  thee  for  k.  Before  I  knew 
thce,  Hal,  1  knew  nothing,  and  now  I  am,  if  a  ma* 

ihould 
*  tho*  didft  vtll,  for  V9  man  regards  it* 
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ftiould  fpeak  truly,  little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked,. 
Imuft  give  over  this  life,  and  I  will  give  it  over  by  the 
lord  j  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a  villain.  I'll  be  damn'd  for 
never  a  King's  fon  in  chriftendom. 

P.  Henry.  Where  fhall  we  take  a  purfe  to-morrow, 
Jack  ? 

FaL  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  1*11  make  onej  an  I  do 
not,  call  me  villain^,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  Henry^  1  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee,. 
from  praying  to  purfe-taking. 

Fal.  Why  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hat,,  'Tis  no  fir* 
for  a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation. 

SCENE    IIL 
Enter  Poins,. 

Pirns.  Now  fhall  we  know  if  Gads-hill  have  fet  a 
match.  O,  if  men  were  to  be  faved  by  merit,  what 
hole  in  hell  were  hot  enough  for  him  ?  this  is  the  moft 
omnipotentvillain  that  ever  cry 'd,  (land,  to  a  true  man»- 

P.  Henry,.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

foins.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal.  What  fays  Mon-. 
fieur  rernorfe  >  what  fays  Sir  John  fack  and  fugar  > 
$4ckf  how  agree  the  devil  and  thou  about  thy  foul,  that 
thou  foldeft  him  on  Good  Friday  laff,  for  a  cup  of  Ma- 
dera,  and  a  cold  capon's  leg. 

P.  Henry.  Sir  John  ftands  to  his  word,  the  devil  fhall 
have  his  bargain,  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  pro 
verbs  j  He  will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poinst  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word 
•with  the  devil. 

P.  Henry.  Elfe  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening 
the  devil. 

Poins.  But  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morning,  by 
four  a  clock  early  at  Gads-hill  j  there  are  pilgrimsgoing  to 
Canterbury  wit  h  rich  offerings,  and  traders  riding  to  LOK- 
don  with  fat  pur fes.  I  have  vizards  for  youalljyouhav* 
korfesfor  your  felve*  •  Gads-hill  lies  te-nigtu  in  Rochejitr> 

\  have 
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I  have  befpoke  fupper  to-morrow  in  Etfl-cheap'i  we 
may  do  it  as  fecure  as  fleep:  if  you  will  go,  I  will  fluff 
your  purfes  full  of  crowns  j  if  you  will  not,  tarry  at 
home  and  be  hang'd. 

Fal.  Hear  ye  Tedward,  if  I  tarry  at  home,  andgo  not,. 
I'll  hang  you  for  goin^. 

Poins.  You  will,  chops  \ 

Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

P.  Henry.  Who  ?  I  rob  ?  I  a  thief  J  not  I,  by  my 
faith. 

Fal.  There's  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good 
fellovvfhip  in  thee;  thou  cam'ft  not  of  tre  blood-royal, 
if  thou  dar'ft  not  cry,  ftand  for  ten  (hilling;;. 

P.  Henry.  Wtll  then,  once  in  my  days  I'll  be  a  mad 
cap. 

Fal.  Why  that's  well  faid. 

P.  ffc»ry'Well  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 

Fal.  By  the  lord  I'll  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou  art 
King. 

P.  Henry.  I  care  not. 

Poins*  Sir  John,  I  pr'ythee  leave  the  Prince  and  m« 
alone,  I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  reafons  for  this  ad 
venture,  that  he  fhall  go. 

Fal.  Well,  mayll  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  perfuafion, 
and  he  the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeak'ft 
inay  move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  believ'd  5  that 
the  true  Prince  may,  for  recreation**  fake,  prove  a  falfe 
thief  j  for  the  poor  abufes  of  the  time  want  countenance. 
Farewel,  you  fhall  find  me-  in  Eaft-cheap. 

P.  Htnry.  Farewel  f  thou  latter  fpring.  Farewel  all- 
h allow n  fimimer.  [Exit  Fal. 

Poins.  Now,  my  good  fweet  honey  lord,  ride  with 
us  tc-morrow.  I  have  a  jeft,  to  execute,  that  I  cannot 
manage  alone.  Faljlaf,  Harvey,  Roffil,  and  Gads-hill, 
fhall  roo  tWe  men  that  we  have  already  way_]aici  5. 
your •  fclf  and  I  will  not  be  there  5  2nd  when  they  have 
the  booty  ,f  you  and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  head 
from  my  moulders. 
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P.  Henry.  But  how  mall  we  part  with  them  in  let 
ting  forth  > 

Poms.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them, 
and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at 
our  pleafure  to  fail  j  and  then  will  they  adventure  up 
on  the  exploit  themfelves,  which  they  fhall  have  no 
fooner  atchiev'd,  but  we'll  fet  upon  them. 

P.  Henry*  Ay  bat  'tis  like  they  will  know  us  by  our 
horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appointment, 
to  be  our  Telves. 

Poms.  Tut,  our  horfes  they  mail  not  fee,  I'll  tie  them 
in  the  wood  5  our  Vizards  we  will  change  after  we  leave 
them  j  and  firrah,  1  have  cafes  of  buckram  for  the  nonce, 
to  immask  our  noted  outward  garments. 

P.  Henry.  But  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  usj 
Perns.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  1  know  them  to  be 
as  true-bred  cowards  as  eyer  turn'd  back  5  and  for  the 
third,  if  he  fights  longer  than  he  fees  reafon,.  I'll  for- 
fwear  arms.  The  virtue  of  this  jeft  will  be-,  the  inconn- 
prehenfible  lies  that  this  kme  fat  rogue  will  tell  us  when 
we  meet  at  fupper  j  how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought  with, 
what  f  wards,  what  blows,  what  extremities  he  endur 
ed}  and  in  the  reproof  of  this,  lies  the  jeft. 

P-.  Henry.  Well,  I'll  go  with  theej.  provide  us  all 
things  necelTary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in  Eajl- 
fheap  -,  there  I'll  fup.  Farewel. 

Poins.  Farewel,  my  lord.  [Exit  Poms. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenefs; 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  fufc, 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  fmother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world  j 
That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  behimfelf, 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at, 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mifts  * 

•  Of  vapours,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays. 
To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work  ; 
But  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifht-for  come, 

And 
f  word*. 
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And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accident!^ 

So  when  this  loofe  behaviour  I  throw  off, 

And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed  5 

By  how  much  better  then  my  word  I  am, 

By  fo  much  ih.ill  I  falfify  mens  hopes  j 

And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  fallen  ground, 

My  reformation  glittering  o'er  my  fault 

Shall  (hew  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 

Than"  that  which  hath  no  *  fofl  to  fet  ft  off. 

I'll  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill, 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leaft  I  will.     [Exit, 


SCENE     IV. 

K'mg  Henry,  Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hot- 
fpur,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  others. 

K.  Henry.  \/f  Y  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  tem- 

IV1         perate. 

Unapt  to  ftif  at  thefe  indignities; 
And  you  have  found  mej  for  accordingly 
You  tread  upon  my  patience  :  but  be  fure, 
I  will  from  henceforth"rather  be  my  felf, 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  Condition, 
Which  hath  been  fmooth  as  oyl,  foft  as  young  down, 
And  therefore  loft  that  title  of  refpeft, 
Which  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  th?  proud. 

Wor.  Our  houfe,  my  fovereign  Liege,  little  defervcs 
The  fcourge  of  greatnefs  to  be  u fed  on  it, 
And  that  fame  Greatnefs  too,  which  our  own  hands 
Have  help'd  to  make  fo  portly. 

North.    My  good  lord  < 

K.  Henry.   Worcefter  get  thee  gone,  for  I  do  fee 
Danger  and  difobedience  in  thine  eye. 
O  Sir,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  Majefty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  fervant  brow, 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.  When  we  need 

•  /M  YOUt 

*/«;. 
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Your  ufe  and  counfcl,  we  fhall  fend  for  you. 

[Exit  Woifcefter. 
You  were  about  to  fpeak,  [To  Northumberland",, 

North.  Yes,  my  good  Lord. 

Thofe  prifoners  in  your  highnefs'  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  TAolmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  ftrength  deny'4 
As  was  deli  vet 'd  to  your  Majefty. 
*  Or  envy  therefore,  or  mifprifiort, 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  foir. 

Hct.  My  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  prifoners. 
But  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extream  toil, 
Breathlefs  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  fwordj 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  trimly  drefs'd  : 
Frefh  as  a  bridegroom,  and  his  chin  new-reap'd 
Shew'd  like  a  ftubble-land  at  harveft-home. 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner, 
And  'twixt  his  Finger  and  his  Thumb,  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nofe  t  £  and  ftill  he  fmil'd  and  talk'dj 
And  as  the  foldiers  bare  dead  bodies  by, 
He  call'd  them  untaught  Knaves,  unmannerly, 
To  bring  a  flovenly,  unhandfome  coarfe 
Betwixt  the  wind,  and  his  nobility. 
With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  queftion'd  me  :  amongfr.  the  reft,  demanded 
My  prisoners,  in  your  Majefty's  behalf  $ 
I,  then  all-fmarting  with  my  wounds  being  cold, 
To  be  fo  peftcr'd  with  a  popinjay, 
Out  of  my  grief,  and  my  impatience, 
Anfwer'd,  negle&ingly,  I  know  not  what  j 

'He 


*  .•  nofe,  and  took't  away  again  j 

Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there, 

Took  it  in  fnuff. . And  frill  he  fmii'd,  CT 

£  Whoever  through  emy  or  mifyrtfon 
Was  guilty  of  this  fault,  'twas  not  r»y  {on, 
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He  fhould  or  mould  notj  for  he  made  me  mad, 
To  fee  him  fhine  To  brisk,  and  fmell  fo  fwect, 
And  talk  fo  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds;  (God  fave  the 

mark!) 

And  telling  me,  the  foyeraign'ft  thing  on  earth 
Was  Parmacity,  for  an  inward  bruife; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was, 
This  villainous  falt-petre  fhould  be  digged 
O-.st  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmlefs  earth, 
Which  m.any  a  good,  tall  Fellow  had  deftroy'd 
So  cowardly :  And  but  for  thefe  vile  guns^ 
He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldier. 
This  bald,  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 
I  anfwer'd  indirectly,  as  Ifaid; 
And  1  befe.ech  you,  let  net  this  report 
Come  currant  for  an  accufation, 
Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  Majefty.' 

Bhint*  The  circumftance  confider'd,  good  my  IdrcFj 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid, 
TO  fuch  a  Perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place, 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 
May  :reafonably  die  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  wsy  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  now. 

K.  Henry.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoners, 
But  with  provtfo  and  exception, 
That  we  at  our  own  charge  fhall  ranfom  ftrait 
His  brother*in-law,  the  fooliQi  Mortimer, 
Who, "on  my  foul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight, 
Againft  the  great  magician,  damn'd  Glendo'wer^ 
Whofe  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  marry 'd.     Shall  our  coffers  then 
Be  empty  'd,  to  redeem  a  traitor  librae'? 
Shall  we  buy  treafon  ?  and  *  indent  with  fears, 
When  they  have  left  and  forfeited  themfe'ves  ? 
No;  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  ftarvej. 
for  I  fhall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 

Whofe 
*  indent,  for  article, 
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Whofe  tongue  (hall  ask  me  for  one  penny  coft 
To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer  ? 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  foveraign  Liege, 
But  by  the  chance  of  war;  to  prove  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue,  for  all  thofe  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took, 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  fedgy  Bank, 
In  fingle  oppofition  hand  to  hand. 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendoiver : 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times' did  thejf< 

drink, 

Upon  agreement,  of  fwift  Sevcrrfs  flood  ; 
•Who  tnen  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks, 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeils* 
And  hid  his  crifp'd  head  in  the  hollow  bank, 
Blood-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  combatants, 
Never  did  bafe  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds  5 
Nor  ever  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many  and  all  willingly. 
Theii  let.  him  not  be  flander'd  with  revolt. 

K.  Henry*  Thou  doft  bely  him,  Percy,  thou  belieft 

him; 

He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower; 
He  xlurft  as  well  have  met  the  Devil  alone, 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  a*n  Enemy. 
Art  not  afham'd  >  but  firrah,  from  this  hour 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  means, 
Or  you  mall  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me 
As  will  difpleafe  you.     Lord  Northumberland, 
We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fon. 
Send  us  your  prifoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it. 

[Exit  JCi  Henrjr.' 

Hot.  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them.     I  will  after  ftrait, 
And  tell  him  fo  j  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart. 

Although 
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Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head.         [a-while, 
North.   What,  drunk  with  cholexJ  ftay,  and  paufe 
Hejc  comes  your  uncle.  ^ 

Enter  Worcefter, 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer? 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him,  and  let  my  foul 
"Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him. 
In   his  behalf,   I'll  empty  all  thefe  veins, 
And  fhed  my  dear  blood  d/op  by  drop  in  duft> 
But  I  will  lift  the  downfall'n  Mortimer 
As  high  i'th'Air  as  this  unthankful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Btlingbroke. 

Kerth.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  Nephew 
mad.  [To  Worcefter, 

Wor.  Who  fttuck  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  > 

Hot.  He  will,  forfooth,  have  all  my  Prifoners: 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  Took'd  pale, 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  ev'n  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  1  cannot  blame  hint*  was  he  not  proclaimed 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

North.  He  was  :  I  heard  the  proclamation  5 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
(  Whofe  wrongs  in  us,  God  pardon)  did  fet  forth 
Upon  his  Irijh  expedition  j  ' 
From  whence  he  intercepted  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  fhortly  murthered. 

Wor.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  world's  wid« 

mouth, 
Live  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of. 

Hot.  But  foft,  I  pray  you  j  did  King  Richard  then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  Crown  > 

North.  He  did  j  my  felf  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coufin  King, 
That  wifh'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarv'd* 
JBm  fhall  it  be,  that  you  that  fet  the  crown 

Upon 
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Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man, 
And  for  his  fake  wear  the  detefted  blot 
Of  murd'rous  f  hibernation  ?  fhall  it  be, 
That  you  a  world  of  curfes  undergo, 
Being  the  agents  or  bafe  fecond  means, 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather  * 
O  pardon  me,  that  I  defcend  fo  low, 
To  mew  the  line  and  the  predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fubtle  King. 
Shall  it  for  fhame  be  fpckcn  in  thefe  days, 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power 
Ingag'd  them  both  in  an  unjuft  behalfj 
(As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it,  have  done,) 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  lovely  rofe, 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  Canker  Bolinbroke  ? 
And  fhall  it  in  more  fhame  be  further  fpoken, 
That  you  are  fool'd,  difcarded,  and  fhook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thcfe  fhames  ye  underwent  5 
No ;  yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banifli'd  honours,  and  rtftore  your  felves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  difdain'd  contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  day  and  njght 
To  anfwer  all  the  debt  he  owes  unto  you, 
Ev'n  with  the  bloody  payments  of  your  death*  : 
Therefore  I  fay  . 

Wor.  Peace,  Coufin,  fay  no  more, 
And  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecret  book, 
And  to  your  quick  *  conceiving  discontents, 
I'll  read  you  matter,  deep  and  dangerous, 
As  full  of  peril  and  adventrous  fpirit, 
As  to  o'er-walk  a  current  roaring  loud, 
On  the  unftedfaft  footing  of  a  fpear. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good-night,  or  fink  or  fwim ; 
Send  Danger  from  the  eaft  unto  the  weft, 
So  Honour  crofs  it  from  the  north  to  fouth  • 
And  let  them  grapple.  O  !  .the  blood  more  ftirs 
To  roufe  a  Lion,  than  to  ftart  a  Hare. 

Mrth. 
f  fulordinations,  *  convtying. 
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North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  Patience. 

Hot.  By  heav'n,  methinks  k  were  an  eafy  leap, 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from' the  pale-fac'd  Moon, 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fadom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks  $ 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 
Without  co-rival,  all  her  dignities. 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowfhip! 

Wor.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here, 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  fhould  attend. 
Good  coufin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Wort  Thofe  fame  noble-Scots 
That  are  your  prifoners        • 

Hot.  I'll  keep  them  all. 
By  heav'n,  he  fhall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them: 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fav.e  his  Soul,  he  fhall  no*, 
I'll  keep  them  by  this  hand. 

Wor.  You  ftart  away, 
And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpofes, 
Thofe  prifoners  you  fhall  keep. 

Hot.  I  will;  that's  flat: 
He  faid  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer  : 
Forbad  -my  tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer: 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  afleep, 
And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla,  Mortimer! 
Nay,  I  will  have  a  Starling  taught  to  fpeak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 
To  keep  his  anger  ftill  in  motion. 

Wor.  Hear  you,  coufin  :  a  word. 

Hot.  All  ftudies  here  I  folemnly  defy, 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingkroke: 
And  that  fame  fword-and-buckler-Prince  of  Walti, 
(But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance,) 
I'd  have  him  poifon'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor.  Farewel,  my  kinfman  j  I  will  talk  to  you 
When  you  are  better  temper'd  to  attend. 

North. 
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North.  Why  what  a  wafp-tongu'd  and  impatient  fool 
,Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood, 
^Tying  thine  ear  to  no  toague  but  thine  own  > 

Hot.  Why  look  you,  I  am  whipt  and  fcourg'd  with 

rods, 

Nettled  and  ftung  with  pifmires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician  Bolingbr&ke: 
In  Richard's  time —  what  do  ye  call  the  place  J  — 
A  plague  upon't —  it  is  in  Glo'fterjhire- 
*Twas  where  the  mad-cap  Duke  his  uncle  kept— — 
His  uncle  York—  where  I  firft  bow'd  my  knee 
Unto  this  King  of  finiles  this  Boiingbroke : 
When  you  and  ke  came  back  from  Rwenfprug. 

North.  At  Barkley  caftle.* 

Hot.  You  fay  true : 

Why  what  a  deal  of  f  candied  cottrtefy 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me  !  ' 
Look,  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age 
Asd  gentle  Harry  Percy —  and  kind  coufin  • 
The  devil  take  fuch  cozeners —  God  forgive  me  — 
Good  uncle  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

Wor,  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again, 
We'll  ftay  your  leifure. 

Hot.  I  have  done  i'faith. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scotifh  prifonery* 
Deliver  them  without  their  ranfom  ftrait, 
And  make  the  Doivgla?  fon  your  only  mean 
For  pow'rs  in  Scotland?  which  for  divers  reafons 
Which  I  mall  fend  you  written,  be  aflurcd 
Will.eafily  be  granted  you,  my  lord, 
Your  fon  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd 
Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofom  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  prelate,  w«ll-belov'd, 
Th'  Archbifhop. 

Hot.  York,  is't  not  > 

Wor.  True,  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Briftol,  the  lord  Scroty. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  eftimation, 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  1  know 

Is 
ft 
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Is  ruminated,  plotted  and  fet  down, 
And  only  (lays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occafion  that  fhall  bring  it  on. 

Mot.  I  fmell  it :    on  my  life  it  will  do  well. 

North.  Before  the  Game's  a-foot,  thou  ftill  lett'ft  flip. 

Hot.  It  cannot  choofe  but  be  a  noble  Plot, 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York 
To  join  with  Mortimer  j  ha  ! 

Wor.  So  they  (hall, 

Her.  In  faith  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  reafon  bids  us  fpeed 
To  favc  our  heads,  by  raifing  of  a  head  : 
lor  bear  our  felves  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  debf, 
And  think  we  ^deem  our  felves  unfatisfy'd 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  Grangers  to  his  leoks  of  love. 

Hot .  He  does,  he  does ;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him,' 

Wor.  Coufin,  farewel.  No  further  go  in  this 
Than  I  by  Letters  iliall  dire&  your  courfe  j 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  Will  be  fuddenly, 
I'll  fteal  to  Glendflwer,  and  Lord  Mortimer, 
;  Where  you,  and  D&tuglas,  and  our  powers  at  once, 
(As  I  will  fafhion  it)  fhall  happily  meet, 
To  bear  our  Fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  arms, 
Which  now  we  bold  at  much  uncertainty. 

Nortb.  Farewel,  good  brother,  ffe  mall  thrive,  I  trut . 
Hor.  Uncle,  adieu:  O  let  the  hours  be  fhort, 
Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  out  fport. 

\Extunt*, 
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ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 

An  INN. 

Enter  a  Carrier  with  a  Lantborn  in  bis 


E I  <j  H  ho,  an't  be  not  four  by  the  daf 
1*11  be  hang'd.  Charles's  wain  is  over  the 
new  chimney,   and  yet  our  horfe  not 
packf.  What,  Oftler> 
Oft.  Anon,  anon. 

i  Car.  I  pr'ythe  Tow,  beat  Cuttf  faddle, 
put  a  few  flock*  in  the  point :  the  poor  jade  is  wrung 
in  the  withers,  out  of  all  cefs, 

Enter  another  Carrier^ 

a  Car.  Peafe  and  beans  are  as  £  dank  here  as  a  dog, 
and  that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots :  this 
koufe  is  turn'd  upfide  down,  fince  £<>£/»  Oftlerdy'd. 

i  Car.  Poor  fellow  never  joy'd  fince  the  price  of  oati 
rofe,  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

.  a  Car,  I  think  this  is  the  mod  villainous  houfe  in  all 
London  road  for  Pleas  :  I  am  ftung  like  a  Tench. 

i  Car.  Like  a  Tench  >  by  th'Mafs  there's  ne'er  a  King 
in  Chriftendom  could  be  better  bit,  than  I  have  been 
lince  the  firft  cock. 

a  Car.  Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jourden.and 
then  we  leak  in  your  chimney :  and  your  ckamberHe 
breeds  fleas  like  a  Loach. 

i  Can 
t  dank,  i,  e.  wi;  and  ritten. 
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i  Car.  What,  oftler,  come  away,amd  be  hang'cf,  come 
away. 

"  2,  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes 
of  ginger,  to  be  deliver'd  as  far  as  Charing-Crofs. 

i  Car.  'Odsbody,  the  Turkies  ia  my  pan»ie1:s  are  quite 
ftarv'd.  What  oftler  ?  a  plague  on  thee*  haft  thou  never 
an  eye  in  thy  head  \  canft  not  hear  >  an't  were  not  as 
good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am 
a  very  villain.  Come  and  be  hang'd,  haft  thou  no  faith 
in  thee  I 

..*v«V. 
Enter  Gads-hill. 

Gads.  Good- morrow  carriers.     What's  a  clock  > 

Car*  I  think  it  be  two  a  clock. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thy  lanthorn,  to  fee  my 
gelding  in  the  ftable. 

i  Car.  Nay,  fof t  I  pray  ye,  I  know  a  trick  worth 
two  of  that  i'faith. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thine. 

a  Car,  Ay,  when  ?  can'ft  tell  J  lend  me  thy  lanthorn 
ouoth  a!  marry,  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come 
to  London  ? 

*  Gar.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I 
warrant  thee.  Come,  neighbour  Mugges,  we'll  call  up 
the  gentlemen,  they  wiH  along  with  company,  for  they 
have  great  charge.  [Exe .  Carriers. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter^  Chamberlain. 

Gads.  What  ho,  chamberlain? 

Chamb.  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purfe. 

Gads.  That's  even  as  fair,  as  at  hand,  quoch  the  cham 
berlain  j  for  thcu  varieft  no  morefrom  picking  of  purfes, 
than  giving  directions  doth  from  labouring.  Tfeoulay'il 
the  plot  how.5 

Chamb. 
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Ckamb.  Good-morrow  matter  Gads-kill,  it  holds  cur' 
rant,  that  I  told  you  yefternight.  There's  a  Franklin 
in  th«  wild  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred  marks 
with  him  in  gold;  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  com 
pany  laft  night  at  fupper  j  a  kind  of  auditor,  one  that 
hath  abundance  of  charge  too,  God  knows  what  :  they 
are  up  already,  and  call  for  eggs  and  butter.  They  will 
away  prefently. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  f  St.  Nicholas* 
clarks,  1*11  give  thee  this  neck. 

Chamb.  No,  IM  none  of  it:  I  pr'ythee  keep  that  for 
the  hangman,  for  I  know  thouworthipp'ftSr.  Nicholases 
truly  as"  a  man  of  falfhood  may. 

Gads.  Whattalkft  them  to  me  of  the  hangman?  if  I 
hang,  I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows.  For  if  I  hang, 
old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me,  and  thou  know'ft  he's  no 
ftarveling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thoudream'ft 
not  of^the  which,  for  fport-fake,  are  content  to  do  the 
profeffion  fome  grace  j  that  would,  if  matters  mould  be 
look'd  into,  for  their  own  credit  fake,  make  al!  whole. 
I  am  join'd  wirh  no  foot-land-rakers,  no  long-ftaiFfix- 
penny-ftrikers,  none  of  thofemad  Muftachio-purple-hu'd 
malt-worms  ;  but  with  nobility  and  tranquillity}  bur- 
gomafters,  and  great  *  one-eyers,  fuch  as  can  hold  in, 
luch  as  will  ftrike  fooner  than  fpeak  ;  and  fpeak  fooner 
than  drink  i  and  drink  fooner  than  pray  j  and  yes  IJye, 
for  they  pray  continually  unto  their  faint  the  common. 
wealth  :  or  rather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her  ; 
for  they  rk/e  up  and  down  on  her,  and  make  her  their 
boots. 

Chamb.  What,  the  commen-wealth  their  boots  ?  \vitt 
file  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  \ 

.  Gads.  She  will,  (he  will  $  juftice  hath  Itquor'd  herrf 
We  fteal,  as  in  a  caftle,  cock-fure  j  we  have  the  receipt 
of  Fern-feed,  we  walk  invifiblc. 


•^  A  cant  -iv  or  d  for  the  devil,  ©Id-nick. 
*  Perhaps*  Oneraries,  TrvfteescrComtnffiovtr:.  Or  cun 
ning  men  th'at  look  fiarp,  and  aim  well,  Met,u>h. 
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Chatnb.  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  more  beholden 
to  the  night,  than  the  Fern-feed,  for  your  walking  in- 
vrfible. 

Gads.  Give  me  thy  hand  :  thou /halt  have  a  (hare  in 
our  purchafe,  as  I  am  a  true  man. 

Chamb.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a 
falfe  thief. 

Gads.  -Go  to,  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men.- 
Bid  the  oftler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  ftable.  Fare- 
wel,  ye  muddy  knave.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE     III. 
The  High-way. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poins  and  Peto. 

Poins.    /""^   O  M  E,  fhelter,  Ihelter;  I  have  remove^ 
\^J  Faljlajf's  horfe,  and  he  frets  Jtke  a  gumm'd 
velvet. 

P.  He»ry.  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  FalftafL 

TJ.  Poins.  Poins,  and  be  hang'd,  Poins! 

'P.  Henry*  Peace  ye  fat-kidney 'd  rafcal,  what  a  bawl- 
Ing  doft  thou  keep  * 

Fal.  What,  Poins  ?  Hal. 

P.  Henry.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  th«  top  of  the  hill.  Til  go 
feek  him. 

Fal.  I  amaccurft  to  rob  in  that  thief's  company  :  the 
rafcal  hath  remov'd  my  horfe,  and  ty'd  him  I  know  not 
where.  If  I  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  fquare  farther 
afoot,  I  fha!l  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to 
die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  I  'fcape  hanging  for 
killing  that  rogr*.  1  have  forfworn  his  company  hour 
ly  anytime  this  two  and  twenty  year,  aud  yet  I  am  be- 
witch?d  with  the  rogue's  company.  If  the  rafcal  have 
not  i>syen  me  medicines  to  make  me  love  him,  I'll  be 
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hang'd,  it  could  not  be  elfej  I  hive  drunk  medicines. 
Poms  !  Hal !  a  plague  upon  you  both.,  Bardclph  !  Peto  f 
I'll  ftarve  ere  I'll  rob  a  foot  further.  An  'twere  not  as 
good  a  deed  .as  to  drink,  to  turn  true-man,  and  to  leave 
thefe  rogues,  I  am  the  verieft  varlet  that  ever  chewed 
with  a  tooth.  Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  three- 
fcore  and  ten  Miles  afoot  with  me:  and  tbeftony-hearted 
villains  know  it  well  Enough.  A  plague  upon't,  when 
thieves  cannot  be  true  to  one  another.  [They  -whifd&l 
Whew,  a  plague  upon  you  all.  Give  me  my  hurfe  3  you 
rogue.^  give  me  my  horfe,  and  be  hang'd. 

P.Henry.  Peace  ye  fat  gut?,  lie  down,  lay  thine  ear 
clofe  to  the  ground,  and  lift  if  thoucanft  hear  the  tread 
of  travelers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  leavers  to  lift  me  up  agan,  be 
ing  down  >  'Sblood  Til  not  bear  mine  own  flefh  fo  far 
afoot  again,  for  all  the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer. 
What  a  plague  mean  ye,  to  colt  me  thus  ? 

P.  Henry,  Thou  lieft,  thou  art  not  coked,  thcu  art 
uncolted.' 

Fal.  1  pr'ythee,  good  Prince  tHal,  help  me  to  my 
horfe,  goo  i  King's  fon. 

P.  Henry.  Out  you  rogne,   (hall  I  be  your  oftler? 

Fal.  Go  hang  thy  felt  in  in  thy  own  heir-apparent 
garters  j  if  I  be  ta'en,  Til  peach  for  this;  an  I  have 
not  ballads  made  on]  you  all.  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes, 
let  a  cup  of  fack  be  my  poifon  j  when  a  jeft  is  fo 
forward,  and  afoot  too!  1  hate  it. 

Enter  Gads-hill  and  Bardolph. 

Gads.  Stand, 

Fal.  So  I  do  againft  my  will. 

P&ins,  O  *tis  our  fetter,  I  know  his  voice : . 
Bardolph,  what  news? 

Sard.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye:  on  with  your  vizards;  there's 
money  of  the  King's  coming  down  the  hiil,  'tis  going 
to  the  King's  Exchequer.] 
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Fal.  You  lie,  you  rogue,  'tis  going  to  the  King* 
tavern. 

Gads.  TKere's  enough  to  make  us  all. 

Fal.  To  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry.  You  four  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrow 
lane:  Ned  Pains  and  J  will  walk  lower;  if  they  fcapc 
from  your  encounter,  then  they  light  on  us.^ 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  of  them  ?; 

Gads,  Some  eight  or  ten. 

fal,  Zounds,  will  they  not  rob  us? 

P.  Henry.  What  a  coward,  Sit  John  Paunch  f 

Fal.  Indeed  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grand 
father;  but  yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  we'll  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poins.  Sirrah,  Jack,  thy  horfe  ftands  behind  the 
Jiedge,  when  theu  need'ft^him,  there  (halt  thou  find 
him;  farewel,  and  ftand  faft.) 

lal.  Now  cannot  I  ftrike  him  if  I  mould  be 
hang'd. 

P. Henry.  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 

P,oinj.   Here  hard   by  :  ftand  clofe. 

Tal.  Now  my  Matters,  happy  man  be  his  dole  fay 
I :  every  man  to  Ihis  bufinefs. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Travellers. 

Tra^>.  Come,  neighbour;  the  b.oy  (hall  lead  our 
hcrfes  down  the  hilf -.  we'll  walk  a  foot  a  while,  and 
cafe  our  legs. 

Thieves.  Stand, 

Trav.  Jefu  blefs  us'.  ' 

Fal.  Strike;  down  with  them,  cut  I  the  villains 
throats;  ah!  whorfon  caterpillars;  bacon-fed  knaves, 
they  hate  us  youth;  down  with  them,  fleece  them. 

Trav,  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for 
ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye  gorbellied  knaves,  are  you  undone?  no, 
ye  fat  chuffs,  1  would  your  ftore  were  here.  Cn  bacons, 

on! 
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en!  what  ye  knaves  ?  young  men  muft  livcj  you  are 
grand  juror*,  are  ye  \  we'll  jure  ye  i'faith. 

[Htre  they  rob  and  bind  them  :  Extant. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Pom.*. 

?.  Henry.  The  thieves  have  bound  the   true-men  t. 
now  could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves  and  go  merrily  to" 
London,  it  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for 
a  month,  and  a  good  j eft  for  ever. 

Poms.  Stand  clofe,  1  hear  them  coming. 

Enter  Thieves  again.    • 

ful;  Come  my  matters,  let  us  fhar*,  and  then  to  horfe" 
before  day  5  and  the  Prince  and  Poms  be  not  two  arrant 
€owards,  there's  no  equity  ftirring.     There's  no  nrjpie 
valour  in  that  Pirns,  than  in  a  wild  Duck. 
P.  Henry.  Your  money. 
Poins.  Villains. 

[As  they  are  flaring,  the  Prince  and  $o\ns  fef  upon 
them.     They  ail  run  away,  and  Falfta-ft  after  a 
blow  or  two  runs  away  too,  leaving  the  booty  be 
hind  them. 
P.  Henry.  Got  with  much  eafe.     Now  merrily  tp 

horfe : 

The  Thieves  are  fcatter'd  and  pofTeft  with  fear 
So  ftrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  j 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.     Now  Faljlaff  fweats  to  death,  ] 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along: 
"Wer't  not  for  laughing,  I  Qiould  pity  him. 
Poms.  How  the  rogue  roar'd!  ,    [Exeunt. 
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SCENE       V. 

Lor  ~d  Percy'*  Houf*. 
Enter  Hot-fpur  folus,  reading  obiter. 

UT  for  mine  own  parK&y  lord,  I  could  be  well  con 
tented  to  be  there,  in  refyett  of  the  love  I  bear  your 
Houfe.  He  could  be  contented  to  be  there  j  why  is  he 
not  then  1  in  reject  of  the  Iwe  he  bears  our  houje  :  he 
fhews  in  this,  he  loves  his  o'wn  barn  better  than  he 
loves  our  houfe.  Let  me  fee  fqrne  more.  The  purpofe 

'  ' 


you  undertake  is  dangerous.  Whjptt's  certain:  'tis  dan 
gerous  to  take  a  cold,  to  fleep,  to  drink  :  but  I  tell 
you,  my  lord  fool,  out  of  this  nettle,  dan£CT,jj|e 
pluck  this  flower,  fafely.  The  purpofe  you  under: 
dangerous,  the  jriends  you  have  named  un^rtmn^  tkt 
time  it  felf  unforted,  and  your  whole  plot  too  light,  for 
the  counterpoise  of  fo  great  an  oppofuion.  S.iy  vou  fr, 
fay  you  fo?  I  fay  unto  you  again,  yowar^a  maSSap 
cowardly  hind,  and  you  lye.  What  a  lack-brain  is  this  ? 
By  the  lord,  our  p!ot  is  a  good  plot  as  ever  was  laidj 
our  friends  true  and  conftant:  a  good  plot,  good 
friends,  and  full  of  expectation:  an  excellent  plot, 
very  good  friends.  What  a  frofty-fpirited  rogue  is 
this  >  Why,  my  lord  of  York  commends  the  plot,  and 
the  general  courfe  of  the  aftion.  By  this  hand,  if  I 
we«*e  now  by  this  rafcal,  1  could  brain  him  with  his 
lady's  fan.  Is  there  not  my  father,  my  uncle,  and  my 
felf,  Lord  Edmond  Mortimer,  my  lord  of  York,  and 
Ouen  Glendower  ?  Is  there  not  befide,  the  Dowglas  I 
have  I  not  all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by 
the  ninth  of  the  next  month  ?  and  are  there  not  fome 
of  them  fet  forward  already  ?  What  a  Pagan  rafcal 
is  this?  sn  infidel.  Ha!  you  frull  fee  now  in  ve 
ry  fincerity  of  fear  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  King, 
and  lay  open  all  our  proceedings.  O,  I  could  divide  my 
felf,  andgo  to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a  dim  of  skimm'd 
milk  with  fo  honourable  an  afiion.  Hang  him,  let  him 

tell 
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tell  the  King.     We  are  prepared,  1  will  fet  forward 
to-night. 

S    G    EN    E      VI. 
\ 

Enter  Lady  Percy. 

How  now,  Kate!  I  mnft  leave  you  within  thefe  two 
hours. 

Lady.  O  my  good  lord,  w|fesfr$^#thus  alone  > 
For  what  offence  have  I  this  rormigprbeen' 
A  banim'd  woman  fromTmy  Hxrry^s  bed  J  '  |  te 

Tell  me/fweet  Lord,  wha$  is't  ^ha*  takes  fi-o^.thee 
T&ti Jfcpmach,  pleafure,  aq^|^  golden  deep  ?  * 
VSUpdoft  thou  bend  thy  Ajfibpoji  the  earth?  *" 

ApTftart  fo  often  ^en  fl  Kctmf^one  ? 
Why  haft  thou  loftjBytefh  blood  in  thy  cheeks 
And  given  thy  trearoftjgjfrd  my  rights  :of  the e, 
To  thick-ey'd  mufirrg^fe^ curft  melancholy  ! 
l|  rhy  faint  ilutnl)ers  It^ffceJiavc  watcht, 
And  heard  th^e  mtirniur  tales  f  iron  wars :    r 
Speak  terms  of  rtranage  to  thfft&JJ^ing  deed  j 
Cry,  Courage!  to  the  field!  and  "SMIL hartal k'd 
Of  fatties  and  retires  5    of  trenches, '^tlnt^lL    ^-> 
Of  palifadoes,  frontiers,  parapets  5  ," 

Of  bafilisks,  of  ^cannon,  cul^erin, 
Of  prifoners  ratffonii  and  oTfoldiers  flain, 
And  all  J^  qttjfent  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  fpirit  v^tntn"  theejiath  been  fo  at  war,  ^ 
And  thus  h^ih  fo  beftir'd  thee  in  thy  fleep, 
That  Beads  of  fWeat  have J^pd  upon  thy  brow, 
Lik  bubbles  in  a  late  di^tfllBd  dream : 
And  intthy  face  ftrange  d^rbns  have  appear'd, 
Such  as- we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  Breath, 
On  fome  great  fudden  hafte.     O  what  ffijhfems   arc 

,  thefe  } 

Some  heavy  bufinefs  hath  my  lord  in  hand. 
And  I  muft  know  it;  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot.  What  ho,  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone  ? 

B  4  Enter 
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Enter  Servant. 

Se-rv.  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  agone- 

Hot.  Hath    Butler  brought  thofe  horfes  from  the 
Sheriff? 

Serv*  One  horfe,  my  lord,  he  brought  ev'n  now. 

Hot.  What  horfe  ?  a  roan,  a  crop  ear,  is  ic  not  2 

Serif .  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot.  That  roan  fhall  be  my  throne. 
Well,  I  will  back  him  ftrair.  O  Efferance  I 
Jid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park. 

Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

Hot.  What  fay'fl  thou,  my  lady  > 

Lady.   What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  Why,  my  horfe,  my  love,  my  horfe. 

Lady.  Out  you  mad  headed  ape!   A  weafel  hath  not 
Such  a  deal  of  fpleen  as  you  are  toft  with. 
In  faith  I'll  know  your  bufinefs,  that  I  will. 
1  fear  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir 
About  his  title,  and  hath  fent  for  you 
To  line  his  enterprize,  but  if  you  go         • 

Hot.  -—So far  afoot,  1  fhall  be  weary,  love.' 

Lady.  Come,  com?,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  me 
Direftly  to  this  qucftion,   I  fhall  ask. 
I'll  break  thy  litue  ringer,  Harry, 
If  thou  wilt  net  tell  me  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler:  lovef  I  love  thec 

not. 

1  care  not  for  thee,  Kate-,  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  f  mnmmets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips. 
"We  muft  have  bloody  nofes,  and  crack'd  crowns, 
And  pafs  them  currant  too  —  gods  me !  my  horfe. 
What  fay 'it  thou,  Kate.'  what  wouldft  thou  have  with 
me? 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not  indeed  \ 
Well,  do  not  then.  For  fince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love   my  (elf.     Do  you  not  love  me  > 
JSay,  tell  me  if  you  fpeak  in  jefl  or  no  ? 

f  Mammets,  i.  e,  girls. 
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Kit.  Come,  wiit  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  am  en  horfc-back,  I  will  fwear 
Imuft  not  have  you  henceforth  queftion  me, 
Whither  I  gQ;  nor  reafon  where  about; 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft;  and  to  conclude, 
This  evening  muft  I  leave  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  further  wife 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife.     Conftant  you  arc, 
But  yet  a  woman;  and  for  fecrefie, 
No  lady  clofer.    For  I  will  believe, 
Thou  wilt  not  utrer  what  thou  deft  not  know, 
And  f«>  f»r  will  I  rruft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

Lady.  How  fo  far  ? 

Hot.  Not  an  inch  further.    But  hark  you  Katf,   • 
Whither  I  go,  thither  mail  you  go  too : 
To-day  will  I  fct  forth,  to- morrow  you.  : 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate? 

La4y.  1 1  muft  of  force. 


SCENE    VIL 

The  Tavern  in  Eaft-cheap. 
Enter  trinee  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  "\J[  ED,  pi'ythee  coma  our  of  that  fat  room, 
iN  and  lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poins.  Where  haft  been,  Hal? 

P.Henry.  With  three  or  four  lopgerheads,  amongfr 
three  or  fourfcore  hogfhtads.  I  have  founded  the  very 
bafs  firing  of  humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  brother  to 
a  learn  of  drawers,  and  can  call  them  by  their  Chriftea 
nimer,  as  Torn,  Dick,  and  Francis,  They  take  it  al 
ready  upon  their  *  confcience  that  though  I  be  but  Prince 
of  Wales,-  yet  I  am  the  King  of  courrefie;  telling  ma 
flitly  I  am  no  proud  Jack,  l;ke  Jack  ?al[i*ff,  but  a 
Corinthian,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  'good  boy:1  aiid  when! 
B  f  am 

*  confidence. 
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s»m  King  of  England,  I  (hall  command  all  the  goqd  lads 
\A  Eaft- cheap.  They  call  drinking  deep,  dying  fcjrltt; 
and  wh^n  you  *  breathe  in  your  warring,  they  cry  hem  ! 
and  bid  you  flay  it  off.  To  conclude,  I  am  fo  good  a 
proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an  hour,  that  I  can  drink 
with  a  tinker  in  his  own  language  during  my  life.  I 
tell  thee  Ned,  thou  haft  loft  much  honour,  that  thou 
wert  not  with  me  in  this  aclion;  bat  fweet  Ned,  (to 
fweetcn  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this  penny- 
wi  rth  of  fugar,  clapt  even  now  into  my  hand  by  an  un- 
der  skinker,  one  thai  never  fpakc  other  Englifh  in  his 
life,  then  Eight  Shillings  and  Six  Pence,  and  Xto  fire  tod" 
come  Sir:  with  this  (hnll  addition,  Awn,  Sirt  anon  Sir -3 
Score  a  pint  of  b*Jl»rd  in  the  half  moon,  or  fo.)  But  Ned, 
to  drive  away  time  till  Falftetff  come,  I  pr'ythee  do  thou 
ft  and  in  fome  bye  room,  while  I  queftion  my  puny 
drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  fugar?  and  do  ne 
ver  leave  caling  Francis,  that  his  tale  to  me  may  be 
nothing  but,  anon.  Step  afide,  and  I'll  fhew  thee  a 
precedent. 

Poins.  Francis. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  perfect 

Point.  Francis. 

SCENE    VIII, 
"Enter  Francis  the  drawer. 

TrAn.  Anon,  anon,Sir;  look  down  into  the poongranet, 
*Mhb. 

P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis. 

Fran.  My  lord. 

P.  Henry    How  long  haft  thou  to  fer  -:    Frincu? 

Fran.  Foifooth,  five  years,  and  as  •:  u  h  a   to  — 

Point.  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Five  years;  by'r-Iady,  a  Jong  leafc  for  the 
clinking  of  pewter.  Bat  Irancit,  daaft  thou  be  fo  va 
liant, 

*  trttk. 
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liarif,  as  to  J  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  ari<J 
fhew  it  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Fran.  O  lord,  Sir,  I'll  be  fworn  upon  all  the  books  in 
"England,  \  coald  find  in  my  heart  "• 

Poins.  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  I 

Fran.  Let  me  fee,    about  Michaelmas  next    1   (ball 

Pohu.  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon  Sirj  prajryou  ftay  a  little,  my  lord. 

V.Henry.  Nay,  but  hark  you  Francis,  for  the  fugar 
thou  gavcft  me,  'twas  a  pennyworth,  was*t  not  ? 

Fran.  O  lord,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Henry.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound:" 
ask  me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  ihalt  have  it. 

Poms.  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Henry.  Anon,  Francis?  no,  Trtncis,  but  to-morrow 
Ira'ncif ;  or  Francis,  on  IkurfdaJ  j  or  indeed  f>v»»«5>when 
thou  wilt.  But  Francis. 

Fran.  My  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  chriftal- 
button,  *  knot-pated,  agat-ring,  puke- flocking,  caddice- 
garter,  fmooth  tongue,  Spanifbjpouch. 

Fran.  O  lord,  Sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why  then  your  brown  baftard  is  your  only 
drink;  for  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas  doub 
let  will  fully.  In  Barbary,  Sir,  it  cannot  come  to  io 
much. 

Fran.  What,  Sir? 

Point.  Francis \ 

P.  Henry.  Away  you  rogue,  doft  thou  uot  hear  them 
call? 

[Here  they  both  call,  the  drawer  ftandt  amazed 
wt  knowing  which  way  to  go,  ,. 

Enttr 
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Enter  Vintner. 

Y'mt.  What,  fbrd'ft  thou  ftfll,'  and  henr'ft  fuch  a  call- 
t>£?  Lock  to  the  guefts  within.  My  lord,  old  Sir  John 
with  half  a  dozen  more  are  at  the  doorj  {hall  1  let 
tbem  in? 

P.  Henry.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the 
door,  Pcinj^ 

Enter  Poins^  , 

p«»/«  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  P.tnry.  Sirrah,  Falfttff  and  the  reft  of  the  thieves 
are  rt  the  door;  fliail  we  be  merry? 

Pews.  As  merry  as  Crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye 
what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  thisjeft  of  the 
drawer  ?  come,  what's  the  ifTue  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  am  now  of  all  humours,  that  have  (hew'd 
themfe'ves  humours,  fince  the  old  days  of  goodman  Adam> 
to  the  pupil  age  of  this  prefenr  twelve  a  clock  at  mid 
night.  W  hat's  a  clock  ,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  That  ever  this  fellow  (hould  have  fewer 
words  than  a  Parrot,  arid  yet  the  fon  of  a  Woman.  His 
induftry  is  up  flairs  and  down  flairs;  his  eloquence  the 
parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percy's  mind, 
the  hor-fpurrf  the  norrhj  he  that  kills  me  fome  fix  «r 
fevtn  dczen  of  Scots  at  a  breakfaft,  wsfhes  his  hands  and 
fays  to  his  wif<%  fie  upon  this  quiet  life,  I  want  work, 
O  my  fweet  Harry,  fsys  (he,  bow  many  haft  thou  kill'd 
to  day  ?  ©ive  my  roan  horfe  a  drench,  fay  she,  and  anfwery, 
fome  fourteen,  an  hour  aPer;  a  trifle,  a  trifle.  I  pr'ythec 
call,  in  Fal/laff,  I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  daran'd  brawn 
ftrail  play  dame  Mortimer  tis  wife.  Rivo,  fays  the  drunk 
ard.  Call  in  ribs,  call  in  tallow* 


S..C  EWE 
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SCENE    IX. 

Enter  FalftaC 

Point.  Welcome  Jack,  where  haft  thou  been  ? 

Fa/.  A  plague  of  .all  Cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance 
too,  marry  and  Amen.  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  boy  —  — 
Ere  I  lead  this  life  long,  111  fow  nether  focks  and  mend 
them,  and  foot  them  too.  A  plague  of  all  cowards.  Give 
me  a  cap  of  fack,  rogue.  Is  there  no  virtue  exr?m  ? 

[He  brinks. 

P.  Henry.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  difh  of 
butter?  pitiful  hearted  *  Titan,  that  melted  at  the  fweet 
tale  of  the  fun?  if  thou  did  ft,  then  behold  that  com 
pound. 

Fdl.  Yoa  rogue,  here's  lime  in  tbig  f»dc  too;  there 
js  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  Man  j 
yet  a  coward  is  worfe  than  a  cup  of  £»ck  with  lime  in 
it.-  A  villainous  coward  —  Go  thy  ways  old  Jack,  die 
mrhen  thou  wilt;  if  manhood,  good  manhood  be  nor  for 
got  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  1  a  (ho?t-?n  her 
ring  :  there  live  not  three  good  men  urthang'd  in  Engl*nJ» 
and  one  of  them  is  far,  and  grows  old.  God  help  the 
while,  a  bad  world  I  fay.  I  would  I  were  a  weaver,  I 
could  (ing  pfalms,  and  all  manner  of  fongs.  A  plague  of 
all  Cowards,  I  fay  -ft  ill. 

P.  Henry*  How  now  Woolfuck,  what  mutter  you?  * 

T<d.  A  King's  fon  ?  if  do  no*  beat  thee  out  of?  thy 
kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  tbyfubj«<5h 
afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geefe,  I'll  never  wear  hair 
on  my  face  more.  You  Prince  of  Wales  f 

P.  Henry.  Why  you  whorfon  round  Man!  what's  th* 
matter  ? 

Fat.  Are  you  not  a  coward  :  anfwer  me  to  that,  and 
Point  there? 

P.  Henry.  Ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward,  Til 
ftab  thee. 


6r  rather,  Butter  that  mdttd. 
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FaL  I  call  tfaee  coward!  Til  fee  theedamn'd  ere  ,'1*11  call 
thee  Coward  j  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  pound  I  could 
run  as  faft  as  thou-can/h  You  are  ftrait  enough  in  the 
fli©ulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  back:  call  you 
that  backing  of  your  friends  ?  a  plague  upon  fuch  back 
ing  >  give  me  them  that  will  face  me—  —  Give  me  a 
cup  of  fack,  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  drunk  to-day. 

P.  Htnry.  O  villain,  thy  Lips  are  fcarce  wip'd  fince 
thou  drunk'ft  laft. 

F*l.  All's  one  for  that.  [He  drinks. 

A  plague  of  all  cowards  ftill,  fay  I. 

P.  Henry.  What's  the  matter  ? 

J*/.  What's  the  matter!  here  be  four  of  us,  hart  ta'cfl 
a  thouDnd  pound  this  morning. 

P.  Henry.  Where  is  it?  Jack?  where  is  it? 

Tal.  Where  is  it  :  taken  from  us,  it  is,  a  hundred  upon 
poor  four  of  us. 

P.  Henry.  What,  a  hundred,  man? 

Jal.  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  were  not  at  half  fword  with  a 
dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  efcap'd  by 
miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet, 
fear  through  the  hofe,  my  buckler  cut  through  and 
through,  my  fword  hack'd  [ike  a  hand  faw,  eccefigmtm. 
I  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  Man;  all  would  not  do. 
A  plague  of  all  cowards  .  let  them  fpeak  5  if  they 

fpeak  more  or  lefs  than  truth,  they  are  villains  and  the 
fons  or  darknefs. 

P.  Henry.  Speak  Sirs,  how  was  It  ? 

*  t?a<fr.  We  four  fet  upon  fame  dozen. 

Fal,  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  my  lord. 

Gads.  And  bound  them. 

Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Tal.  You  rogue  they  were  bound,  every  man  of  themy 
or  I  am  a  fw  elfe,  an  Ebrevp  Jev. 

Gads.  As  we  were  {baring,  ibme  fix  or  feven  frclh  men 
&t  upon  U5. 


*  In  the  old  edition  Roflel  fpetkt  bmt  and  not  Gads- 
hill. 
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Fal.  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the 
other. 

P.  Henry.  What,    fought  ye  with  them  all? 

Fal.  All?  I  know  not  what  ye  call  all;  but  if  I  fought 
not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radilh:  if  there 
were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jack,  then 
am  I  no  two-3egg'd  creature. 

Toms.  Pray  heav'n,  you  have  not  murthered  fomc  of 
them. 

Fal.  Nay  that's  paft  praying  for.  I  have  pepper'd  two 
of  them;  two  I  am  fure  I  have  pay'd,  two  rogues  in 
buckram  fuits.  1  tell  thce  what,  Hal,  If  I  tell  thee  a  lie, 
fpit  in  my  face,  call  me  horfe}  thou  know'ft  my  old 
ward  j  here  I  lay,  and  thus  I  tore  my  point}  four  rogues 
in  buckram  let  drive  at  me: 

P.  Henry.  What  four?  thou  faidft  but  two,  even 
now. 

Fal.  Four,  Hal,  I  told  thee  four. 

Toms.  Ay,  ay,  he  faid  four. 

Fal.  Thefe  tour  came  all  a- front,  and  mainly  thrufl  at 
me?  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  fcven  points 
in  my  target,  thus. 

P.Henry.  Seven!  why  there  were  but  four  crcn 
now. 

fal.  In  buckram. 

Poins.  Ay,  four  in  buckram  Suits. 

Fal.  Seven,  by  thefe  Hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  elfe. 

P.  Henry.  Pr'ythee  let  him  alone,  we  fliall  have  more 
anon. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear  me,  Hal? 

P.  Henry.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack. 

J>al.  Do  fo,  for  it^is  worth  the  liftning  to :  thefe  nine 
in  buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of  • 

P.  Henry.  So,  two  more  already. 

Jal.  Their  points  being  broken          •< 

Poins.  Down  tell  his  hofe. 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground;  but  I  folio w'd  me  clofe, 
came  in  foot  and  hand  j  and  with  a  thought,  fevenof  rhe 
eleven  I  pay'd. 

P.  Henry. 
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P.  Ken.  0  monftrous!  eleven  buckram  men  grown 
out  of  two! 

Fal.  But  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mif-begor- 
teti  knaves  in  Kendal  green,  came  at  my  back,  snd  let 
drive  at  me;  (tor  it  was  fo  dark,  fla/,  that  thou  couldft 
not  lee  thy  hand.) 

P.  Htn.  Thefc  lies  are  like  the  Father  that  begets  them,' 
grofs  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why  thou  clay^ 
brain'd  guts,  thou  knotty- pated  fool,  thou  whorfoc  ob- 
fcene  greafy  tallow-catch j  •  >..  • 

I a,i.  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not  the 
truth,  the  truth  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why  how  cou'd'fHhou  know  thefe  men  in 
Xendal  green,  when  it  was  fo  dark,  thou  could'ft  not  .fee 
thy  Hand?  come  tell  us  your  reafon:  what  fay'ft  thou  to 
this? 

Toins.  Come,  your  reafon,  Jack,  your  reafon. 

1*1.  What, upon  compulfion?  no;  werel  a 
pado,  or  all  the  racks  in  rhe  world,  I  would  not  tell  you 
on  compulfion.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  compulfion !  if  rea- 
fons  were  as  plenty  as  black- berries,  I  would  give  no 
isan  a  reafon  upon  compulfion:  I  ? 

P.  Htnry.  I'll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fin.  This 
fanguine  coward,  this  bed-preffer,  this  horfcback-breaker, 
this  huge  hill  of  flefh. 

Fal.  Away  you  ftarveling,  you  elf-skin,  you  dry'd 
neats-tongae,  bull's  piztel,  ycu  ftock-fifli :  O  for  breath  to 
utter!  What  is  likerhee?  You  taylor's  yard,  you  flieath, 
you  bow-cafe,  you  vile  (landing  tuctc. 

P.  Henry.  Weil,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to't  again ; 
and  when  thou  hail  tir'd  thy  fclf  in  bafc  comparisons, 
h?ar  me  fpeak  but  this. 

few.  Mark,  Jack. 

P.  Htnry.  We  two  faw  you  four  fet  on  four,  you 
bound  them,  and  were  matters  of  their  wealth:  mark 
now  how  a  plain-  tale  mail  put  you  down.  Then  did  we 
two  fet  on  you  four,  and  with  a  word,  outrac'd  you 
from  your  prize,  and  have  it,  yea,  and  can  (hew  it  you 
beicin  the  houfe.  And  Falftajf,  you  carry'd"  your  guts 
away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick  dexterity,  and  roar'd 

for 
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for  mercy,  and  ftill  ran  and  roar'd,  as  ever  I  heard  bull- 
calf.  What  a  (lave  art  thou,  to  -hack  thy  fword  as  thou 
haft  done,  and  then  fay  it  was  in  fight.  What  trick  ? 
what  devife?  what  flatting  bole,  ean'ft  thou  now  Had 
out,  to  hide  tbee  from  this  open  and  apparent  fhame  ? 

Foins.  Come,  let's  hear,  Jack:  what  trick  haft  thou 
now? 

Fat.  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that  inads 
yt.  Why  hear  ye,  my  Matter?;  was  it  for  me  to  kill 
the  heir  apparent?  Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  Prince  i 
Why  thou  knoweft  lam  as  valiant  as  Hercules;  but  be 
ware  inftinft,  the  Lion  will  not  touch  the  true  Frince : 
inftindl  is  a  great  matter,  I  was  a  coward  on  inftindfc :  I 
(hall  think  the  better  of  my  felf,  and  thee,  during  my, 
lifej  I,  for  a  valiant  Lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  Prince. 
But,  by  the  lord,  lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the  money. 
Hoflcfs,  clap  ro  the  doors }  watch  to-night,  pray  to-mor 
row.  Gallants,  lads,  boys,  hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles  of 
good  fcllowfhip  come  to  you.  What,  fliall  we  be  merry  ? 
lhall  we  have  a  play  extempore  ? 

P.  Henry.  Content,  and  the  argument  (hall  be,  thy  run* 
ping  away. 

fW,  Ab,  no  more  of  that,  Etd,  if  thou  loveft  me, 

SCENE    X. 

Enter  Hoftefs. 

Hoft.  O  Jefu!  my  lord  the  Prince! 

P.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lady  the  Hoftefs,  whatfay'ft 
thou  to  me? 

Hqft.  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of  the  Court 
at  door  would  f^eak  with  you,  he  fays  he  comes  from 
your  father, 

•  P.  Henry.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royal 
man,  snd  lend  him  back  again  to  my  mo:her, 

Fal.  Whar.  manner  of  man  is  h«? 

Hofi.  An  old  man. 

7*1. 
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Fat.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight  r" 
Sha1!  I  give  him  his  anfwer  J 

P.  Henry.  Pr'ythee  do,  Jack. 

Fal,  Faith  and  I'll  lend  him  packing.  [Exit. 

P.  Henry.  Now  Sirs,  by'r-lady  you  fought  fair;  fo  did 
you  Pcto,  fo  did  you  Sardolph:  you  are  Lions  too,  you 
ran  aw;  y  nponinftin&jyou  will  not  touch  the  true  Prince, 
no,  fie. 

Bard.  'Faith  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

P.  Henry.  Tell  me  now  ia  earned  j  how  came  Tilfaff's' 
fi #ord  fo  hackt  5 

Veto.  Why  he  hackt  it  with  hi?  dagger,  and  faid,   he 
would  fwear  trath  out  of  EngUnd,  but  he  would  mske^. 
you  believe  it  was  done  in  fight,  and  perfuaded  us  to  do 
the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  whh  f pear-grate, 
to  make  them  bleed,  and  then  befliibber  our  garments 
with  it,  and  fwear  it  was  the  blood  of  tree  men,  I  did 
that  I  did  not  thefe  fcvcn  years  before,  I  blufh'd  to  hear 
his  monftrous  devices. 

P.  Hairy*  O  Villain,  thou  ft^lleft  a  cup  of  fack  eighteen 
years  ago,  and  wert  taken  in  the  manner,  and  ever  Hnce 
thou  haft  blufti'd  extempore;  thou  hadft  fire  and  fword  on 
thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away  i  what  inftfaft  hadft 
thou  for  ir  ? 

Sard.  My  lord  do  you  fee  thefe  meteors  >  do  you  be*.-- 
hold  thefe  exhalations? 

P.  Henry.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 

P.,  Henry.  .Hot  livers  and  cold  purfes. 

Kurd.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

P.  Henry.  No,  if  rightly  taken. 

P.  Henry.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter.  . 

S  C  EN  E    XI.! 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Here  comes  lean  J*ck,  here  comes  bare-bone.  How  now 
my  fweet  creature  of  bombaft,  how  long  is't  ago,  J*ck> 
fince  thou  faw'ft  thy  own  knee? 
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Erf.  My  own  knee  ?  When  I  was  about  thy  Years> 
#«/,  I  was  not  an  Eagle's  talon  .in  the  wafte,  I  could 
lave  crept  into  any  Alderman's  thumb-ring:  a  plague  o^ 
ighing  and  grief,  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder. 
rhere's  villainous  news  abroad :  here  was  Sir  John  Brat>y 
Tom  your  father  j  you  muft  go  to  the  court  in  the  morn- 
pg.  That  fame  mad  fellow  of  the  north,  Ttrcy\  and  he 
\$Wnles>  that  gave  Amamon  the  baftinado,  and^made 
tueifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the  devil  his  true  Liegeman 
g>on  the  crofs  of  a  Weljh-hook:  what  a  pl'gue  call,  you 
iim 

Poms.  O,  Glendower. 

F<i/.  Owen,  Cbpe«;  the  fame,  and  his  fon  in- law  Mor- 
tmer,  and  old  Northumberland^  and  the  fprightly  Scot  of 
?(ot*>  Dowglas,  that  runs  a  horfcback  up  a  hill  pcrpendi- 

P*  Henry.  He  thit  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a  piftol 
feills  a  Sparrow  flying. 

Tah  You  have  hit  if. 
t  P.  Henry.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 

Pal.  Wei),  that  rafcal  hath  good  n;ectle  in  him,  he  will 
aot  run. 

^  P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  rafcal  art  thovr  then,  to  praife 
bim  for  fd  ruining? 

Fal.  A  horfeback,  ye  cuckow,  but  afoot  he  will  not 
budge  a  foot. 

P.  Henry.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  inflinfr. 

Tal.  I  granc  ye,  upon  inftinft  :  well  he  is  there  too, 
Ujd  one  Mcrdxke,  and  a  thoufand  blue- caps  more.  Wor- 
tefter  is  ftoln  away  by  night:  thy  father's  beard  is  turn'd 
white  wl-.h  the  news:  you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheap 
u  (linking  mackerel. 

^  P.  Henry.  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  *  June, 
and  this  civil  buffeting  hold,  we  {hail  buy  maidenheads  as 
they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundred.  . 
I  f*l.  By  the  mafs,  Ia3,  thou  fay'/t  true,  it  is  like  we 
ftiall  have  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me.  Hal,  are 
tiOu  thou  horribk  afeard?  thou  being,  heir  apparent 

could 

*>*. 
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fould  the  world  pick  the  out  three  fuch  enemies  again  as 
that  fiend  Dov>gl*s,  that  fpirit  Percy>  and  that  devil  'Gltn- 
Jovtr*  art  thou  not  horribly  afraid  >  doth  not  thy  blood 
thrill  at  it  ? 

P.  Henry.  Not  a  whit  i'faith,  I  lack  fome  of  thy  in- 
ftinft. 

Jkl.  Well  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow,  when 
thou  com'ft  te  thy  father:  if  thou  do  lo?e  me,  practife 
an  anfwer. 

P.  Her.ry.  Do  thou  (land  for  my  father,  and  examine 
me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

F*l.  Shall  I  >  content:  this  chair  fhall  be  my  ft»te,tbis 
dagger  my  fcepter,  and  this  cufhion  my  crown. 

P.  Kenry.  Thy  ftate  is  taken  fora  joint-ftool,  thygol- 
de»  fcepter  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precioui  rich 
crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown. 

F#l.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of  thee, 

now  (halt  thou  be  moved Give  me  a  cup  of 

fack  to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought 
I  have  wept $  for  I  mud  fpeak  in  paitbn,  and  I  will  do 
it  in  King  Ctmbyfes*  vein. 

P.  Henry*  Weil,  here  is  my  leg. 

Fal.  And  here  is  my  fpecch  -— — —  Stand  afide  no- 

Hoft.  This  is  excellent  fpor'f,  i'faith, 

Id.  Weep  not,  fwcet  Queen,  for  trickling  tear*  arc 
vain. 

Hoft.  O  the  father !  how  he  holds  his  countenance  ? 

Fa/.  For  God's  fake,  lords,  convey  my  triftful  Queen* 
For  tears  do  ftop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Hoft.  O  rare,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thofe  harlotry* 
players,  as  I  ever  fee. 

F*l.  Peace,  good  pint- pot,  peace  good  tickle-brain  — 
'  Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 

•  time;  butalfo,  how  thou  art  accompany'd : for  though 

•  the  camomile,  the  more  it  is  trodden  op,   the  fafter  it 

•  grows:  yet  youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner 
«  it  wears,  Thou  art  my  fon  i   I  have  partly  thy   mo- 
'  ther's  word,  partly  my  opinion}  but  chiefly,  a  villainous 
I  trick  of  thise  eye,  and  a  foolifh  hanging  of  the  nether 
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'  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.    If  then  them  be  foa  to 

1  tne,  here  lyeth  the  point  j  why,  being  ion  to  me,  art 

1  thou  fo  pointed  at  ?    Shall  the  blefled  Son  of  hear'-ii 

1  prove  a  f  micher,  and  eat  black-berries  ?  a   queftion 

f  not  to   be   ask'd.    Shall  the  fon  of  England  prove  a 

thief,  and  take  Purfes?  a  queftion  to  be  ask'd.     There 

1  is  a  thing,  Harry,   which  thou   haft  often  heard  of, 

1  and  it  is  known  to  many  in  our  land  by  the  name  of 

1  pitch:  this  pitch,  as  ancient  writers  do  report,  doth 

defile j  fo  doth  the  company  thou  keep'ftj    for  Hurry, 

.  now  do  I  not  fpeak  to  thee  in  drink,  but   in  rears; 

not  in  pleafure,  but  in  paffion;  not  in  words  only,  but 

in  woes  alfo  i  and  yet  there  is  a  virtuous  man,  whom 

I  have  often  noted  in  thy  company,  but  I  know  not  his 

name. 

P.  Henry.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your  Ma- 
Kfty  > 

*  Fal.  A  goodly  portly  man  i'faifh,  and  a  corpulent; 
of  a  chearful  look,  a  pleating  eye,  and  a  moft  noble 
carriage;  and  as  I  think,  his  age  fome  fifty,  or,  by'r- 
lady,  inclining  to  threefcorej  and  now  I  remember 
me,  his  name  is  Falftajf:  if  that  man  mould  be  lewd 
ly  given,  he  deceives  me;  for  Harry,  I  fee  virtue  in 
his  look?.  If  then  the  tree  may  be  kaown  by  the  fruir, 
as  the  fruit  by  the  tree,  then  peremptorily  I  fpe^k  ic. 
there  is  virtyc  in  that  Falftaff;  keep  with  him,  the  reft 
baoifli.  And  t;ll  me  now,  thou  naughty  varler,  tell  me, 
where  haft  thou  been  this  month? 
P.  Henry.  Doft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King  ?  do  thou  ftacd 
or  me,  and  Til  play  my  father. 

Fal.  Depofe  me.     If  thou  do'ft  it  half  fo  gravely,  fo 
najeftically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by 
he  heels  for  a  rabbet-fucker,  or  a  poulterer's  hare, 
P.  Henry.   Well,  here  I  am  fet. 
F*l.  And  here  I  ftand;  judge,  my  mafters. 
P.  Htnry.  Now  Harry,  whence  come  you  J 
Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eaft  cheap. 

P.  Henry 

f    A  micher,  i.  e.  a  truant  j  /*  mich,  w  to  Iwk  out  ef 
fight;  *  hedge-creeper. 
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P.  Henry.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievci 

Fal.  'Sblood,   my  lord,  they  arc  falle.— Nay,    1 
tickle  ye  tor  a  young  Prince. 

'  P.  Henry.  Sweareft  thou,  ungracious  boy  J  henccforl 
'•  ne'er  look  on  mej  thou  art  violently  carry'd  away  froi 
c  grace;  there*s  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  Hkenefs  of 
fat  old  man:  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.  Wfc 
doft  thou  converfe  with  that  trunk  of  humours,  th 
boulting-hu'ch  of  beaftlinefs,  that  fwoln  parcel  of  dro] 
fies,  that  huge  bombard  of  fsck,  that  fiuft  clock  bag  < 
guts,  that  roafred  Manning-tree  Ox  with  the  pudding  i 
his  belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey  iniquity,  th 
father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years?  Wherein  is  he  gon 
but  to  tafte  fack  and  drink  it  ?  whertin  neat  and  cleai 
ly,  but  to  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it  J  wherein  cunning 
but  in  craft  J  wherein  crafty  but  in  villainy?  where! 
villainous,  but  in  all  things?  wherein  worthy,  but  i 
nothing? 

Fat.  I  would  your  grace  would  take  me^ith  yot 
whom  means  your  grace? 

P.  Henry.  That  villainous   abominable    mif-leader    < 
youth,  Falftajf,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 
fal.  My  lord  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  thou  doft. 
*  Fal  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  thin  i 
my  fclf,  were  to  fay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  i 
old,  the  more's  the  pity,  his  white  hairs  do  witnefs  ir 
but  that  he  is,  (faying  your  reverence,)  awhoremsftci 
that  I  utterly  deny.  I?  fack  and  fugar  be  a  fault,  Go 
help  the  wicked:  it  to  be  old  and  merry,  be  a  fin,  thei 
many  an  old  hoft  that  I  know  is  daran'd:  if  to  be  fai 
be  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be  lov'c 
No,  my  good  lord,  bani(h'P«/0,  banifh  Bardolph,  banifl 
Point y  but  for  fweet  Jack  F*lft*fft  kin.i  Jack  Falftaft 
true  Jack  Fal/laff,  valiant  Jack  Faifl*ff,  and  therefor 
more  valiant,  being  as  he  is,  old  Jack  F*l/l*ffi  banifl 
not  him  thy  Harry's  cotripaoy :  baniih  plump  Jtck,  am 
banifh  all  the  world. 
£.  Henry.  I  do,  i  will.  . 
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Enter  Bardolph  running, 

.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  the  Sheriff  with  a  moft 
monftrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out  you  rogue,  play  out  the  play :  I  have  much 
to  fay  in  the  behalf  of  that  Fal/laff. 

Enter  the  Hoflefe. 

Hoft.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord ! 

fd.  Heigh,  heigh,  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddel-ftick : 
what's  the  marter? 

Heft.  The  Sheriff  and  all  tae  watch  «re  at  the  door : 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe:  ihall  I  let  them 
in? 

Fa/.  Doftthou  hear,  Hal?  never  call  a  true  piece  of 
gold  a  counterfeit:  thou  arc  eflentiaJly  mad,  without 
ieemh  g  fo. 

P.  Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  in- 
fiind, 

fal.  I  deny  your  major  $  if  you  will  deny  the  Sheriff, 
foj  if  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a  cart  as 
well  as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up ;  I 
hope  1  (hail  as  foon  be  Wrangled  with  a  halter,  as  ano 
ther. 

P.  Henry.  Go  hide  thee  behind  the  arras,  the  reft  walk 
above.  Now  my  maflers,  for  a  true  face  and  good  con- 
fcicnce. 

Fal.  Both  which  I  have  had  ;  but  their  date  is  our,  and 
therefore  I'll  hide  me. 

[Zxeunt  FalUaff,  Bardolph,  &i+ 

P.  Henry.  Call  in  the  Sheriff. 

SCENE    XIL 

Enter  Sheriff  and  the  Canter. 
P,  Henry.  Now  mafter  Sheriff,  what  is  your  will  with 

,*V*A-9 

Sher 
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Sher.  Fir  ft,  pardon  me,  my  lord.    A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  folio  wM  certain  men  unto  this  houfe. 
P.  Henry.  What  men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  lord, 
A  grofs  fat  mm. 
Cur.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Henry.  The  man,  I  do  aflure  yeu,  is  not  here, 
For  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  employ *il  him$ 
*    And,  Sheriff,  I  engage  my  word  to  thet. 
That  I  will  by  to-morrow  dinner  time, 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thct,  or  any  man. 
For  any  thing  he  (hall  be  charg'd  withal: 
And  Co  let  me  intreat  you  leave  the  Houfe. 

Shtr.  I  will,  my  lord:  there  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  loft  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Henry.  It  may  be  fo;  if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  meo., 
He  (hall  be  anfwcrable;  and  fo  farewel. 
Sher.  Goed  nighr,  my  noble  4ord. 
P.  Henry.  I  think  it  is  gaod  morrow,  is  it  not? 
Sher.  Indeed,  my  lord,  1  think  it  be  two  a  clock. 

[Exit* 

P.  Henry.  This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  Paul's  j 
go  call  him  forth. 

Peto.  Falfttff  ?  faftafleep  behind  the  arras,  and  fnorting 
like  a  horfe. 

P.  Henry %  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  his  breath;  fearch 
his  pockets. 

[He  fe  Arches  hit  pockets,  and  finds  certain  fflers. 
P.  Henry.  What  haft  thou  found  ? 
Peto.  Nothing  but  Papers,  my  lord. 
P.  Henry.  Let's  fee,  what  be  they  ?  read  thtm. 
Peto.  Item,  a  capon,  2  j.  id. 
Ittm,  Sawce,  4  d. 
Ittm,  Sack,  two  gallons,  fs.QJ. 
Item,  Anchoves  and  fack  after  fuppcr,  i  $.  6i. 
Item,  Bread  a  halfpenny. 

P.  Henry.  O  monftrous,  but  one  halfpenny-worth  of  • 
bread,  to  this  intolerable  deal  ©f  fack?  Wbat  there  is  \ 
elfe,  keep  clofe,  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage;  there  j 
kt  him  flcep  till  4ay.  Til  to  the  court  in  tk«  moroing : 

we 
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tve  muft  all  to  the  wars,  and  thy  place  (hall  be  honoura 
ble.  I'll  procure  this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of  foot,  and  I 
know  his  death  will  be  a  f  march  of  twelvefcore.  The 
money  (hall  be  paid  back  again  with  advantage.  Be  with 
me  betimes  in  the  morning  >  and  fo  good  morrow,  Pe to. 
Peto.  Good -morrow,  good  my  Lord.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III.  SCENE 
W  AL  E  S. 


I. 


Enter  Hot-fjmr,  Worceftcr,  Lord  Mortimer,  *«</Owci 
Glendower. 
MORTIMER.     . 

H  E  S  E  promifes  are  fair,  the  parties  fure. 
And  our  induction  full  or  profp'rous  hopo. 
Hot.  Lord  Mortimer,    and  coufin  Glen* 

dower, 
Will  you  fit  down? 

And  uncle  Worcefter A  plague  upon  it. 

[Exeunt. 
I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Glend,  No,  here  it  is  j 
Sit,   coufin  Percfr  fit,  good  coufin  Hotfpur : 
For  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancafler 
Doth  fpeak  of  you,  his  cheeks  look  pale,  and  wkh 
A  riling  ligh,  he  wifheth  you  in  heav'n. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Oven  GlenJorffgr  fpoke  of. 

Glend.  I  blame  him  not  :  at  my  nativity 
The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes, 

C  Of 


f  5.  e.  it  vill  kill  him  to  march  ft  fur  as 
feet, 
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Of  burning  creflfets  >  know  that  at  my  birth, 
The  frame  and  the  foundaiion  of  the  earth 
Shook  like  a  coward. 

Hot.  So  it  wou'd  have  done 
At  the  fame  feafon,  if  your  mother's  cat 
Had  kitten'd,  though   your  felf  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Glend.  .1  lay  the  earth  did  (hake  when  I  was  born. 

Hot.   I  fay  the  earth  then  was  not  of  my  mind  j 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  fliook. 
„   Glend.  The  heav'ns  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did 
tremble. 

Hot.  O,   then  the  earth  (hock  to  fee  the  heav'ns  en 

fire, 

And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Difeafed  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  ftrange  eruptions j  and  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  cholick  pinch'd  and  vext, 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb  ~9  which  for  enlargement  driving, 
Shakes  the  old   beldam  earth,  and  topples  dov/n 
High  tow'rs  and  mofs-grown  fteeples.     At  your  birth, 
Our  grandam  earth,  with  this  diftemperature, 
in  pafiion  (hook. 

Glend.  Coufin,  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  croflings:  give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once^again,  that  at  my  bjrth* 
The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  (haf  es, 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
"Were  ftrangely  clam'rous  in  the  frighted  fields; 
Thefe  iigns  have  marked  me  extraordinary, 
And  all  the  courfes1  of  my  life  do  fhew, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  he  living,  dipt  in  with  the  fea    • 
That  chides  the  banks  of  England,  Wales,  or  Scotland, 
Who  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to   me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  fbn, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art, 
-rOr  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot.  I  think  there  is  no  man  ipeaks  better  Weljh. 
I'll  to  dinner  i  4*  • 

Mort.  , 
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•Mort.  Peace,  coufin  Percy,  you  will  make  him  mad. 

Glend.  I  can  call  fpirits  trom  the  vafty  deep. 

Hot.  Why,  ib  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  man: 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  theeto  command  the  devil. 

Hot.   And  I  can  teach  thee,  COT,,  to  ihame  the  devil, 
By  telling  truth.     Tell  truth,  and  fliame  the  devil. 
If  thou  have  pow'r  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither, 
And  I'll  be  fworn,  I've  pow'r  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  (hame  the  devil. 

Mort.  Come,  come? 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbroke  made  head 
Againft  my  pow'r  ;  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wyet 
And  fandy- bottom'd  Severn,  have  I  fent 
Him  bootlefs   home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home,  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too  ! 
How  'fcapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name? 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map:  Hull  we  divide  our 

right, 
"According  to  our  threefold  order  ra'en  ? 

Mort.  Th'  Arch-deacon  huh  divided  ic 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally: 
England,  horn  Trent,  and  Severn  hitherto, 
By  fouth  and  eaft,  is  to  my  part  affign'd: 
All  weftward,  Wales,  beyond  the  Severn  (horc, 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendoroer  j  and  dear  coz.  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trent. 
And  bur  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn: 
Which  being  fealed  interchangeably, 
(A  bufinefs  that  this  night  may  execute) 
To-morrow,  coufin  Percy,  you  and  1 
And  my  good  lord  of  Wbrcefler,  will  let  forth, 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scotifh  power, 
.As  is  appointed   us  at  Shrewsbury. 
My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  lhall  we  need  his  help  thefe   fourteen  days : 
Within  thatfpace,  you  may/have  drawn  together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

C  z     '  Glend. 
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GlenA.  A  (hortcr  time  (hall  fend  me  to  you,  Lords : 
And  in  my  conduit  (hall  your  Ladies  come, 
From  whom  you  now  muft  (teal  and  take  no  leave, 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  flied, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks  my  moiety,  north  from  BurtM  here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours : 
See,  how  this  river  comes  me  crankling  in, 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  beftofall  my  land, 
A  huge  half-moon  a  monftrous  cantle  out. 
I'll  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm'd  up: 
And  here  the  fmug  and  filvcr  Trent  (hall  run 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly : 
It  (hall  not1  wind  with  fo  rich  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind?  it  (hall,  it  muft,  you  fee  it  doth, 

Mort.  But  mark,  he  bears  his  courfe,  and  runs  me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  (ide, 
Gelding  th'oppofed  continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  (ide  it  takes  from  you. 

War.  Yes,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here, 
And  on  this  north- (ide  win  this  cape  of  land, 
And  then  he  runs  (trait 'and  eVen. 
*   Hot.  I'll  have  it  fb,  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Glend.  I  will  not  have  it  altcr'd. 

Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 

Glend.  No,  nor  you  (hall  not. 

Hot.  Who  (hall   fay  me  nay  ? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  under  (land  you  then, 
Speak  it  in  Wljh. 

Glend.  I  can  fpeak  Engliflj,  Lord,  as  well  as  you, 
'For  1  was  trained  up  in  the  Engliflj  court : 
Where,  being  young,  I  framed  to   the  harp 
Many  an  Engliflj  ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament j 
A  virtue  that  was  never  (een  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  I'm  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart. 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  mew, 

one  of  thefe  lame  meter- ballad-mongers; 
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Fad  rather  hear  a  brazen  candleftick  tun'd, 

Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree. 

And  that  would  nothing  fet  my  teeth  on  edge,. 

Nothing  fomuch  as  mincing  poetry  * 

'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  fhuffling  nag. 

Clend.  Come,  you  fball  have  Trent  turn'd. 

hot.  I  do  not  care  j  I'll  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well  deferving  friend  } 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?  (hall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glend.  The  moon  Chines  fair,  you  may  away  by  night : 
(I'll  hafte  with  the  *  writer)  and  withal, 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence: 
I  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run. mad, 
So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  [Exit*. 

SCENE    II. 

Mort.  Fie,  coufm Percy,  how  you  crofs  my  father? 

Hot.  I  cannot  chufej  Sometime  he  angers  me, 
•f-  With  telling  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant, 
Of  dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  prophecies; 
And  of  a- Dragon,  and  a  finlefs  Fi(h, 
A  dipt- wing'd  Griffin,  and  a  moulting  Raven  i 
A  couching  Lion,  and  a  ramping  Catj 
And  fuch  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble  ftuff, 
As  put's  me  from  my  faith.     I  tell  you  what, 
He  held  me  the  laft  night  at  leaft  nine  hours, 
In  reck'ning  up  the  feveral  devjls  names, 
That  were  his  lackeys :  I  cry'd  hum,  and  well, 
But  mark'd  him  not  aword.    O,  he's  as  tedioui 
As  a  tir'd  horfe,  or  as  a  railing  wife : 
Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  houfe.     Tad  rather  live 
With  cheefc  and  garlick,  in  a  windmill  far  >, 

C  3  Tnaii 

*  Ht  means  the  writer  eftke  articles. 

•f  This  alludes  to  an  old  prophecy  which  is  fttid  to  hxvt 
induced  O.  Glendower  to  take  Arms  again/}  K.  Henry.- 
See  Hall'*  Cbron.fil.io. 


54  The  Fir  ft  <P*rt  of 

Than  feed  on  cares,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, . 
In  any  furwrner-houfe  in  Chriftendom. 

Mart.  In  faith  he  was  a  worthy  gentleman. 
Exceedingly   well  read,  and  profited 
In  iirange  concealments,  valiant  as  a   Lion  j 
A i id  wond'rous  affable  j  as  bountiful 
As  mines  of  India, :  fhall   I  tell  you,  coufin, 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpeft, 
And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  fcopff, 
When  you  do   crofs  his  humour;  faith  he  does. 
1   warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  tafte   of  danger  and  reproof. 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,   let   me  intreat,you. 

War.  In  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilful  blame,  - 
And  iince  yourccming  here  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  belides  his  patience: 
You  muft  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault  j 
Though  fomerimes  it  {hews  greatnefs,  courage>  blood> 
And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you  5 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harfh  rage, 
Defe&  o£  manners,  want  of  government, 
Pride,  hrjghtinefs,  opinion  and  difdain: 
The  ieaft  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Lofeih  men's  hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  ftain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides, 
Bc^'iiMng  them  of  commendation. 

7/<*.  Veil,  I  am   fchool'dj  good  manners  be  your 

jpted  ; 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

SCENE    III. 

"Enter  Glendower,  vlth  the  ladies. 

Mart.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me, 
My  Wife  can  fpcak  no  Englifh,  I  no  Wtljk. 

Gltnd.  My  daughter  weeps,  (he  will  not  part  with  you, 
-Sh.e'11  be  a  Soldier  too,  fhe'U  to   the  wars. 

'Alert.  Good  father,  telJ  her,  flic  and  my  aunt  ftrty 

Shall 
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Shall  follow  in  your  conduct  fpeedily. 

[Glendower  fpeaks  to  her  in  Welfli,  and  foe  anfwers 
him  in  the  fame. 

Glend.  She's  defp'rate  here :  a  psevilbfclf-wilTd  har 
lotry, 
That  no  perfuafion  can  do  good  upon. 

[The  Lady  /peaks  in  Welfh. 

Mort.   I  underftand  thy  looks ;  that  pretty  Weljh, 
Which  thou  pow'r'ft  down  from  thofe  two  fwelling 

heavens, 

I  am  too  perfect  in  :  and  but  for  fhame, 
In  fuch  a  parly  fhould   I  anfwer  thee. 

[The  Lady  again  in  Welfh. 

Mort.  I  underftand  thy  kifles  j  and  thou  mine, 
And  that's  a  feeble  d imputation  : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
'Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  language  j  for  the  tongue 
Makes  Wdfly  as  fweet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  fummer's  bower, 
With  ravifhing  divifion  to  her  lute. 

Ghnd.  Nay,  if  thou  me!t,  then  will  fhe  run  mad, 
[The  Lady  fptaks  again  in  Weifb, 

Mort.  O,  I  am  ignorance  it  felf  in  this. 

Glend.  She  bids  you, 

All  on  the  wanton  ruflies  lay  you  down, 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  (he  will  fiug  the  fojig  that  pleafeth  you, 
And  on  your  eye-lids  crown  the  God  of  ileep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleafing  heavinels; 
Making  fuch  diff'rence  betwixt  wake  and  fleep, 
As  is  the  difPrence  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  hour  before  the  heav'nly  harnefs'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progrefs   in  the  eaft. 

M&rt.  With  ail  my  heart  I'll  fit  and  hear  her  fmg 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glend.  Do  fo$ 

And  thofe  muficians  that  fhall  play  to  you, 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thoufand  leagues  from  ,h<jnce  j 
Yet  fti'ait  they  (Viall  be  here,  fit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  down  ; 
C  4  Come, 
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come,  quick,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap. 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe.  [The  mfifick  flays. 

Hot.  Now  I  perceive  the  devil  underftands  #£//&,  and 
'tis  no  marvel  he  is  fo  humorous:  by'r-lady  he's  a  good 
mufician. 

Lady.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  mufical,  for 
you  are  alrogcther  govern'd  by  humours :  lie  ftill,  yc 
thief,  and  hear  the  Lady  fing  in  Wdjh. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady, my  brach,  howl  in  Iriffr. 

Lady.  Would'ft  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

tiot.   No. 

Lady.  Then  be  ftill. 

Hot.  Neither,  'cis  a  woman's  fault. 

Lady.  Now  God  help  thee. 

Hot.  To  che  Welfl)  lady's  bed. 

Lady.  What's  that? 

Hot.  Peace,  (he fings.  [Here  the  Ladyfngs a  Welfh/9«£. 
Come,  I'll  have  your  long  too. 

Lady.  Not  mine  in  good  footh. 

Hot.  Not  yours  in  good  footh  !  you  fvvear  like  a  com 
fit-maker's  wife,  not  you,  in  good  footh  j  and  as  true  as  I 
lwe  ;  and,  as  God  {hall  mendme-j  znd,asfure  ai  day  :  and 
giveft  fuch   farcenet  furety  for   thy  oaths,  as  if  thou 
never  walk'dft  further  than  Finsbury. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  Lady,  as  thou  arf, 
A  good  mouth  filling  oath,  and   leave  infooth, 
And  fuch  proreft  of  pepper- ginger-bread, 
To  velvet-  guards,  and  .S«»^#y-citiaens. 
Come  fing. 

Lady.  I  will  not  fing. 

Hot.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  Robin- 
Jted-BreaJl  teacher  :  if  the  indentures  be  drawn,  I'll  away 
within  thcfe  two  hours  i  and  fo  come  in,  when  ye 
wiH.  [Exif. 

Glend.  Comr,  come,  Lord  Mortimer,  you  are  as  flow, 
As  hot  Lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this,  our  book  is  drawn :  we  will  but  ieal, 
And  then  to  horfe  immediately. 

Mort.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

W  I  N  D  S  O  R. 
Enter  Kw£  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lords  andotktrt. 


K.  Henry.  T    O  RD  S,  give  us  leave  5,  the  Prince  of 

I  ^      Wales*  and  I 

Maft  have  fome  private  conference  :  but  be  near, 
For  we  (hall  presently  have  need  of  you. 

[Exeunt 

I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  fo, 
For  fome  diipleafing  fervice  I  have  done  ; 
Th.at  in  his  iecret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He  breeds  revengement  and  a  fcourgc  for  me: 
Butthou  doft  inthypaflages  of  life 
Make  me  believe,  that  thouart  only  mark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heav'n, 
To  punifli  mymi£treadings.     Tell  me  elfc, 
Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  defires, 
Such  poor,  fuch  bafe,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attempt** 
Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  fbciety, 
As  thou  arc  match'd  withal  and  grafted  to, 
Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  blood, 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart? 

P.  Henry.  So  plea  fe  yourMajefty,  I  with  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excufe, 
As  well,  as  t  am  doubrlefs  I  can  purge. 
My  lelf  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal, 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 
As  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd, 
Which  of  the  ear  of  greatnefs  needs  muft  hear; 
By  fmiling  pick-thanks  and  bale  news-  mongers-; 
1  may  for  fome  things  true,  (wherein  my  youtk 
Hath  faulty  wander'd,  and  irregular) 
Find  pardon,  on  my  true  fubmiffion. 

K.  Henry.  Heav'n  pardon  thee:  yet  let  m*  wonder, 

€  s  At 
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At  thy  affections  which  do  hold  a  wing 

Quits  fiom  the  flight  of  all  thy  anceftors. 

Thy  place  in  council  thou  haft  rudely  loft, 

Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fupply'd  j 

And  art  almoil  an  alien  to  the  hearts 

Of  all  the  court  and  Princes  of  my  blood. 

The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time. 

Is  ruin'd,  and  the  foul  of  every  man 

Piophcticaliy  does  fore-think  thy  fall. 

'  Had  I  folavith  of  my  prefence  been, 

4  So  comraon-hackney'd  in  the  eyes  of  men,  ~x 

'   So  lUle  ar,d  cheap  to  vulgar  company  $ 

*  Opinion;  thardid  help  me  to  the  crown, 
1   Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  pofteiTion, 

*  And  left  me  in  reputelei's  banifhment, 

•  A  fellow  of  no  mark  nor  likelihood. 

•  By  being  feldom  fecn,  I  could  not  ftir 
Bur  like  a  comet  I  wss  word  red  at  ! 

That  men  would  tell  their  children,  this  is  he. 
Othcrswou'd  fay,  where?  which  is  Bolingbroke? 
And  then  I  fcoie  ail  cou-rtdie  from  heav'n, 
And  drtft  my  fclfiniuch  humility, 
That  I  did  piuck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts, 
Load  fhouts  and  ialatations  from  thc.ir  mouths, 
Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  King. 
Thus  I  d-d  Keep  my  peifon  frefhandnew, 
My  prefence  like  a  robe  pontifical, 
Ne'er  fecn,  but  wonder'd  ar,  and  fo  my  ft  ate, 
Seldom  bat  fumptuous,  flicwcd  like  a  feaftj  ' 
And  won,  by  rarenefs,  fuch  folemnity. 
The 'skipping  "King,  he  ambled  up  and  down 
With  fliailowjcfters,  and  rafli  bavin  wits, 
Soon  Jcindled,  and  foon  burnt  j  carded  his  ftate> 
Mingkd  his  royalty  with  carping  fools, 
Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  fcorns* 
And  gave  his  countenance,  againft  his  name, 
To  laugh  at  gybing  boys,  and  ftand  the  puih 
Of  every  beardlefs  vain  comparatjve:   . 
Qrev/  a  companion  to  the  common  ftrccts, 
'     irafdf  to  popularity : 
' 
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That  being  daily  fwallow'd  by  men's  eyes, . 
They  forfeited  with  honey,  and  began 
To  loath  the  tafte  of  fweetnefs,  whereof  little 
More  than  a  little,  is  by  much  too  much. 
So  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feen, 
He  was  but  as  the  Cuckow  is  in  June* 
Heard,  not  regarded  ;  feens  but  withfuch  eyesa 
As  lick  and  blunted  with  community, 
Afford  no  extraordinary  gazej 
Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  Majefty, 
When  it  fhines  feldom  in  admiring  eyes  : 
But  rather  drowz.'d,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  d 
Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpe£t 
As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  adverfaries, 
Being  with  his  prefence glutted,  gorg'dand  full* 
And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  ftand'ftthouj 
For  thou  haft  loft  thy  princely  privilege 
With  vile  participation^     Not  an  eye, 
But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  fight, 
Save  mine,  which  hach  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more: 
Which  now  doth,  what  I  would  not  have  it  do, 
Make  blind  itfclf  with  foolifh  tendernefs. 

V.Henry.  I  (hall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  lor<3?    . 
Be  more  my  ielf. 

K.  Henry.  For  all  the  world, 
As  rhou  art  at  this  hour,  was  Richnrd  then* 
When  I  from  France  &t  foot  at  Ravtnfgrtfgi  *fj; » 
And  evr'n  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  my  fcepter,  and  my  foul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  Intereft  to  the  ftate. 
Than  thou,  the  (hadow  of  fucceffion ! 
For  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right,, 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  harnefs  in  the  realm,' 
Turns  head  againftthe-Lions  armed  jawsj 
And  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years,  than  thoa3 1  v\ 
Leads  anrient  lords  andrev'rend  bifhopsQQ> 
To  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruifing  arms. 
What  never-dying  honour  hath  he  got 
Againft  renowned  Dowglas,  whofe  high  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  incuriioas,  and  great  name <BP  arm s^ 

Hold* 
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Holds  from  all  foldicrs  chief  majority. 

And  military  title  capital, 

Through  all  the  Kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrift, 

Thrice  hath  this  Hot-fpur  Mars  in  fwathing  cloaths, 

This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprises, 

Difcomfited  great  Dowglns,  ta'en  him  once, 

Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up, 

And  (hake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne* 

And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?  Percy,  Northumberland, 

Th'  Arch-bimop's  grace  of  York,  Dowgltu  and  Mortimer, 

Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 

But  wherefore  do  I  tell  this  news  to  thce  ? 

Why,  Harry,  do  Itelltheeof  my  foes, 

Which  art  my  near'ft  and  deareft  enemy? 

Thou  that  art  like  enough,  through  vaffalfear, 

Bale  inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  fpleen, 

To  fight  againft  me  under  Percy's  pay, 

To  dog  his  heels,  and  curt'fieat  his  frowns, 

To  (hew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P.  Henry.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  (hall  not  find  it  fo*r 
And  heav'n  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
You*  Majefty's  good  thoughts  away  from  me. 
I  will  redeem  til  this  on  Percy's  head, 
And  in  the  clofing  of  fome  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  fon : 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  of  all  blood, 
And  fiain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mask, 
Which  wafht  away,  (hall  fcowremy  (hamcwithir. 
And  that  fhall  be  the  day,  whene'er  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown, 
This  gallant  Hot-four,  this  all-praifed  Knight 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet. 
FOP  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm, 
Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  beatfc 
My  fhames  redoubled  J  fop  the  time  will  come, 
That  I  (hall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities, 
but  my  fador,  good  my  Ier3, 
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T'engrofsup  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf  : 
And  I  will  call  him  to  fb  ftrift  account, 
That  he  fhall  render  every  glory  up, 
Yea,  even  the  flighted  worfhip  of  his  time, 
Or  I  will  tear  the  rcck'ning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  heav'n,  I  promife  here  : 
The  which,  if  I  perform,  and  do  furvive, 
I  do  befcech  your  Majefty,  may  falve 
The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperature  ; 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bonds, 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths, 
Ere  break  the  fmalleft  parcel  of  this  vow. 

KL.  Henry.  A  hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  in  this  ! 
Thou  fhalt  have  charge,  and  fovereign  truft  herein, 

Enter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt  t  thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed* 
Blunt.  So  is  the  bufinefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 

Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word, 

That  Dov>gl*s  and  the  English  rebels  met 

Th'  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shrewsbury  : 

A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are, 

If  promiferbe  kept  or*  every  hand, 

As  ever  offer'd  foul  play  in  a  date. 

K.  Henry.  The  Earl  of  Weftmorland  fet  forth  to-day: 

With  him  my  fon,  lord  ^»  of  Lancafer, 

For  this  advertifement  is  five  days  old. 

On  Wedneflay  next,  Harry,  thou  (halt  fet  forward  : 

On  Thurfday,  we  our  felves  will  march  :  our  meeting 

Is  at  Bridgnorth  j  and  Harry,  you  {hall  march 

Through  Glo'ftrjhire  ;  (|  by  which,  fome  twelve  days 
hence. 

Our  general  forces  at  toldgnortk  (hall  meet. 


)|  by  which  account 

Our  bufinefs  valued,  fome  twelve  tys  tone* 
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Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefs :  let's  away, 

£ -Ad vantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  we  delay.     [Exeunt. 


SCENE     V. 

Tavern  in  Eaft-cheap. 
Enter  Falftaff  And  Bardolph. 


.T"\ 
J"j* 


,  am  I  not  fall'n  away  vilely,  fince  this 
fa'ft  adion  ?  Do  I  not  bate?  do  I  not  dwindle? 
why,  my  skin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  lady's  loofe 
gown  :  I  am  wither'dlike  an  old  apple  John.  Well,  Til- 
repent,  and  that  fuddenly,  while  I  am  in  fome  liking: 
I  fball  be  out  of  heart  ihortly,  and  then  I  {hall  have  no 
ftrength  to  repent.  An  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the 
infide  of  a  church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  pepper-corn,  a 
brewer's  horfe;  theinfideof  a  church!  company,  vil* 
lainous  company  hath  been  the  fpoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  Jolm,  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  live 
long. 

Fal.  Why  there  is  it  ;  come  fing  me  a  bawdy  fbng, 
to  mike  me  merry  :  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given,  as  a 
gentleman  need  to  be;  virtuous  enough;  {wore  little  a- 
diced  not  above  {even  times  a  week;  went  to  a  bawdy- 
houle  not  above  once  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ;  paid  rao- 
ny  that  I  borrowed,  three  or  four  times;  Jiv'd  well,  and 
in  good  compafs;  and  now  I  live  oat  of  ali  order,  out  of 
allcorapafs. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  fo  far,  Sir  John,  that  you  muft 
needs  be  out  of  all  compafs,  out  of  all  rcafonable  com* 
pafs,  Sir  John. 

Fal.  Do  thflu  amend  thy  face,  and  FIT  amend  my  life. 
Thoa  art  our  Admiral,  thou  bea'refl  the  lanthorn  in  the 
poop,  but  'tis  in  the  nofe  of  thee  j  thou  art  the  knight  of  - 
the  burninglamp.  Surd,  • 

£  Advantage  feeds  Mm  fat,  whiltmtn<kl*y.  Firftedi- 
*10n- 
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Bard.  Why,  Sir  J»hn,  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

Fal.  No,  I'll  be  fworn  ;  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it,  as 
many  a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a  memento  tnori* 
I  never  fee  thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell- fire,  and  Div e$ 
thatiivd  in  purple  ;  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes  burning, 
If  thou  wert  any  way  given  to  virtue,  I  would  fwear  by 
thy  face  j  my  Oath  fhould  be,  by  this  fire  :  but  thou 
art  altogether  given  over  ;  and  wert  indeed,  but  for  the 
light  in  thy  face,  thefonof  urter  darknefs^  When  thou 
rann'ft  up  Gats-Hill  in  the  night  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I 
did  not  think  thou  hadft  been  an  ignis  fatuus>  or  a  ball 
of  wild-fire,  there's  nopurchafe  in  mony.  O  thou  art 
a  perpetual  triumph,  an  everlafting  bonfire  light;  thou 
haft  iav'd  me  a  thoufand  marks  in  links  and  torches, 
walking  with  theeinthe  night,  betwixt  tavern  and  ta 
vern  ;  but  the  fack  that  thou  haft  drank  me,  would  have 
bought  melights  as  good  cheap,  at  the  deareft  chandler's 
in  Europe.  I  have  maintain'd  tbzt  Salamander  of  yours 
with  fire,  anytime  this  two  and  thirty  years,  heaven  re 
ward  me  for  it. 

£*r^..'Sblood,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 

F*l.  God-a-mercy !  fo  (hould  I  be  fure  to  be  hcart- 
burn'd. 

Enter  Hoftefi*  \  , 

How  now,  dame  Tartlet  the  hen,  Ijavc  you  enquir'd 
yet.vhopick'dmy  pocket? 

Hoji.  Why,  Sir  John,,  what  do  you  think,  Sir  John* 
do  you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  myhoufe?  Ihavefearch'd, 
I  have  enquir'd,  fo  has  my  husband,  man  by  man,  boy 
by  boy,  fervant  by  fervant:  the  tytheof  a  hair  was  never 
loft  in  my  houfe  before. 

F./.  Ye  lye,  hoftefsj  Bardclpb  was  fl;av'd  and  loft  ma 
ny  a  hair;  and  I'll  be  iworn  my  pocket  was  pick'd  3  go 
to,  you  aie  a  woman,  go. 

Ho/}.,  Who  I?  I  defie  thee  ;  I  was  never  call'd  fo  \q 
mine  own  houfe  before. 

JF4/.  Goto,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

ir  John;  you  do  UQ.t;^DQWine>  Sir^wi 

J| 
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1  know  you,  Sir  John,  you  owe  me  money,  Sir  John, 

and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it.  I  bought 
you  a  dozen  of  ftrirts  to  your  back. 

Jal.  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them  a- 
way  to  baker's  wives,  and  they  have  made  boulters  of 
them. 

Hoft.  Now  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  Holland  of  eight 
(hillings  an  ell  :  you  owe  money  here  befides,  Sir  John, 
for  your  diet,  and  by-drinkings,  and  money  lent  you,  four 
and  twenty  pounds. 

FaL  He  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 

Hoft.  He?  alas!  he  is  poor,  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  How!  poor  :  look  upon  his  face;  what  call  yon 
rich  ?  let  him  coin  his  nofe,  let  him  coin  his  cheeks:  I'll 
not  pay  a  denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  yonker  of 
me?  (hall  I  not  take  mine eafe in  mine  inn,  but  1  (hall 
have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a  feal-ring  of  my 
grandfather's  worth  forty  mark. 

Heft.  O  Jefu!  I  have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  Iknow 
not  how  oft,  that  the  ring  was  copper. 

Fal,  How?  the  Prince  is  a  Jack,  a  fneak-cup;  and 
if  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he 
would  &y  fb> 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  Prhtc*  Henry  marching,  and  Falftaff  meets  hinr, 
pitying  on  his  Truncheon  lik*  a  Fife. 

Fa/.  How  now,  lad  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  door  ?  muft 
we  all  march  ? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Ntogrtrfafhion. 

Hoft.  My  lord,  I  pray  you  hear  me. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay'ft  thou,Miftrefs  Gfaickly*  how 
does  thy  husband?  I  love  him  well,  he  isvan  honeft 
man. 

Hofi.  Good,  my  Lord,  hear  mei 

Fa/.  Pi'ytheelet  her  alone,  and  lift  tome* 

P.  Henry,  Whatfay'ftthou,  Jack  I 
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I*/.  The  other  night  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the  arras, 
and  had  my  pocket  pickt:  this  houfe  is  turn'd  bawdy- 
houfe,  they  pick  pockets. 

P.  Henry.  What  didft  thou  lofe,  Jack? 

Fat.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal  ?  three  or  four  bonds 
of  forty  pounds  a- piece,  and  a  feal-ring  of  my  grand- 
lather's. 

P.  Henry.  A  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 

Hoft.  So  I  told  him,  my  lordj  and  I  faid,  I  heard 
your  grace  fay  fo:  and  my  lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely  of 
you,  likeafoul-mouth'd  man  as  he  is,  and  faid  he  would 
cudgel  you. 

V.Henry,  What!  he  did  not? 

Hofl.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  woman-hood 
in  me  elfe. 

Fal.  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  ftew'd 
pruenj  no  more  truth  in  thee  than  in  a  drawn  Fox  j  and 
for  woman-hood,  Maid-M*rw»  may  be  the  deputy's  wife 
of  the  ward  to  thee.  Go  you  thing,  go. 

Hofl.  Say,  what  thing?  what  thing? 

Fal.  What  thing?  why  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Heft.  I  am  nothing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thou 
/hould'ft  know  it:  I  am  an  honeft  man's  wife*  and  fet- 
ting  thy  knighthood  afide,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call  me 
fo. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  woman-hood  afide,  thou  artabeaft 
to  fay  otherwife. 

Hofl.  Say,  what  beaft,  thou  knave  thou? 

Fal.  What  beaft?  why  an  Otter. 

P.  Henry.   An  Otter,  Sir  John,  why  an  Otter? 

Fal.  Why  ?  (he's  neither  filh  nor  fleihj  a  man  knows 
not  where  to  have  her. 

Hofl.  Thou  art  an  vmjuft  man  in  faying  fo:  thou  of 
any  man  knows  where  to  have  me  j  thou  knave  thou. 

P.Henry.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  hoftefs,  and  he  {lander* 
thee  moft  grofly. 

Hofl.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord,  and  faid  this  other 
day,  you  ow'd  him  athoufand  pound. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound 


63  The  Ftrft  Tart  of 

R*/.  A  thouiand  pound,  Hal?  a  million;  thy  love  is 
worth  a  million:  thou  ow'ft  me  thy  love. 

Hoft.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack,  and  faid  he 
would  cudgel  you. 

Fal.  Did  I,  Barttolpk? 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  faid  fo. 

Fal.  Yea,  if  he  faid  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Henry.  I  fay 'tis  copper,  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good  as 
thy  wo:  d  now  ? 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  thou  know'd,  as  thou  art  but  a  man 
I  dare 5  but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  I  fear 
the  roaring  of  the  Lion's  whelp. 

P.Henry.  And  why  not  as  the  Lion? 

Fal.  The  King  himfelr"  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  Lion ; 
doft  thou  think  I 'if  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  thy  father?  nay, 
if  I  do,  let  my  girdle  break, 

P.  Henry,  O,  if  it  fhould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall 
about  thy  knees !  But  firrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith, 
truth,  nor  honefty,  in  this  bofomof  thine  5  it  is  all  fill'd. 
up  with  guts  and  midriff.  Charge  an  honed  woman 
with  picking  thy  pocket !  why  thou  whorefon,  impu 
dent,  imboft  rafcal,  if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket 
but  tavern  reckonings,  Memorandums  of  bawdy-houfes, 
and  one  poor  penny-worth  of  fugar-candy  to  make  thee 
long-winded  j  if  thy  pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  o- 
ther  injuries  but  thefe,  I  am  a  villain  j  and  yet  you  will 
ftand  to  it,  you  will  not  pocket  up  wrongs.  Art  thou 
not  afham'd  ? 

F*L  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal?  thou  know'ftintheftate  of 
innocency,  Adam  fell:  And  what  fliould  poor  Jack  Fal- 
Jiaffdo,  in  the  days  of  villany?  thou  feed,  I  have  more 
flefh  than  another  man,  and  therefore  more  frailty.  You 
confeft  then  you  pickt  my  pocket? 

P.  Henry.  It  appears  fo  by  the  (lory. 

Fa/.  Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee:  go  make  ready  breakfaft  $ 
love  thy  husband,  look  to  thy  lervants,  and  cherifh  thy 
guefts:  thou  fhalt  find  me  traceable  to  any  honed  rea- 
fon:  diou  feed,  I  am  pacify'd  iftill.  Nay,  Ipr'ytheebe 
gQne,  [Exittoflefs. 

Now, 
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Now,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  court  for  the  robbery,  ladj 
how  is  that  anfforered? 

P.  Henry.  O  my  fweet  beef,  I  muft  ftill  be  good  angel 
to  thee.  The  money  is  paid  b'ack  again. 

Fal.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back j  'tis' a  double 
labour. 

P.Henry.l&m  good  friends  with  my  father,  and  may- 
dp  any  thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do'ft, 
and  do  it  with  unwafli'd  hands  too. 

Enrd.  Do,  my  lord.' 

P.Henry.  I  have  procured  thee,  Jaek\  a  charge  of  foot. 

Fal.  I  would  it  had  been  of  horfe.  Where  fliall  I  find 
one  that  can  "fteal  well?  O,  for  a  fine  thief,  of  two  and 
twenty,  or  thereabout ;  lam  heinoufly  unprovided.  Well, 
God  be  thanked  for  thefe  rebels,  they  offend  none  but 
the  virtuous,  I  laud  them,  I  praife  them. 

P.Henry.  Bardotyh! 

Bard.  My  lord. 

P .  Henry.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  lord  John  of  L*ncafier± 
to,  my  brother  John,.  This  to  my  lord  of  Weftmorland, 
goPeto,  to  horfej  for  thou  amMfcave  thirty  miles  to 
ride  yet  ere  dinner-time.  Jack,  meet  me  to-morrow 
in  the  Temple>Hall  at  two  o'  clock  in  the  afternoon,  there 
'(halt  thou  know  thy  charge,  and  there  receive  money 
and  order  for  their  furniture. 

The  land  is  burning,  Percy  (lands  on  high, 

And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lie. 

Fal.  Rare  words!  brave  world!  hoflefs  my  breakfaft> 
come: 

Oh,  I  could  wifh  this  tavern  were  ray  drum !  [Exemt. 


AC  T 
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A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

At  SHREJFSBURr. 

Enter  Hot-/pur,  Worcefter,  and  Dowglas. 
HOT-SPUR. 

ELL  faid,  my  noble  Scot-,  iffpeak  ing  truth 
In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery, 
Such  attribution  fhould  the  IDotoglcu  have, 
As  not  a  Soldier  of  this  feafbn's  ft  amp 
Should  go  fo  general  current  through  the 

World. 

By  heav'n,  I  cannot  flatter :  I  defy 
The  Tongues  of  foothers.    But  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  your  felf. 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word,-  approve  me,  lord. 

Dow.  Thou  art  the  King  of  honour : 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground, 
But  Twill  beard  him. 

Enter  a  Mcjfinger. 

Hot.  Do,  and  'tis  well — What  letters  hail  thou  there— 
I  can  but  thank  you. 

Me/.  Thcfe  come  from  your  father. 
Hot .  Letters  from  him  ?  why  comes  he  not  himfelf ! 
Mejf.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord,  he's  grievous  fick. 
*5H0* .  Heavn's !  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick 
In  fuch  a  juftling  time  ?  Who  leads  his  power: 

Under 
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Under  whofe  government  come  they  along  ? 

Mejf.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  1  his  mind. 

Wor.  I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed  ? 

Meff.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  fct  forth t 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  phylician. 

War.  I  would  the  ftate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole, 
Ere  he  by  ikknefs  had  been  vifited  3 

s  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now?  droop  now?  this  ficknefs  doth  in* 

tea 

The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprise} 
Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp, 
rle  writes  me  here,  that  inward  ikknefs  • 

And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 
-ould  not  fo  foon  be  drawn:  nor  thought  he  meet 
To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  truft 

n  any  foul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own: 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement, 
That  with  our  final  I  conjunction  we  Oiould  on, 
To  fee  how  fortune  is  dilpofed  to  ui: 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 
Becaufc  the  King  is  certainly  pofleft 
Of  all  our  purpoies,  what  fay  you  to  it? 

Wor.  Your  father's  ficknew  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot.  A  perilous  gafli,  a  very  limb  lopt  off: 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not}  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  fliall  find  it.     Were  it  good, 
To  fet  the  exa&  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 
All  at  one  ca  ft  ?  to  fet  fo  rich  a  *  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour, 
It  were  not  good}  for  therein  (hould  we  read 
The  very  bottom,  and  the  foul  of  hope, 
The  very  lift,  the  very  utmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Dow.  Faith,  and  fowe  (hould} 
Where  now  remains  a  fweet  reverfion. 
We  now  may  boldly  fpend  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in: 

A 

a  mine. 
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A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto, 
If  that  the  devil  and  mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

Wor.  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been  here : 
The  quality  and  f  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion,  it  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  meer  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence. 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  faction, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe: 
For  well  you  know  we  of  th'  *  offending  fide, 
Muft  keep  aloof  from  flrift  arbitremcnt, 
And  ftop  all  fight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reafon  may  pry  in  upon  us: 
This  abfence  of  your  Father  draws  a  curtain, 
That  (hews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  upon. 
Hot.  You  ftrain  too  far. 
I  rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe  : 
It  lends  a  luftre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  £  glare  to  your  great  enterprife, 
Than  if  the  Earl  were  here:  for  men  mufl  think, 
If  we  without  his  help  can  make  a  head, 
To  pufh  againft  the  Kingdom  5  with  his  help, 
Wefhall  o'erturn  it  topfie-turvy  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Doto.  As  heart  can  think}  there  is  not  fuch  a  woril 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  as  this  ||  term  of  fear. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  coufin  Vernon,  welcome  by  my  foul. 
Ver.  Pray  God  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord. 
The  Earl  of  Wejlmorland,  fev'n  thousand  ftrong, 

f  fair.          *  offering.         £  frrt.         ||  drtum. 
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Is  marching  hither,  with  Yt'mcejohn  of  Lancafter. 

Hot.  No  harm  j  what  more? 

Ver.  And  further  I  have  learn'd, 
The  King  himfelf  in  perfon  hath  fet  forth, 
Or  hitherwards  intended  fpeedily, 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot.  He  ihall  be  welcome  too  :  Where  is  his  font 
The  nimble-footed  mad-cap  Prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  comrades,  that  daft  the  world  aiide 
And  bid  it  pafs? 

Ver.  All  furnifh'd,  all  in  arms, 
All  plum'd  like  Eftridges,  that  with  the  wind 
||  Baited  like  Eagles,  having  lately  bath'd  : 
Glittering  in  golden  coats  like  images, 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  fun  at  Midfummer, 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 
1  faw  young  Harry  with  his  beaver  on, 
His^cuifles  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd, 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury, 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  cafe  into  his  fear, 
As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  Clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafua, 
And*  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemanfliip. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more;  Wo;  fe  than  the  fun  in  M&rck, 
This  praife  doth  nourilh  agues;  lee  them  come. 
They  come  like  facrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  fmoaky  war, 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  w;li  we  offer  them. 
The  mailed  Mars  (hall  on  his  altar  fit  . 

Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.     I  am  on  fire, 
To  hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fb  nigh, 
And  yet  not  ours.     Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe, 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  thunder-bole, 
Againft  the  bofomofthe  Prince  of  Wales. 
Harry  to  Harry  fnall,  and  horfe  to  hoife 

Meet, 

||  Baited,  i.e.  fluttered  the  wings, 
•jp  cuifles,  fr.  armour  for  the  thighs.  t 

>    *  mtcbt  for  bewitch,  charm.  J 
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Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  coarie. 
Oh,  that  Glendower  were  come, 

Ver.  There  is  more  news: 
I  learnt  in  Worcefter,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  Pow'r  this  fourteen  days. 

DOVD.  That's  the  worft  tidings  that  I  hear  of,  yet. 

Wor.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  found. 

Hot.  What  may  the  King's  whole  battle  reach  unto? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be, 

My  Father  and  Glendotver  being  both  away, 
The  pow'r  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  :lct  us  take  a  mutter  fpeedily: 
Dooms-day  is  near ;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dow.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year. 


SCENE    III. 

Enter  Falftaff  And  Bardolph. 

fal.  T> Ardolpky  get  thee  before  to  Coventry:  fill  me  •* 

jj   a  bottle  of  fack:   our  foldiers  (hall  march 
through:  we'll  to Sutten-top-hill  to-night. 

Bard.  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain? 

F*/.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Sard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

TtiL  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour;  and  if  it   . 
make  twenty,  take  them  all,  Til  anfwer  the  coynage. 
Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

Bard.  I  will,  captain:  farcwel.  [Exit. 

Fal.  If  I  be  not  afliam'd  of  my  foldiers,  1  am  a 
fowc'd  gurnet:  I  have  mif-us'd  the  King's  prefs  damna 
bly.  «  I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  an  hundred  and 
4  fifty  foldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds.  I  prefs 
•  me  none  but  good  houfliolders,  yeomens  fons:  en- 
«  quire  me  out  contracted  batchelors,  fuch  as  have  been 
'  ask'd  twice  on  the  banes :  amodity  of  warm 

«  flaves, 
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*  (laves,  as  had  as  lieve  hear  the  devil,  as  a  drum  ;  fuch 
'  as  fear  the  report  of  a  culverin,  worfe  than  a  ftruck- 

*  fowl,  or  a  hurt  wild-duck.     I  prefsmenone  but  fuch 

*  toafts  and  butter,  with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger 
«  than  pins  heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  fervi- 
«  ces:  and  now  my   whole  charge  confifts  of  ancients, 

*  corporals,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  (laves 

*  as  ragged  zs  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth,  where  the 

*  glutton's  dogs  licked  his  fores  j  and   fuch  as  indeed 

*  were  never  foldiers,  but  difcarded   unjuft  (crvingmen, 
'  younger  fbns  to  younger  brothers :  revolted  tapfters, 

*  and  oftlers  trade- fall'n,  the  cankers  of  a  calm  world 

*  and  long  peace  r  ten  times  more  difhonourably  ragged, 
'  than  an  old  fac'd  ancient  ;  and  fuch  have  I  to  fill  up 

*  the  rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  fer- 
«  vices }  that  you  would  think  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty 
'  tatter'd  prodigals,  lately  come  from  fwine-keeping,frorn 

*  eating  draff  and  husks.     A  mad  fellow  met  me  on  the 
'  way,  and  told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  thegibbits,  and 
«  preft  the  dead  bodies.     No  eye  hath  feen  fuch  skarc- 

*  erows:  I'll  not  march  through  Coventry  with  them, 
1  that's  flat.     Nay,  and  the  villians  march  wide  betwixt 
'  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  f  gyves  on :  for  indeed,  I  had 
1  the  moft  of  them  out  of  prifon.     There's  but  a  fhirt 

*  and  a  half  in  all  my  company }  and  the  half  fhirt  is 

*  two  napkins  tack'd  together,    and  thrown  over  the 

*  ihoulders  like  a  herald's  coat  without  (leeves;  and  the 
'  fhirt,  to  fay  the  truth,  ftoll'n    from  my  hoft  of  St. 

*  Albans  j  or    the  red-nos'd    Inn- keeper  of   Daintry. 
'  But  that's  all  one,  they'll  find  linnen  enough  on  every 
<  hedge.  f> 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  And  Westmorland. 

P.  Henry.  How  now,  blown  Jack  ?  how  now,  quilt  ? 
fid.  What,  Hal  ?  How  now    mad  wag,  what  a  de 
vil  do'ft  thou  in  Wurtoickflnre  f  My  good  lord 
D 

Cackles. 
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>  I  cry  you   mercy,  I  thought  your  honour  had 
already  been  at  Shrewsbury. 

Weft.  'Faith,  Sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  1  were 
r.here,  and  you  too;  but  my  powers  are  there  already. 
The  King,  I  can  tell,  you,  looks  for  us  all  j  we  mull  away 
all  to-nighc. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  Cat,  to 
fteal  Cream. 

P.Henry.  I  think  to  (leal  cream  indeed,  for  thy  thefc 
hath  already  made  thee  butter  j  but  tell  me,  Jack,  whole 
fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

Fal.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 

V.Henry.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals. 

F«/.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tofs  :  food  for  powder," 
food  for  powder;  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well  as  better  j  tu(h 
man,  morral  men,  mortal  men. 

Weft.  Ay,  but,  Sir  John,  methinks  they  are  exceeding 
poor  and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Ful.  Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  where  they 
had  that  ;  and  for  their  barenefs,  I  am  fure  they  never 
learn'd  that  of  me. 

P.  Henry.  No,  111  be  fworn,  unlefs  you  call  three  rin 
gers  on  the  ribs,  bare.  But,  Sirrah,  make  hafte.  Percy 
is  already  in  the  field. 

Fal.  What  is  the  King  encamp'd  ? 

Weft.  He  is,  Sir  John  :  I  fear  we  fhall  ftay  too  long. 

Fnl.  Weil, 

The  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  beginning  of  a  feaft, 
Fus  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  gueft. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE    IV. 

At    SHREWSBURY 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcester,  Dowglas,  and  Vernoa." 

Hot.  XT/E'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 
VV      Wor.  It  may  not  be. 

Dow.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  ib?  looks  he  not  for  fupply? 

Ver,  So  do  we. 

Hot.  Kis  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor.  Good  coufin  be  advis'd,  ftir  not  to-night. 

Ver.  Do  nor,  my  lord. 

Do-so.  You  do  not  counfel  well; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  from  cold  hearr. 

Ver.  Do- me  no  flander,  Dowglas  :  by  my  life, 
And  1  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life, 
If  well-refpe£fced  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear, 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to-morrow  in  the  battel, 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Dot».  Yea,  or  to-night. 

Ver.  Content. 

Hot.  To-nighr,  fay  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come*  it  may  not  be  :  I  wonder  muck> 
Being  men  of  fuch  great  leading  as  you  are, 
That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition ;  certain  horfe 
Of  my  coufin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up, 
Your  uncle  I^orce/fer's  horfe  came  but  to-day, 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep, 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half,  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot.  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemy 
In  gen'ral,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low: 
D  * 
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The  better  part  of  ours  arc  full  of  reft. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  King's  exceedeth  ours: 
For  God's  fake,  coufin,  ftay  till  all  come  in. 

\Tht  Truwptt  foundt  a,  fttrley. 


SCENE    V.  . 

Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

"Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  King, 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpe&. 

Hot.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt :  and  would  to  God 
You  were  of  our  determination  ; 
Some  of  us  love  you  well ;  and  ev'n  thofe  fbme 
Envy  your  great  defervings,  and  good  namt, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  quality  j 
But  ftand  againft  us  like  an  Enemy. 

Blunt.  And  heav'n  defend,  but  dill  I  mould  Hand  fo, 
So  long  as  out  of  limit  and  true  rule     . 
You  ftand  againft  anointed  Majefty. 
But  to  my  charge.— -The  King  hath  fent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs,  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hoftility,  teaching  his  dutious  land 
Audacious  cruelty.     If  that  the  King 
Have  any  way  your  good  deserts  forgot, 
Which  he  confefleth  to  be  manifold, 
He  bids  you  name  your  griefs,  and  with  all  fpeed 
You  (hall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft: 
And  pardon  abfolute  for  yourfelf,  and  thefe, 
Herein  mif-led  by  your  fuggeftion. 

Hot.  The  Kipg  is  kind :  and  well  we  know,  the 

King 

Knows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 
My  father  and  my  uncle,  and  myfelf, 
D  d  give  him  that  fame  royalty  he  wears  : 
And  when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  ftrong, 
Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  un minded  out-law,  fneaking  home, 


King  H  E  N  n  Y  IV.  77 

My  Father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  (bore : 

And  when  we  heard  him  fwear    and  vow  to  God, 

He  came  to  be  bat  Duke  of  Lancafter, 

To  fue  his  livery  and  beg  his  peace, 

With  tears  of  innocence  and  terms  of  zeal  j 

My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd, 

Swore  him  afiiftanre,  and  perform'd  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  lords  and  barons  of  the  realm 

Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him, 

They  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  cap  and  knee, 

Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages, 

Attended  him  on  bridges,  flood  in  lanes, 

Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer'd  him  their  oaths, 

Gave  him  their  heirs,  as  pages  *  following  him 

Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  preiently,  as  greatntfs  knows  irfelf, 

Sttps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor, 

Upon  the  naked  fhore  at  Raven/purg  : 

And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 

Some  certain  edicts,  and  fome  ftrait  decrees, 

That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  common- wealth 5 

Cries  out  upon  abufes,  feems  to  weep 

Over  his  country's  wrongs ;  and  by  this  face, 

This  feeming  brow  of  juftice,  did  tie  win 

The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for :  5 

Proceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  heads 

Of  all  the  fav'rites  that  the  abfent  King 

In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 

When  he  was  personal  in  the  Irijh  war. 

Blunt.  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then  to  the  point. 
In  ftort  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  King, 
Soon  after  that,  depriv'd  him  of  his  life : 
And  in  the  neck  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  ftate. 
To  make  that  worfe,  fuffer'd  his  kinfman  March, 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  right  plac'd> 
Indet-d  his  King)  to  be  engag'd  in  Walest 
There  without  ranfom,  to  lie  forefeited : 

Dj  Difgrac'd 

*  filhvj. 
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Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  victories, 

Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence, 

Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-board, 

In  rage  difmifs'd  my  father  from  the  courr, 

Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong, 

And  in  conclufion  drove  us  to  feek  out 

This  head  of  fafety ;  and  withall  to  pry 

Into  his  title  too,  the  which  we  find 

Too  indirect,    for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 

Hot.  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter;  we'll  withdraw  a  while  : 
Go  to  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again ; 
And  in  the  morning  early  ihall  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes:  and  fo  farewel. 

Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love, 

Hot.  It  may  be  fo  we  fhall. 

'Blunt.  Pray  heav'n  you  do.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE    VI. 

Enter  the  Archbiflwp  of  York,  *nd  Sir  Michell, 

York.  T  T I E,  good  Sir  Michell,  bear  this  fealed  brief 

JL  X   With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Marefiial, 
This  to  my  coufin  Scroop,  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed  :  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  wou'd  make  hafte. 

Sir  Mich.  My  lord,  I  guefs  their  tenour. 

York.  Like  enobgh. 

To-morrow,  good  Sir  Michell,  is  a  day 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Muft  bide  the  touch.    For,  Sir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  under ftand, 
The  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power, 
Meets  with  lord  Harry  ;  and  I  fear,  Sir  Michell, 
What  with  the  ficknefs  of  Northumberland, 
XVhofe  pow'r  was  in  the  firft  proportion  } 
And  what  wich  Owen  Glendower's  abfcnce  thence, 

Who 
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Who  with,  them  was  f  a  f  rated  finew  too, 
And  conies  not  in*  o'er-rul'd  by  prophecies  > 
1  fear  the  pow'r  of  Percy  is  too  weak 
To  wage  an  inftant  tryal  with  the  King. 

Sir  Mich.  Why,  my  good  lord,  there's  Dowgltts, 
And  lord  Mortimer. 

York.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Mich.  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,  Harry  Perey* 
And  there's  my  lord  of  Worcefter,  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 
-  York.  And  fo  there  is:  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawn 
The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  land  together: . 
The  prince  of  Walts,  lord  John  of  Lctnca,fler-> 
The  noble  Westmorland,  and  warlike  Blunf, 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  eftimation  and  command  inarms. 

Sir  Mich.  Doubt  not,   my  lord,   they  (hall  be  well 
oppos'd. 

York.  I  hope  no  lefs:  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear. 
And  to  prevent  the  worft,  Sir  Michell,  fpeed  > 
For  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  e'er  the  King 
Difmifs  his  power,  he  means  to  vifit  us; 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy, 
And  'tis  but  wifdom  to  make  firong  againft  him  : 
Therefore  make  hafre,  I  muft  go  write  aga-'n 
To  other  friends  j  and  fo  farewel,  Sir  Michell. 

{Exeunt. 

*  rated  firmly. 

f^a  rated  linew,y&  *he  firfl  edition,  i.  e.  accounted  a 
ftrong  aid. 
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ACT    V.     SCENE!. 

S  H  R  E  W  S  B  U  R  T. 


Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wale?,  Lord  John  o/Lan- 
cafter,  Earl  of  Wetlmoriand,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and 
Falftaff. 

K.  HENRY. 

O  W  bloodily  the  fun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  busky  hill :   the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  d i (temperature. 

\\Henry.  The  fouthern  wind 
Do^h  play  the  trumpet  ro  his  purpofes, 
Ana  by  his  ho'low  whiftiing  in  the  leaves, 
Foretels  a  tempest,  and  a  bluft'ring  day. 

1C.  Henry.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  fympathizc, 
For  nothing  than  fecm  foul  to  thofe  that  win. 

[The  Trumpet  founds. 

Enter  Worcefter. 

K.  Henry.   How,  now,  my  lord  of  Wor'Jler?  'tis  not 

well, 

That  you  and  I  (hould  meet  upon  fuch  terms 
As  now  we  meer.     You  have  deceiv'd  our  trufts, 
And  made  Os  doff  our  eafie  robes  of  peace, 
To  crulli  our  old  iimbs  in  ungentle  fteel : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to't  ?  will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlifh  knot  of  all-abhorred  war, 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again, 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light i 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
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A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 

Of  broached  mifchief,  to  the  unborn  times  ? 

Wor.  Hear  me,  my  Liege: 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  contenc 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours  :  for  I  do  proteft, 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

K.  Henry.  You  have  not  fought  it,  Sir  ?  how  comes 
it  then  ? 

F/tl.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  ir. 

P.  Htnry.  Peace,  •  Chevef,  peace. 

Wor.  It  pleas'd  your  Majefty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour,  from  myfelf  and  all  our  houfe  ; 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you,  my  lord, 
We  were  the  firft  and  deareft  of  your  friends: 
For  you,  my  ftaff  of  office  did  I  break 
In  Richard's  time,  and  pofted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand, 
When  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate,  as  I: 
It  was  myfelf,  my  brother,  and  his  fon, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-dare 
The  dangers  of  the  time.    You  fwore  to  us, 
And  you  did  fwear  that  oath  at  Doncajler, 
That  }  ou  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainft  the  ftate, 
Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new- fali'n  right. 
The  feat  of  Gaunt,  Dukedom  of  Lnncafler. 
To  this,  we  fware  our  aid :  but  in  (hort  fpace 
It  rain'd  down  fortune  Ihow'ring  on  your  head, 
And  fuch  a  flood  of  greatnefs  fell  on  you, 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  abfcnt  King» 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time, 
The  feeming  fufPrances  that  you  had  borne 
And  the  contrarious  winds  that  held  the  ICtng 
So  long  in  the  unlucky  Irifi  wars, 
That  all  in  EngUnd  did  repute  him  dead  : 
And  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  advantages 
You  took  occaiion  to  be  quickly  wo  >'dr 
To  gripe  the  gen'ral  fway  into  your  hanJ  * 
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Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncsifler  ; 

And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fb, 

As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  Cuckow's  bird, 

Ufeth  the  Sparrow  j  did  opprefs  our  neft, 

Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  great  a  bulk, 

That  ev'n  our  love  durft  not  come  near  your  fight 

For  fear  of  fwallowingj  but  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  inforc'd  for  fafety's  f.ike  to  fly 

Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  head : 

Whereby  we  ftand-oppofed  by  fuch  means 

As  you  yourfelf  have  forg'd  again  ft  yourfelf, 

By  unkind  ufage,  dangerous  countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth, 

Sworn  to -us  in  your  younger  enterprise. 

K.  Henry.  Thefe  things  indeed  you  have  articulatedr 
Proclaimed  at  market-crofles,  read  in  churches, 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  p!eafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings  and  poor  discontents  5 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow  at  the  news 
Of  hurly-burly  innovation  ?  ' 

And  never  yet  did  Infurre£tion  want 
Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  caufej 
NOP  moody  beggars,  flarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  havock  and  confufion. 

P.Henry.  In  both  our  armies,  there  is  many  afoul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this 'bold  encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in  tryal.     Tell  your  nephew, 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praife  of  Harry  Percy :  By  my  hopes, 
(This  prefent  enterprise  fet  off  his  head) 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman, 
More  active,  valiant,  or  more  valiant  young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deed. 
For  my  parr,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  fhame, 
1-have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry, 
And  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too.. 
Yet  this  before  my  fathers  Majefty, 
I  am  content  that  he  fljall  take  the  odds. 

Of 
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Of  his  great  name  and  estimation, 

And  will,  to  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide, 

Try  fortune  with  him,  in  a  (ingle  fight. 

K.  Henry.  And,  Prince  .of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  ventun 

thee, 

Albeit,  confederations  infinite, 
Do  make  againft  it:  No,  good  Wor'jler,  no, 
We  love  our  people  well  ;  even  thole  we  love 
That  are  milled  upon  your  coufin's  part  : 
And  will,  they  take  the  ofTer  of  our  grace j 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his. 
So  tell  your  coufin,  and  return  me  word 
What  he  will  do.     But  if  he  will  not  yield, 
Rebuke  and  dread  corre&ion  wait  on  us, 
And  they  (hall  do  their  office.     So  be  gone, 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply  ; 
We  offer  fair, 'take  it  advifedly.  [Exit  Worceftan 

P. Henry.  Ic  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life. 
The  Dowglas  and  the  Hot-fpur  both  together 
Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  arms. 

K.  Henry.  Hence  therefore,  ev.'ry  leader  to  his  charge. 
For  on  their  anfwer  will  we  fet  on  them  : 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  caufe  is  juft.        [Txittnt. 

SCENE    II. 

Manent   Prince  Henry  and  Falftaff. 

Fal.  Hal,  if thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battel,  and  be- 
ftride  me,  fb ;  'tis  a  point  of  friend  (hip, 

P.  Henry.  Nothing  but  a  Coloffus  can  do  thee  that 
friend fhip  :  Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewel. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  bed- time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  thou  oweft  heav'n  a  death. 

Pal.  'Tis  not  due  yet  •.  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him 
before  his  day.  What  need  1  be  fo  forward  with  him 
that  calls  not  on  me  ?  Well,  'tis  no  matter,  honour 
pricks  me  on.  But  how  if  honour  prick  me  off  when  I 
come  on  ?  *  how  then  ?  can  honour  fet  to  a  leg  ?  no, 

*  or 
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or  an  arm  ?  no.  or  take  away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ? 
no.  Honour  hath  no  skill  in  furgery  then?  no.  What 
is  honour?  a  word,  what  is  that  word  honour  ?  Airj 
a  trim  reckoning,  who  hath  it  ?  he  that  dy'd  a  Wed" 
nefltty,  dorh  he  feel  it?  no.  doth  he  hear  it?  no.  is 
it  infenfible  then?  yea,  to  the  dead,  but  will  it  not  live 
with  the  living  ?  no.  why?  Detra&ion  will  not  furTer 
it,  therefore  I'll  none  of  it.  honour  is  a  meer  fcutcheon, 
and  fo  ends  rny  catechifm.  [Exit. 


SCENE    III. 

Westmorland,  And  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 


Wor.  O  no,  my  nephew  muft  not  know,  Si 

The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  'Twere  beft  he  did. 

Wor.  Then  we  are  all  undone. 
It  is  not  pofiiblc,  it  cannot  be, 
The  King  fhou'd  keep  his  word  in  laving  us  j 
He  will  fufpeft  us  ft  ill,  and  find  a  time 
To  punifti  this  offence  in  other  faults  : 
Sufpicion  all  our  lives,  (hall  be  ftuck  full  of  eyes, 
For  treafon  is  but  trufted  like  the  Fox, 
Who  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cherifti'd,  and  lock'd  up, 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  anceftors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  fad  or  merrily, 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks  > 
And  we  (hall  feed  like  Oxen  at  a  Hall, 
The  better  cherifh'd,   ftiil  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath  th'  excufe  of  youth  and  heat  of  blood, 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, 
A  hare-brain'd  Hot-fpur,  govern'd  by  a  fpieen  : 
All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head. 
And  on  his  father's.     We  did  train  him  on, 
And  his  corruption  being  ta'en  from  us, 
We  as  the  fpring  of  all,  fliall  pay  for  all. 

Therefore, 
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Therefore,  good  coufm,  let  not  Harry  know 
In  any  caie  the  offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  will,  111  fay  'tis  fo. 
Here  comes  your  coufin. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Hot-fpur  And  Dowglas. 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd  : 
Deliver  up  my  lord  of  Westmorland. 
Uncle,  what  news  ? 

Wor.  The  King  will  bid  you  battel  presently. 

Dow.  Defie  him  by  the  lord  of  Weftmorland. 

Hot.  Lord  Dowglas ,  go  you  then  and  tell  him  ib. 

DOJP.  Marry  1  (hall,  and  very  willingly. 

[Exit  Dowglas. 

Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  King. 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any?  God  forbid. 

Wvr.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances, 
Of  his  oath- breaking ;  which  he  mended  thus, 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworn. 
He  calls  us  rebels,  traitors,  and  will  fcourge 
With  haughty  arms,  this  hateful  name  in  us. 

Enter  Dowglas. 

Do».  Arms, gentlemen,  to  arms;  for  I  have  thrown 
.  A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henry's  teeth : 
And  Wejlmorland  that  was  ingag'd  did  bear  ir, 
Which  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ftept  forth  before  the  Kingv 
And,  nephew,  challeng'd  you  to  fingle  fighr. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads, 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  (hort  breath  to-day, 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth.     Tell  me,  tell  me, 
How  (hew'd  his  talking  ?  feem'd  it  in  contempt? 

Ver.  No,  by  my  foul :  I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modeftly, 
Unlefs  a  brother  fhould  a  brother  dare, 

To 
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To  gentle  exercife  and  proof  of   arms. 

He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man, 

Trim'd  up  your  praifes  with  a  princely  tongue, 

Spoke  your  defervings  like  a  chronicle, 

Making  you  ever  better  than  his*  praife  : 

And  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed, 

-He  made  a  blufhing  *  cital  of  himfelf, 

And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace, 

As  if  he  mafler'd  there  a  double  .fpirit, 

Of  teaching,  and  of  learning  inftantly. 

There  did  he  paufe  j  but  let  me  tell  the  world, 

If  he  out-live  the  envy  of  this  day, 

England  did  never  owe  fb  fweet  a  hope. 

So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  wantonnefs. 

Hot.  Coufin,  I  think  thou  art  enamoured 
Upon  his  follies }  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  Prince  fo  wild  a  liberty. 
But  be  he  as  he  will,   yet  once  e'er  night 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  foldier's  arm, 
That  he  {Viall  ftirink  under  my  courtefie. 
Arm,  arm  with  fpeed.    And  fellows,  foldiers,  friends, 
Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do, 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue, 
Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  perfuafion. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Meff.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now.  ,  ,.,r', 

O  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  fhort : 
To  fpend  that  fhortnefs  bafely  were  too  long*. 
Tho3  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 
Still  ending  at  th'  arrival  of  an  hour. 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  Kings  : 
If  die  j   brave  death,  when  Princes  die  with  us. 
No«v  for  our  confciences,   the  arms  arc  fair, 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  mft. 

Evttr 

*  cital,  for  taxation*- 
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Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.   My  lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale, 
For  I  profefs  not  talking  :  only  this, 
Let  each  man  do  his  belt.     And  here  draw  I 
A  fword,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  (lain 
With  the  be  ft  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal, 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now  *  Efperance  !  Percy,  and  fet  on  : 
Sound  all  the  lofty  inftruments  of  war  j 
And  by  that  mufick  let  us  all  embrace  : 
For  (heav'n  to  earth)  fome  of  us  never  fhali 
A  fecond  tfrme  do  fuch  a  courtefie. 

[They  embrace,  then  exeunt.     The  Trumpets  found* 

SCENE    VI. 

The  King  entreth  with  his  power ;  Alarm  to  the  battel. 
Then  enter  Dowglas  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  thus  in  battel  crofted 

me? 
What  honour  doft  thou  feek  upon  my  head  ? 

Dow.  Know  then,  my  name  is  Dowglas. 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battel  thus, 
Becaufe  fome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  King. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doto.  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
Thy  likeaefs ;  for  inftead  of  thee,  King  Harry, 
This  Sword  hath  ended  him,  fo  fhall  it  thee, 
TJnlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scat; 
And  thou  flialt  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

Tight 

*  This  mas  the  word  of  b&tttl  m  Percy V  fidt*    S* 
HallV  Chrw.fiL  ii~ 
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Fight,  Blunt  is  JUin:  then  enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  O  Dowglas,  hadft  thou  fought  at  HolmeJon  thus 
I  never  had  triumphed  o'er  a  Scot. 

Dow.  All's  done,  all's  won,  here  breathlefs  lies  the  King. 

Hot.  Where? 

Dow.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Dowglds  ?  no :  I  know  this  face  full  well : 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt, 
Semblably  furnifti'd  like  the  King  himfelf. 

Dow.  Ah !  fool  go  with  thy  Ibul  whither  it  goes, 
A  borrow'd  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  King? 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats. 

Dow.  Now  by  my  fword,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats. 
I'll  murder  all  his  wardrobe  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  King. 

Hot.  Up  and  away, 
Our  foldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VII. 

Alarm,  enter  Falftaff/0/«j. 

Fa/.  Though  I  could  fcape  (hot-free  at  London,  I  fear 
the  ffeot  here :  here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  pate.  Soft, 
who  art  thou  r  Sir  Walter  Blunt  ?  there's  honour  for  you  } 
here's  no  vanity :  I  am  as  hot  as  moulten  lead,  and  as 
heavy  too:  heaven  keep  lead  out  of  me,  I  need  no  more 
weight  than  mine  own  bowels.  I  hav«  led  my  rag-o- 
muffians  where  they  arepepper'dj  there's  not  three  ot 
my  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive ;  and  they  are  for  the 
town's  end,  to  beg  during  life.  But  who  comes  here! 


Enter 
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Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  What,  ftand'ft  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  me  thy 

-     fword, 

Many  a  noble  man  lies  ftark  and  ftiff 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whole  deaths  are  unreveng'd.     Lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fat.  O  Hal,  I  pr'ythee  give  me  leave  to  breathe  a 
while.  Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch  dced^inarms,  as 
I  have  done  this  day.  I  have  paid  Percy,  1  have  made 
him  fure. 

P.  Henry.  He  is  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee: 
I  pi'ythec  lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fal.  Nay  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'It  not  my 
fword:  but  take  my  piftol  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Henry.  Give  it  me:  what,  is  it  in  the  calc  ? 

Fal.  Ay  Hal,  'tis  hot.     There's  that  will  lack  a  city. 
[The  Prince  draws  out  a  bottle  of  feck. 

P.  Henry.  What,  isit  atimeto  jeft  anddaily  now? 

[Thrwsit  at  him,  and  exit. 

Jal.  If  Percy  be  alive,  I'll  pierce  him  j  it  he  do  come 
in  my  way,  lo,«  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  willing 
ly,  let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  not  iiich 
grinning  honour  as  Sir  Walter  huh  :  give  me  life,  which 
if  I  can  fave,  fo  ,-  if  not,  honour  comes  unlook'd  for, 
and  there's  an  end.  [£#/>. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Alarum,  Excurfons,  Enter  the  King,  the  Prince,  Lord  John 
0/Lancafter,  and  the  Earl  of  Weftmorland. 

K.  Henry.  I  pr'ythee,  Harry  ,  withdraw  thy  felf,  thou 
bleedeil  too  much:  Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  go  you  with 
him. 

Lan.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Henry.  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty  make  up, 
Left  your  retirement  do  amaxe  your  Friends. 
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K.Henry.  I  will  do  fo: 
My  lord  of  Weftmorland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 

Weft.  Come,  my  lord,  I'll  lead  you  to  your  tent. 

P.Henry.  Lead  me,my  Lord  !  I  do  not  need  your  help, 
And  heav'n  forbid  a  (hallow  fcratch  fhould  drive 
The  Piince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this, 
Where  ftain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  rebels  arms  triumph  in  maflacres. 

Lan.Wc  breathe  too  long;  comecoufin  Weft  norland, 
Our  duty  this  way  lies,  for  heaven's  fake  come. 

P.  Henry.  By  heav'n  thou  haft  deceiv'd  me,  Lemcaftert 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John  ; 
But  now,  I  do  refpe&  thee  as  my  foul. 

1C.  Htnty.  I  fawhim  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point, 
With  luftier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Henry.  Oh  this  boy 
Lends  mettle  to  us  all.  [Ex. 

Manet  King  Henry.     Enter  Dowglas. 

Dw.  Another  King  ?  they  grow  like  Hurt's  heads: 
I  am  the  Dowglas  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  colours  on  them.    What  art  thou 
That  counterfeit'ft  the  perfbn  of  a  King  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  King  himfelf,  who,  Dowglns,  grieves 

at  heart 

So  many  of  his  fhadows  thou  haft  met, 
And  not  the  very  King,  I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thyfelf  about  the  field  i 
But  feeing  thou  fali'ft  on  me  fo  luckily 
1  will  aiTay  thee:  fo  defend  thyfelf. 

DOTV.  I  fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit  } 
And  yet  in  faith  thou  bear'ft  thee  like  a  King  ; 
But  mine  I'm  fure  thou  art,  who  e'er  thou  be, 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

{They  f glut,  the  King  being  in  danger. 

Enter 


King  HENRY  IV.  91 

Enter  Prince   Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vileto^f,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again  :  the  fpirits 
Of  Sherly,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms  $ 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee, 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  means  to  pay. 

[They  fight,  Dowghsjfyetk. 
Chearly,  my  lord  ;  how  fares  your  grace  ? 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  fuccour  fent, 
And  fo  hath  Clifton  :  I'll  to  Clifton  ftraic. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while. 
Thou  haft  redeem'd  my  loft  opinion, 
And  (hew'd  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  life, 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Henry.  O  heav'n,  they  did  me  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  faid  I  hearken'd  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
Th*  infulting  hand  of  Dowglas  over  you, 
Which  would  have  been  as  Ipeedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  pois'nous  portions  in  the  world, 
And  fav'd  the  treach'rous  labour  of  your  fbo. 

Tfi.Henry.  Make  uptoC/J/?0«,ril  taSir  Nicholas  Gttvefey. 

[Exit. 

SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.    If  I  miftake  nor,  thou  art  Harry  Monmoutk. 

P.Henry.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name. 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

P.  Henry.  Then  I  fee 
A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales  ;  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  fhare  with  me  in  glory  any  more  : 
Two  ftars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere, 

Nor 
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Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign, 
Of  H*.  ry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  (hall  it,  Harry,  for  the  hour  is  com? 
To  end  the  one  of  us:  and  would  to  heav'n 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine. 

P.  Henry.  I'll  fnake  it  greater  ere  I  part  fiom  thec  j 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
I'll  crop  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head: 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.         [F(g&/. 

Enter  Falftaff. 

F*l.  Well  faid,  Hal;  .to  it,  U(U.  Nay,  yof  (hall  find 
no  boys  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Eattr  Dowglas,  be  fights  mtb  Falftaff,  nho  frlli  Jovon  tts  if 
bt  vert  dead.     The  Prince  kills  Percy. 

Hot.  Oh,  Harry,  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  youth: 
I  better  br^ok  the  lofs  of  brittle  life, 
Than  thole  proud  titles  thou  haft  won  of  me  i 
They  wound  my  thoughts  worfe  than  thy  fword  my 

rlefli: 

But  thought's  the  flave  of  life,  and  life  time's  foolj 
And  time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
Muft  have  a  ftop.     O,  I  could  prophefie, 
But  that  the  £  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death, 
Lies  on  my  tongue:  no,  Perty,  thou  art  duft, 
And  food  for—  (Dut. 

P.  Henry.  Worms,  brave  Percy,  Fare  thee  well! 
Ill-weav'd  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  ftirunk! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmali  a  bound: 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 
Is  room  enough!  this  earth  that  bears  thee  dead, 
Bears  not  alive  fo  ftout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  art  fenlible  of  courtefie, 
I  fliould  not  make  fo  great  a  (how  of  zeal. 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face, 

And 
Dearth,  *nd  thi 
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.And  ev'n  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  my  felf 

For  doing  thefe  fair  rites  of  tendernefi. 

Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heav'n, 

Thy  ignominy  fleep  with  thee  in  the  grave, 

But  not  remember'd  in  thy  epitaph.      [He  fees  Falftaff. 

What !  old  acquaintance!  could  not  all  this  flefti 

Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  poor  Jackt  farewel. 

I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 

O,  I  fliould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee, 

If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 

Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  Deer  to-day, 

Though  many  a  dearer  in  this  bloody  fray: 

Imbowell'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by, 

Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie.  [Exit. 

SCENE    X. 

Falftaff  rifu. 

Jal.  Imbowell'd !  if  thou  imbowel  me  to-day,  I'll 
give  you  leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  to-morrow. 
'Sblood,  'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  termagant 
Scot  had  paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit?'!  lye,  I 
am  no  counterfeit ;  to  die,  is  to  be  a  counterfeit,  for  he 
is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who  hath  not  the  life  of 
a  man :  but  to  counterfeit  dying,  when  a  man  thereby 
liveth,  is  to  be  no  counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  perfect 
image  of  life  indeed.  The  better  part  of  valour  is 
difcretion,  in  the  which  better  parr,  I  have  faved  my 
life.  I  am  afraid  of  this  gun- powder  Percy,  though  he 
be  dead.  How  if  he  mould  counterfeit  too,  and  rife  ?  I 
am  afraid  he  would  prove  the  berter  counterfeit;  therefore 
I'll  make  him  fure  :  yea,  and  I'll  fwear  I  kill'd  him.  Why- 
may  not  he  rife  as  well  as  I  ?  nothing  confutes  me  but 
eyes,  and  nobody  fees  me.  Therefore,  firrah,  with  a 
new  wound  in  your  thigh,  come  you  along  with  me. 
[Takes  HoMpur  o»  his  back. 


SCENE 


S>4  The  Ftrft  Tart  of 

SCENE    XL 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  John  of  Lancafter. 

P.  Henry.  Come,  brother  John,  full  bravely  haft  thou 

fleflit 
Thy  maiden  fword. 

Lan.  Butfofr,  whom  have  we  here? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead? 

P.  Henry.     I  did,  I  &\v  him  dead, 
And  breathlefs  on  the  ground :  art  thou  alive, 
Or  is  it  fancy  plays  upon  our  eye-fight? 
J  pr'ythee  fpeak,  we  will  not  truft  our  eyes 
Without  our  ears:  thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft. 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain  j  I  am  not  a  double  man  j  but 
if  I  am  not  Jack  Falftaff,  then  am  I  a  Jack  :  there  is 
Percy,  if  your  father  will  do  me  any  honour,  fo  j  if  not, 
let  him  kill  the  next  Percy  himfelf.  I  look  either  to  be 
Earl  or  Duke,  I  can  afTure  you. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  my  felf,  and  faw  thee 
dead. 

Fal.  Did  ft  thou?  lord,  lord,  how  the  world  is  given 
to  lyingi  I  grant  you  I  was  down,  and  out  of  breath, 
and  fo  was  he  ;  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought 
along ;hour  by  Shrewsbury  clock  :  If  I  may  be  believed, 
fpj  if  not,  let  them  that  (hould  reward  valour  bear  the 
fin  upon  their  own  heads.  I'll  take't  on  my  death  I  gave 
him  this  wound  in  the  thigh :  if  the  man  were  alive, 
and  would  deny  ir,  I  would  make  him  eat  a  piece  of 
my  Sword. 

Lan.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  e'er  I  heard . 

P.Henry.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fellow,  brother  John. 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back : 
For  my  part,  if  a  lye  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  happieft  terms  I  have. 

[A  Retreat  is  founded. 

The  trumpets  found  retreat,  the  day  is  ours: 
Come,  brother,  let's  to  th'higheft  of  the  field. 
To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead,  [Exeunt . 
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Fal.  I'll  follow,  as  they  fay>  for  reward.  He  that  re 
wards  me,  heav'n  reward  him-  If  I  do  grow  great,  Til 
grow  lefs ;  for  I'll  purge,  and  leave  fack,  and  live  cleanly, 
as  a  noble-man  fhould  do.  [£#/>. 

SCENE    XII. 

The  Trumpet!  found :  Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales, 
Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of  Westmorland,  mtk> 
Worcefter  and  Vernon  Prifiners. 

K.  Henry.  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke. 
Ill-fpirked  Wor'fter ,  did  we  not  fend  grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you? 
And  wouldft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary? 
Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfman's  truft  ? 
Three  knights  upon  oar  party  (lain  to-day, 
A  noble  Earl,  and  many  a  creature  elfe, 
Had  been  alive  this  hour, 
If  like  a  chriftian  thou  had'ft  truly  born 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

WOT.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to, 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K,.  Henry.  Bear  WorceQer  to  death,  and  Vernon  too. 
Other  offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. 

[Exeunt  Worcefter  and  Vernon. 
How  goes  the  field? 

P.  Henry.  The  gallant|Statf, lord  Dowglas,  when  he  favf 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turn'd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  {kin,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  reft : 
And  falling  from  a  hill,"  he  was  fo  bruis'd 
That  the  purfuers  took  him.     At  my  tent 
The  Dowglas  is,  and  I  befeech  your  grace, 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  With  all  my  heart. 
P.  Henry.  Then  brother  John  of  Lancafert  to  you 
This  honourable  bounty  ftall  belong : 

31 


96   FirftTart  of  K.  HENRY  IV. 

Go  to  the  Dowglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs  and  free: 
His_  valour  (hewn  upon  our  crefts  to-day, 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifli  fuch  high  deeds, 
Ev'n  in  the  bofom  of  our  adverfaries. 

*L*n.  I  thank  your  grace  for  this  high  courtcfie, 
Which  I  (hall  give  away  immediately. 

K. Henry.  Then  this  remains;  that  we  divide  our 

power. 

You  Son  John,  and  my  Coufin  WeftmerUnJ, 
Tow'rds  Yerk  (hall  bend  you ,  with  your  deareft  fpeed, 
To  meet  Northumberland  and  Prelate  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  arms. 
My  felf  and  my  Ton  Harry  will  tow'rds  Walti, 
To  fight  with  GlenJower  and  the  Earl  of  Mtrche. 
Rebellion  in  this  land  (hall  lofe  his  fway, 
Meeting  the  check  of  fuch  another  day  j 
And  fmce  this  bufineis  fo  far  fair  is  done, 
Let  us  not  leave  'till  all  our  own  be  won.        [Exeunt. 

*  Thefe  tvo  lints  fitted  fut  ofthefrf  etithn. 
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ACT      I. 

INDUCTION. 
Enter  R  U  HOUR,  *  painted  full  cf  Tongues. 

PE.N  your  ears:  for  which  of  you  will 

flop 

The  vent  of  hearing,   when  loud  Ru 
mour  fpealcs? 

I  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  weft 
Making  the  wind  my    poll  horfe,    ftiil 

unfold 

The  arts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth. 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  (landers  ride, 
The  which  in  every  hngmge  I   pronounce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  f  men  with  falf«  reports : 
I  (peak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity, 
Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  world  : 
And  who  bat  'Rumour,  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  mufters  and  prepared  defence, 
Whilft  the  big  year,  fvvoln  with  feme  other'grief*, 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  ftern  tyrant  war, 

A  3  And 

*  This  direction,  which  is  only  to  be  found  intkeftrft 
edition  in  quarto  ofi6co,  explains  a  paffage "in  what  foi* 
loTKtt.  olheruiijjt  obfcare*  \  ilxm. 
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And  no  furh  matter  ?  Rumour  is  a  pipe 
J31cnvn  by  furmifes,  jealoufies,  conje&uresj 
'"  And  of  /o  eafy  and  fo  plain  a  ftop, 
That  the  blunt  monfter  with  uncounted  heads, 
The  ftili-difcordant  wavering  multitude 
Can  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  i  thus 
My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 
Among  my  how  (hold  ?   Why  is  Rumour  here? 
'  I   run  before  King  Harry's  victory, 
Who  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Het-fp,ir  and  his  troops  j 
Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 
Even  with  the  rebels  blood.  But  what  mean  I 
Td'Tpeak  t  ^°  true  at  &&  •  mT  office  is  9 
To  noife  abroad  that  Harry  Mcntnouth  fell 
Under  the  wrath  o'f  noble  H^-fpur^  fword  j 
And  thr.t  the  King  before  the  DowgLis'  rage 
Stoop'd  his  aTioimed  head  as  low  as  death. 
This  have  I  rumour *<i  through  the  peafant  towns  » 
Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewsbury, 
And  this  worn>eaten  hole  of  ragged  ftone, 
'Where •  Hot- four's,  father,  old  Northumberland 
Lies  crafty- lick.     The  pofty  come  tiring  on, 
And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  ntws 
Than  they  have  learn*d  of  me  From  Rumour's  tongues, 
They  biing  fmootb  comforts  falfe,  worfe   than  true 
wrongs.  [Exit. 

SCENE     I. 

Northumberland's  Caftle. 

Enter  Lord  Bardolph,  and  the  Porter  at  one  door*. 
JSar^.-'Uho  keeps  the  gate  here,  hoa  >   where  is  the 

Earl? 

Port.  What  flull  I  fay  you  are  \ 
JSard.  Tell  thou  the  Earl, 
That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Port.  His  lordlhip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchard  5 
Pleafe  it  your  honour  knock  but  at  the  gate, 
And  he  hirafelf  will  anfwer. 

Enter 
f  of  truth 
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Enter  Northumberland. 
T.ard.  Heie's  the  Earl. 

North.  What  news,  lord  Bardolpb  ?  ev'ry  minute  now 
xShbulcrbe  the  father  of  fomeftratagem. 
1  he  times  are  wild:  Contention  like  a  horfe 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  huh  broke  loofe, 
And  bear?  down  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  Earl, 

I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury. 
North.-  Good,  if  heav'n  will '. 
ftard.  As  good  as  heart  can  with  : 
The  King  is  alone  ft  wounded  to  the  death  : 
And  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  Ton, 
Prince  Harry  fl  u'n  outright  5  and  both  the  'Blunts 
Kill'd  by.  the  hand  of  Dowgtas  •,  young  Prince  John, 
And  Weftmcrland,  and  Stafford,  fled  the  fie Ki. 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk,  Sir  *jihn> 
|ls  prifoner  to  your  fon.     O,  fuch  a  day, 
"So  fought,  fo  fbliow'J,  and  fo  fairly  won,/ 
Carne  not  till  now,  to  dignify  the- times 
Since  Cdfar's  fortunes. 

North.  How  is  this  den'v'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  field-?  came  you  from  Shrewsbury? 

Sard.  I   fpake  with  one,  my  lordj  that  came  from 

thence,       *        ; 

A-gen.leman  well-bred,  and  of  good  name, 
That  freely  render'cl  me  thefe  news  for  true. 

'North.  Here  comes  my  fervant  Travers,Vfhoml  feat  • 
On  Tuefdaj  laft,  to  Men  after  news. 

Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way. 
And  be  is  furnifh'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  than  he,  haply,  may  retail  from  me, 
SCENE    II. 
Enter  Traver?. 

N0rth.NowTravers,\v\\zt  good  tidings  come  with  you? 
Tra.  My  lord,  Sir  John  Lmfrevil  turn'd  me  back 
With  joyful  tidings  j  and  being  better  hors'd. 
Out-rode  me.     After  him  came  fpurring  hard 
'A  gentleman,  almoft  fore-fpent  with  fpeed, 
.  That  ftopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horfe  • 

A  4  He 
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He  ask'd  the  way  to  Cbefter  ;  and  6f  him 
1  did  demand  what  news  frora  Shrewsbury? 
Jle  told  me,   that  rebellion  had  ill  luck, 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold. 
With  that  he  gave  his  able  horfe  the  head, 
<And  bending  forward,  (truck  his  "*"  agile  heels 
Againft  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 
VJp  to  the  rowel-head,  and  ft.ming  fo, 
He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

.  North.  Ha  !  again  : 

Said  he  young  tfarry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold  > 
Rebellion  had  ill  luck  ? 

Hard.  My  lord^'I'll  tell  you. 
If  my  young  lord  your  fon  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  filken  point 
1'il  give  my  barony.     Ne'er  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why  Ihould  the  gentleman  that  rode  byTr 
Give  thtn  fiich  inftances  of  Idfs  ? 

Sard.   Who  he  ? 

He  was  foine  f  hilding  fellow,  that  had  ftcl'i*, 
Th«  horfe  he  rode  on  5  and  upon  my  life 
Spake  at  adventure.  Look,  here  comes  more  news* 
SCENE     III. 
Enter  Morton. 

North.   Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragick  volume: 
$6  looks  the  flffond,^  \vhereon  th'  imperious  flood 
Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  ufurpaticii. 
Say,  Morton,  did'ft  thou  coiiie  frorn  Shrewsbury  * 

Mort.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury,  rrty  noble  lord. 
Where  ha'eTul  death  put  on  his  uglieft  mask 
To  friglit  our  party. 

North.  How  doth  my  fon  and  brother? 
Thou  trembleft}  arid  the  whitenefs  in  thy  chedk 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy.  errand, 
liven  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlcfs, 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-be-gorie, 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 

And 

*  tllet  -j-  hiliiing,/i?r  hincJcriing  5  ;.  t.  bafc, 

%  when  the 
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And  would  have  told  him,  half  hh  Troy  was  burn'd: 
But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue  : 
And  I,  my  Percy's  deuh,  ere  th.ou  report  ft  ir. 
This  thou  would'ft  fay  :  your  Ton  did  thus  and^hus}.. 
:  fo 


Your  brother,  thus:  fo  fought  the  noble 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bcli  deeds. 
But  in  the  end,  to  ftop  mine  ear  indeed, 
Thou  haft  a   ftgh  to  blow  awiy  this  praire, 
End.ing  with  brother,   fon,   and  all,  are  dead! 

Mcrt.  Dowglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  y?t>. 
Bu^  for  my   lord,  your  fon * — r— * 

North.    Why,   he  is  dead. 
See  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpicion  hath; 
x  He  that  but  fenrs   the  ih'n^  he  would  not  know, 
Hath,  by  Inftindr,  knowledge  from  other  eyes, 
That  what  he  fear'd  is  ch.m  M.      Yet   Morton,   fpeakt 
•Tell  thou  thy  Earl,  his  divination  lies  j 
Aud  I   will  take  it  as  a  fweet  difgrace, 
*     And  make  thee  rich,  for  doing  me  fuc'i  wrong. 

Mcrt.  You  are  too  great,  to  be  by  me  garnfaiJ:. 
Your  fpirit  is  too  true,  your  feirs  too  certain. 

North.  Yet  for  all  this,  (ay  not  that  Percy's  dead. 
1  fee  a  ftrange  confeflion  in  thine  eye  : 
,     Thou  frnk'ft'thy  head,  and  hold'ft  it  fear," or  fin, 
To  fpeak  a   truth.     If  he  be  flain,  fay  fo : 
The,  tongue  cfTcnds  nor,  that  reports   his  dea;h: 
And  he  doth  (in  t-hai  d  th  bely  the  dead, 
Not  he,   which  fays  the. dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  fi;ft  brin,  er  of 'unwelcq-me  news 
Hath  bat  a  loHng  c-flice:  and  his  tongue 
*•    Founds  ever  after  as   a  fallen  bell, 

lie  nL-rnbe.r1dr   tolling  .1   departing  friend. 

Bard    I  cinnot  tlnnk,  ir,y  lo:d,  your  fon  fs  deaX 

Mcyt-.   V\\\  ferry  1   fin  old  force  you  to  believe 
That,   which  I  would  to  heav'n  1  had    mt  fesn. 
But  ti-.efc  mine  eyes  Hw  him  in  bloody  £bte, 
Rendering  f^int  quittance,  ive.iriei  and  cur-breath'J, 
To.  Binary    Monmoutb^  v^hofe  fv;ifi;  wrath  beat  down 
The  .-never-daunted  Percy  to  the  earth, 
From  whence,  witn  li'e,  he  never  more  fprung  up, 
In  few  j.  his  death,   whofe  fpi  it  lent  a,fi;e 
Even  to  tLe  dulkft  peafaat  in  his  casip, 

A  5  Being 


Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  beft-temper'd  courage  in  his  troops. 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  fteel'dj 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 
Turn'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  it  felf, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateft  fpeedj 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hotfpur's  lofs, 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with-  their  fear» , 
Th«  arrows  fl.  d  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim, 
Than  did  our  foldicrs  aiming  at  their  fafery, 
Fly  froai  the  field.     Then  was  that  noble  Wor'fer* 
Too  foon  ta'ei  prifoner :  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Dowglas,  whofe  well-labouring  fword 
Had  three  'imes  (lain  th'  appearance  of  the  King, 
'Can  vail  his  ftomach,  and  did  g  ace  the  fhame 
Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  backs,  and  in  his  flight 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.     The  fum  of  all 
Is,  tha^  the  King  hath  W-n:  and  hath  fcnt  out 
A  fpeedy  pow'r  t'encounter  you7,  my  lord, 
linger  the  cendu&  of  young  Lancajler 
Aiui  Westmorland.     Tr  is  is  ihe  news  at  full. 

North.  For  this,  I  flial!  have  time  e rough- to  mourn, 
In  poifon  there  is  phyfick:  and  this  news, 
That  would,  had  I  been- well,  have  made  me'  fick, 
Bei  g  fick,  hath  in  fome  meafure  made  me  well. 
Ar.d'as  the  wretch  whofe  fever-weaken'd  joints. 
Like  ftreogthlefs  hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Impatient  of  his  fir  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keeper's  srms^   even  fo  my  limbs 
Weakcn'd  with  grief,-being  now  imag'd  with  grief, 
Are  thrice  tlvmfdves.   Hence  therefore  thou  nice  crutch, 
A.  fralv  g^un'let  now  wi  h  joints  of  fteel 
Muft  glove  this  hand.     And  hence  thou  fukly  quo:f> 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head 
\V'htch  princes  flefriM with  conqueft  aim  to  hir. 
NoW.  bind  my  brows  wrh  iron,  and  approach 
The  ra^gtd'ft  rour  that  time  and  fp:ghi  dare  bring, 
To  frown  upon   th' enra^M  Northumberland! 
4  Let  heav'n  kifs  earth!  now  ler  not  nature's  hand 

•  Keep  t'  e  v.;ilJ  flood  confin'd  j  let   order  die, 

*  And  let  this  Wo; Id  no  longer  be  a  iiage 

To 
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.'*  To  feed  contention  in  a  lingring  aft: 
'  But  let  one  fpirit  of  the  firft-born  Cain 
'  Reign  in  ail  bofoms,  that  each  heart  beifig  fet 
'  On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fcene  may  end, 
•  AncJ-darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  ! 

"*  Bard.  This  drained  paflion  doth  you  wrong,  my 

lord  5 
Sweet  Earl,  divorce  not  wrfdom  from  yoiSr  honour. 

Mort.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health,  the  which  if  you  give  o'er. 
To  ftcrmy  paffion,  muft  perforce  decay. 
ft  You  caft  th'  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord, 
And  fumm'd  th'  account  of  chance,  before  you  faii 
Let  us  make  bead  :  it  was  your  prefurmife, 
That  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  fon  might  drop: 
You  knew  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  eJge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  ro  get  o'er: 
You  were  advis'd  his  flefh  was  capable 
Of  wounds  and  fears  j  and  that  his  forward  fpirlr 
"Would  lift  him  where  moft  trade  of  danger  rangM: 
Yet  did  you  fay,  Go  forth.     And  none  of  this, 
Though  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 
The  ftiff-born  action.     What  hath  then  behll'n, 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprizs  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  being,  which  was  hke  to  be? 
&*rd.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  lefs, 
Knew  that  we  ventur'd  on  fuch  dangerous  feay,,, 
That  if  we  wrought  out  life,  was  ren  to  one  :  j 

And  yet  we  ventur'd  for  the  gain  propos'd, 
Choak'd  the  refpeft  of  likely   peril  fear'd  j 
.And  fince  we  are  o'er-fet,  venture  again. 
Come,  We  will  all  put  forth,  body  and  goods. 

"    Mort* 


*  This  line  is  only  in  the  frft  edition,  vb»re  it  'u 
Ij  Umfr  ville,  tofofpMfa  no  -where  eife.     Jtjecms  necej- 
fary  to  the  connexion. 

f  The  fourteen  lines  frcm  hence  to  Eardolph^  nextfpeech, 
4re..not  ta  Izfoiwd  in  the  fir  ft  editions,  till  that  tn  folio  of 
'161*.  A  .very  great  number  of  othir  linss  in  thjsplxy  ar& 
infer  ted  after  the  firji  edition  in  like'  manner,  b,it  of  fuch 
fpirit  and  ma/lery,  generally,  that  the  infer  tions.  are.  plain 
ly  t  &  ' 
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M«rt.  *  Tis  more  than  time ;  and  my  moft  noble  lorif, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fp«ak  the  truth; 
f  Fhe  gentle  Arch-bifhop  of  Terk  is  up 
With  well-apjpointed  Powers  j  he  is  a  man 
Who  with  a  double  furety  binds  his  followers. 
$$y  lord,  your  fon,  had  only  but  the  corp-, 
'But  fhadaws,  and  the  (hews  of  men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  word,    rebellion  did  divide 
The  action  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls  5 
And  they  did  fight  with  queafinefs.  conftrained 
As  men  drink  potions,  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  fide:  but  for  their  fjirits  and  fouls, 
This  wotd,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  fifli  are  in  a  pond.     But  now  the  Lifhop 
Tunis  infurreclion  to  religion  j  V-U 

Supposed  fincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 
He's  follow'd  both  with  body  and  with  mind: 
And  doth  enlarge  ;*is  rifing  with  the  blood 
Of  fair  King  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pcmfut  fronts* 
Derives  from  heav'n  his  quarrel  and  his  caufe  j 
Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  land 
Gafping  for  life,   under  great  Bolingbroke  : 
And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

Horih.  \  knew  of  this  before:  but  to  fpeak  truth, 
This  prefent  grief  ha:h  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  tvith  me/ and  counfel  every  man 
The  apteft  way  for  fa'ety  and  revenge  : 
Get  polls,    and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  fpeed, 
Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need.         [Exeunt. 

f  dll  the  following  lints  to  the  tnd»J  thif  fpeech  ar$ 
net  in  iht  firfl  edition. 
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A  Street  in  London. 

Enter  S/>  John  FalihfF,  with  his  Page  blaring  his  fwofet 
and  bftthler* 

Tal.  firrah,  you  giant,  what  fays  the  dcftor  to  my 
water  ? 

Page.  He  faidj-Sir,  the  water  it  fe]f  was  a  good  f  heal 
thy  water.  Bat  for  the  party  that  own'd  it,  he  might 
have  more  difrafes  than  he  knew  for. 

Falt  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to'gird  at  me.  The 
brain  of  thitfoolifh  compounded-clay,  Man,  is  not  able 
to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  I 
invent,  or  is  invented  on  me.  I  am  not  only  \vitty  ii 
my  felf,  but  the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do 
fcere  walk  before  rhee,  like  a  Sow,  that  hath  overwhelm 
ed  all  her  lirter,  but  one.  If  the  Prince  put  thee  into 
myferviceforany  other  reafon  than  to  fee  me  off,  why 
then  I  have  no  judgment.  Thou  whotTon  mandrake, 
thou  art  fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to  wait  at 
my  heel*.  I  was  never  mahn'd  with  an  sgot  till  now  : 
but  I  will  fet  you  nei-her  in  gold  nor  filver,  but  in  vile 
apparel,  and  fend  you  back  again  to  your  matter  for. a 
jewel.  'Yttju'venil,  the  Prince  your  mafter,  whofe 
chin  is  not  yet  fledg'd  ;  I  will'tooner  have  a  beard  grow 
in  the  palm  of  my  hand,  than  he  (hall  get  one  on.  his 
cheek  :  yet  he  will  not  (tick  to  fay,  his  face  is  a  face- 
royal.  Heav'n  may  fin  (h  it  whea  it  will,  it  is  not  a 
hair  amifs  yet:  he  may  keep  it  ftill  as  a  face-royal,  for 
a  barbe*  mall  never  earn  fixpence  out  of  it}  and  yet  he 
will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever  fince  his 
father  was  a  batchelor.  He  may  keep  his  own  grace, 
but  he  is  almoft  out  of  mine,  I  cm  affure  him.  What 
faid  Mr.  Dornlledon>  about  the  fatten  for  my  fhort  cloak 
and  flops  ? 

Page.  He  faid,  Sir,  you  mould  procure  him  better 
afTurance  than  B&rdolf>h :  he  would  not  take  his  bond 
and  yours ;  he  lik'd  not  the  fecurity. 

*«& 
t  healing. 
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Fal.  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  glutton,  may  his 
tongue  be  hotter,  a  whorfon  Achitophel,  a  rafcally  yea:- 
forfooth-knave,  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,  and  then 
ftand  upon/scurvy  ?  the  whorfon-fmooth-pates  do  now 
wear  nothing  but  high  fhoesj  and  bunches  of  keys  at 
their  girdles  j  and  if  a  man  is  thorough  with  them  in 
fconeft  taking  up,  then  they  muft  ftand  upon  fecunty <: 
I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  rats-bane  in  my  mouth  as 
offer  to  flop  it  with  fecurjty.  I  looked  he  mould  have 
fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  fatten,  as  I  am  a 
true  knight,  and  he  fends  me  fecunty.  Well,  he  may 
fleep  in  fecurity,  for  he  hath  the  horn  of  abundance.* 
And  the  lightnefs  of  his  wife  mines  through~it4  and  yet 
cannot  he  fee.  though  he  have  kis  own  lanthorn  to 
light  him.  W  here's  Bardolph  * 

Page.  He's  gone  into  S*»//£/*W  to  buy  your  worfhip 
a  horfe. 

Fal.  I  bought  him  in  Pauls,  and  he'll  buy  me  a  horfe 
in  Smithfald.  If  1  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in  the  ftews> 
1  were  mannM,  hors'd,  and  wiv'd, 

S   C   E   N   E      V. 

Knter  Chief  Jufiice  and  Servants. 

Page.  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  committee! 
the  Prince  for  ftriking  him,  about  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Wait  clofe,   I  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.Jt4Jl.  What's  he  that  goes  there  1 

Serv.    Faljlaff,  and't  pleafe  yrur  lordfhip. 

Ch.  Juft.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  robbery  ? 

Serv.  He,,  my  lord.  But  he  hath  fince  done  good  fer- 
vice  at  Shrewsbury:*  and,v  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  with 
fome  charge  to  the  lord  John  of  Lancafter. 

Cb.Juft.  What  to  York?  call  him  back  again. 

Serv.  Sir  John  Falflaff. 

Fal.  Boy,  tell  him,  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  You  muft  fpeak~louder,  my  maffer  is  deaf. 

Ch.  Jxft.  I  am  fure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing 
e^ed.  Go  pluck  'him  by  the  elbow.     I  muft  fpeak  with 
•him. 

terv.  Sir  *johnt 

J*/. 
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F4/.  What!  a  young  knave  and  beg!  are  there  not 
Wars?  is  there  not  employ  ment  I  dotlrnot  the  King  lack 
fubje&s :  do  not  the  rebels  need  foldiers  J  though  it  be 
a  fhame  to  be  on  any  fide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  ftiame 
to  beg,  than  to  be  on  the  worft  fide,  were  it  worfe 
than  the  name  of  rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

Serv.  You  miftake  me,  Sir. 

Fal.  Why,  Sir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man  J 
fetting  my  knight-hood  and  my  foldierlhip  afide,  I  had 
lied  in  my  throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Serv.  I  pray  you,  Sir/ then  fet  your  knight-hood  and 
your  foldierfhip  nfide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than 
as  honeft  man. 

Fal.  1  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo  ?  I  lay  afide  that 
•which  grow?  to  me  ?  if  thou  gett'ft  any  leave  of  mej 
hang  me  ;  if  thou  tak'ft  leave,  thou  wet't  better  be 
ha,ng'd  :  -you  hunt  counter,  hence  j  avaunt. 

Serv.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Ch.Juft.  Sir  John  Faljtaf,  a  word  with  you, 

Fal.  My  good  lord  !  God  give  yQur  lord  flrp  good  time 
of  day.  lam  glad  to  fee  your  lordfliip  abroad;  I  heard 
fay,  your  lord  (hip  was  fick.  I  hope  yourlordfhp  goes 
abro.'dby  advice.  Your  lordfliip,  though  not  clean  paft 
youryouth,  hath  yet  fome  fmack 'of  age  in  you  :  fome 
relifhofth^faltnefs  oftime  ;  anai  I  moft  humbly  befeech 
your  lordfhip,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health. 

Ch.  Jufl.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  you  before  your  ex 
pedition  to  Shrewsbury. 

Fal.  If  it  pleafe  your  lordfliip,  I  hear  his  Majefty  is 
retU'nVS  with  fome  difccmfort  from  Wales. 

Cb.Juft.  I  talk  not  of  his  Majefty:  you  would  not 
come  when  T  fent  for  you  \ 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Highnefs  is  fall'n  in 
to  this  fame  whorfon  npoplexy. 

Ch.JuJt.  Wel)^  heaven  mend  him.  I  pray  let  me 
fpeak  wifh  you. 

Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethar 
gy,  an't  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  a  kind  of  fleepiag  in  the 
blood,  a  whorfon  tingling. 

C/9.  yuft.  What  cell  you  n;e  of  it  \  be  it  as  it  is. 
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Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief;  from  ftqdy 
and  perturbation  of  the  brain.  I  have  read  theeaufe  of 
it  in  G&len.  It  is  a  kind  of  deafnefs. 

Ch.Jnfl.  I  think  you  are  fall'ninto  thatdifeafe  :  for 
you  hear  net  what  I  fay  to  you. 

•Fal.  Very  well,  my  lor<|,  very  well :  rather,  an't  pleafis 
you,  it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  lift'niog,  the  malady  of  not 
marking,  that  I  am  troubled  with. 

Ch.  Jitft.  To  puriifhyou  by  the  heels,  would  amend 
the  artention  of  your  carsj  and  I  care  not  if  I  be  your 
phyfician. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord  ;  but  not  fo  patient ; 
your  lordfhip  may  minifler  the  potion  of  irnprifonment 
tome,  in  reTped  of  poverty  5  but  how  I  fhould  be  your 
patient  to  follow  yourprefcn'ptiofls,  the  wife  mny  make 
feme  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or  mdced,  a  fa  up!*  it  felf. 

Ch.  Jfifl.  I  fent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters 
againft  you  for  your  life,  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  1  was  then  advis'd  by  my  counfel  learned 
in  the  laws  of  this  land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Juft.  Well,  ythe  truth  is,  Sir  John,  you  live  in 
great  infamy. 

P</.  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  heir,  cannot  I've  in  lef?» 
Ch.  y«/.tYour  means  are  very  (lender,  and  your  wafte 
great. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  o'.herwife  :  I  would  my  means 
Were  greater,  and  my  wnfte  flenderer. 

Ch.Ju/t.  You  have  nrt'f- led  the  youthful  Prince. 
r    Fal.  The  young  Prince  hath  mif-led  me.   I  am  the  fel 
low  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch.Juft.  Well,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a  new-heal'd  wound} 

your  day's  fervke  at  Shrewsbury  hath  a  little  gilded  over 

your  night's  exploit  on  Gads-hill.     You  may  thank  the 

unquiet  time,  for  your  quiet  over  po,fting  that  action. 

Fal.  My  lord  ? 

Ch.  J-uft.  Bflt  fince  all  is  well,  keep  it  fo :  wake  not 
a  fleeping  Wolf. 

Fal.  To  wake  a  Wolf,  is  as  bid  as  to  fmella  Fox. 
Ch.Juf.  What}  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part 
burnt  ouv. 

Fal.  A  waflel  candle,  my  lord  }  all  tallow-,  but  if  I  did 
fay  of  WSY,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 
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Ch.  JU-ft.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  fke5 
but  fhouldhave  his  effect  of  gravity. 

lal.  His  efFeft  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch.  3uft.  You  follow  the  ycung  Prince  up  and 
down,  like  his  evil  angel. 

Fal.  Not  fo,  my  lord,  your  ill  angel  is  light ;  but  I 
hope  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without 
weighing  5  and  yet,  in  feme  refpe&s  I  grant,  I  cannot 

go  j I  cannot  tell  ;  Virtue  is  of  fo'little  regard 

in  thefe  coftor-monger  days,  that  true  valour  is  turned 
bear-herd.  Pregnancy  is  made  a  tapfter,  and  hath  his 
quick  wit  wa-fted  in  giving  reckningsj  all  the  other  gifts 
appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age  fhapes 
them,  are  not  worth  a  ^oofe- berry.  You  that  are  old, 
confider  net  the  capacities  of  us  that  are  young;  you 
meafure  the  heat  of  our  livers,  with  the  bitternefs  of 
wyour  galls ;  and  we  that  are  in  the  •{•  va-ward  of  our 
youth,  I  muft  confefs  are  wags  too. 

Ch.  Juft.  Do  you  fet  down  your  name  in  the  fcrowl 
of  youth,  that  are  written  down  old,  with  all  the  cha 
racters  of  age  ?  have  you  not  a  moift  eye  ?  a  dry  hand? 
a  yellow  cheek?  a  white  beard  ?  a  decreafing  leg?  an 
increasing  belly  ?  is  not  your  voice  broken  >  your  wind 
fhort  ?  '*  your  chin  double  ?  your  wit  fingle  ?  and  every 
part  about  you  blaftedwith  antiquity  ?  and  will  you  yet 
call  your  felf  young  ?  fy,  fy,  fy,  Sir  John. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  was  ^  born  about  three  of  the  clock 
in  the  afrernoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  fomething  a 
Around  belly.  For  my  voice,  I  have  loft  it  with  hallow 
ing  and  finging  of  Anthems.  To  approve  my  youth 
further,  I  will  no&;  The  truth  i?,  I  am  only  old  in 
judgment  and  undcrftanding,  and  he  that  will  caper  with 
me  for  a  thoufand  marks,  let  him  lend  me  the  money, 
and  have  at  him.  For  theboxo'th'  ear  that  the  Prince 
gave  you,  he  gave  it  like  a  rude  Prince,  and  you  took  it 
like  a  fenfible  lord.  I  have  checkt  him  for  it,  and  the 
yqung  Lion  repents:  marry  not  inafhes  and  fack-cloth, 
but  in  new  filk  and  old  fack. 

Ch.  Jit/l.  Well,  heav'n  fend  the  Prince  a  better  corn- 
pan  ion.  Ial+ 

f  va-ward,  /.  e.  vanguard. 

*  ytar  wind  fhort ,  your  ivit 

$  s.dthd,  from  tkt  fir  ft  editiofi. 
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|   Fal.  Heav'n  fend  the  companion  a  better  Prince  :  I 
cannot  rid  my  hands  of  hirg. 

Ch.  Juft.  Wtll,  the  Kingliath  fever'd  you  and  Prince 
Harry.  1  hear  you -are  going  with  lord  John  of  Lan* 
c after,  agairift  the  Archbifhop  and  the  Earl  of  Northum 
berland. 

'  Fal.  Yes,  I  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it  5  hut 
look  you,  pray,  all  you  that  kifs  my  lady  peace  at  home, 
that  oar  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day:  for  i  take  but  two 
fhirts  out  with  me,  and  1  mean  not  to  fweat  extraordi 
narily:  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  ifl  brandifh  any  thing  but  a 
bottle,  would  I  might  never  fpit  white  again.  Tn'erew 
not  a  dangerous  adion  can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am 
thruft  upon  it.  Well,  I  cannot  laft  ever. —  £  but  it  was 
always  the  trick  of  our  Englifh  nation,  if  they  have  a 
vgood  thing  to  make  it  too  common.  If  ye  will  needs 
iay  I.  am  an  old  man,  you  fhou'd  give  me  reft :  I  wouldv 
to  God  my  mme  were  not  fo  terrible  to  the  enemy  ask 
is!  I  "we're  better  to  be  eaten  to  death  with  a  ruft,  than  to 
-be  fcour'd  to  nothing  with  perpetual  motion. 

Ch.  Juji.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,  and  heav'n 
blefs  your  expedition. 

Fal.  Will  your  lordfhip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound  to  * 
furnifh  me  forth  > 

.-  Ch.  Juft.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny  j  you  are  too 
impatient  tabear  croffes.  fare  you  well.  Commend  me 
to  my  cbufin  Weftmorland.  \Kxit. 

'.     Fal,  If  1  do,  fillip  me  with  a  *  three  man- beetle.    A 
man  can  no  more  feparate  age  and  covetoufnefs,  than^ 
he  can  part  young  limbs  and  letchery  :  but  the  gout 
galls  the  one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other,  and  fo 
both  the  degrees  prevent  my  curfes.     Boy. 

Page.  Sir. 

p4/.  What  money  is  in  my  purfe  \ 

Page.  Seven  groats,  and  two  pence. 

fal.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft.  this  confumptiort  of 
the  purfe.  Borrowing  enly  lingers  and  lingers  it  out, 
but  the  difcafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  my 

lord 
-•  - 

$  Theft  following  periods  are  refold  from  thtfirft  edition. 

*  three-man-beetle,  i.  e.  4  rammer  bi^enottgh  to  r«- 
quirt  three  men  to  lift  it. 


"King   HENRY  TV.  19 

lord  of  Lancafter,  this  to  the  Prince,  this  to  the  Earl  of 
Weflinorland,  and  this  to  old  Mrs.  Urfula,  whom  I  have 
weekly  fworn  to  marry  fince  I. perceived  the  firft  white 
hair  on  my  chin.  About  it  ;  you  know  where  to  find 
me.  A  pox  of  this  gout,  or  a  gout  of  this  pox  $  for 
,the  one  or  th'other  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe  s 
it  is  no  matter,  if  I  do  halt,  I  have  the  wars  for  my 
colouar,  and  my  penfion  (hall  Teem  the  more  reafonable: 
a  good  wit  will  make  ufe  of  any  thing,  I  will  turn  di- 
feafes  to  commodity.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE     VI. 

; 

r  o  R  K. 

Enter  Anh-bifiop  of  Y  oik,  Haftings,  Thomas  Mowbray 
(Far I  Marjhal)  and  Lord  Bardolph. 

-.York.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  caufe,  and  know  our 

means  : 

Now  my  moft  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all 
Speak  plainly  .your  opinions  of  our  hopes. 
And  firft,  Lord  Marfhal,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

.  Mawb.  I  well  allow  th'  occafion  of  our  arms, 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied 
How  in  our  means  we  mould  advance  our  felves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  pow'r  and  puifiance  of  the  King? 
£      Haft.  Our  prefent  mufters  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice  : 
And  our  fupplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whofe  bofom  burns 
With  an  incenfed  fire  of  injuries. 

Bard.  The  queftion  then,  lord  Htftings,  ftandeththusj 
Whether  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland? 

Haft.    With  him  we  may. 

Hard.  Ay  marry  there's  the  point  : 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgment  is,  we  mould  not  ftep  too  far 
Till  we  had  his  afliftance  by  the  hand. 
For  in  a  theam  fo  blood-fic'd  as  this, 
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Conjecture,  expectation,  and  furmife 

Of  aids  uncertain,  mould  not  be  admitted-.  ^ 

York.  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardelfh ;  for  indeed 
It  was  yov.ng  Hot-fpur's  eafe  at  Shrewsbury. 

Bard.  It  was,  my  lord,  who  lin'd  himielfwith  hope, 
Eating  the  air,  on  promife  of  fupply, 
Jlatt'ring  himfelf  with  projcft  of  a  power 
Much  (mailer  than  the  imalleft  of  his  thoughts  j 
And  fo,  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  pow'rs  to  death, 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  deftruftion. 

H*fl.  But  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hart 
To  lay  down  likelihoods  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard.  Ye8,  if  this  prefent  quality  of  war 
*  Impede  the  inftant  aft  ;  a  caufe  on  foot 
Lives  fo  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  fpring 
We  fee  th*  appearing  buds ;  which  to  prove  fruit,1      ^ 
Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant  as  defpair 
Tim  frofts  will  bite  them.  When  we  mean  to  build, 
We  firft  furvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model, 
And  when  \vefee  the  figure  of  the  houfe, 
Then  muil  we  rate  the  coft  of  the  ereftion  j 
Which  if  we  find  out- weighs  ability, 
What  do  we  then,  but  draw  a-new  the  model 
In  fewer  offices?  at  leaft,  defift 
To  build  at  all  ?  much  more  in  this  great  work, 
(Which  is  almoft  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down, 
And  fet  another  up)    fhould  we  furvey 
The  plot  of  Situation  and  the  model  ;  t 

Confent  upon  a  fure  foundation, 
Queftion  Purveyors,  know  our  own  eftate, 
How  able  fuch  a.  work  to  undergo, 
To  weigh  againft  his  oppofiter  or  elfe, 
We  fortify  in  pdper  and  jn  figures, 
Ufing  the  names  of  men  inftead  of  men: 
Like  one  that  draws  the  model  of  a  houfe 
Beyond  his  pow'rto  build  it  j  who,  half  through, 
Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  coft 
A  naked  fubjeft  to  the  weeping  clouds, 
And  wafte,  for  churl ifh  winter's  tyranny. 

Haft.  Grant  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth, 
Should  be  fliil-born  j  and  that  we  now  pcfTell 

-  *  IndttJ.  Tjbe 
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The  utmoft  man  of  expectation  : 

1  think  we  are  a  body  ftrong  enough,' 

Ev'n  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  King. 

Sard.   What  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thoufand  ? 

Haft.  To  us  no  more  5  nay  not  fo  much,  lard  Bardolph. 
For  hisdivifions,  as  the  times  do  brawl, 
Are  in  three  heads  j  one  pow'r  againft  the  Trench, 
And  one  againft  Gltndower  <>  perforce  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us :  fo  is  the  unfirm  King 
In  three  divided  ;  and  his  coffers  found 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinefs.  ft  her, 

York.  That  he  fhould  draw  his  fev'ral  ftrengths  toge- 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  puiflance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  If  he  fhouid  do  fo, 

He  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,  the  Trench  and  Wtljh 
Baying  him  at  his  heels  j  never  fear  that. 

$ard.   Who  is  it  like  fhould  lead  his  forces  hither  ? 

Haft.  The  Duke  of  Lancafter  and  Weftmorland: 
Againft  the  Welflj,  himfelfand  Harry  Mortmain k. . 
But  who  is  fubftituted  f gairift  the  French, 
^    1  have  no  certain  notice. 

*  York.  Let  us  on  : 

And  publifh  the  occafion  of  our  Arm?. 
The  commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice  j 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  forfeited. 
An  habitation  giddy  and  unfure 
Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
O  thou  fond  many  !  with  what  loud  applaufe 
Didft  thou  beat  heav'n  with  bleffing  'Bolingbroket 
Before  he  was  what  thou  would'ft  have  him  be? 
Aad  now  being  trim'd  up  in  thine  own  defires, 
Thou,  beaftly  feeder,  art  fo  full,  of  him, 
That  thou  provok'il  thy  felf  ro  caft  him  up. 
So,  fo  thou  common  dog,  didft  thou  difgorge 
Thy  glutton  bofom  of  the  royal  Richard, 
And  now  thou  would'ft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howi'ft  to  find  it.  Whattruft  in  thefe  times? 
They,  that  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him  die, 

Arc 

*  This  excellent  fpeech  of  York,  -was  one  of  the  pa f- 
fa*e$  added  by  Shakcfpear  after  his  frft  edition. 
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Are  now  become  enamour'd  on  his  grave : 
Thou  that  threw'ft  duft  upon  his  goodly  head, 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  fighing  on 
After  th*  admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Cry'ft  now,  O  Earth  yield  us  that  King  again, 
And  take  thou  this.  O  thoughts  or  men  accurs'd, 
Paft,  and  to  come,  feem  beftj  things  prefent,  worft. 
Mowb.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  feton*' 
Haft.  We  are  time's  fubje&s,  and  time  bids,  be  gone. 


A  C  T    II.         S  C  E  N  E    I. 

L     O     N    D^   O     N. 

Enter  Hoflefs,  with  two  Officers,  Fang  and  Snare.' 
Hofl.  \/\  R-  F4»jf,  have  you  enter'd  the  aQion  ? 
IVl     Fang.  It  is  enter'd. 

H0/?.   Where's  your  yeoman?  is  he  a  lufty  yeoman  *' 
Will  he  ftand  toit> 

Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare? 

Hofl.  Ay,  ay,  good  Mr.  Snare. 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  mnft  arreft  Sir  John  Falflaff. 

Hofl.  Ay,  good  Mr.  Snare,  I  have  enter'd  him  and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  coft  fome  of  us  our  Ij'ves  :  he 
Will  ftab. 

Hofl.  Alas-the-day}  take  heed  of  him;  he  ftab'd  me 
in  mine  own  houfe,  and  that  moft  beaftly ;    he  cares: 
not  what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  our.  He 
will  foin  like  any  devil,  he  will  fpare  neither  man, 
woman,  nor  child. 

Fang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thrufrr 

Hofl.   No,  nor  I  neither  $  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Fang.  I£I  but  fift  him  oncej  if  he  come  but  within 
my  *  vice. 

Hofl.  I  am  undone  by  his  going;  I  warrant  you  he  is 
an  infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore.  Good  Mr.  Fang,  hold 

him 

*'  vice,  or  grafp,   a  metaphor  taken  from  a  faith's 
vice5f  there  is  another  reading  in  the  old  editiont  view, 
/  think  not  fo  good. 
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,BJm  furej  good  Mr.  Snare,  let  him  not  fcape.  He  comes 
continually  to  Pie-ccrxer,  faying  your  manhoods,  to  buy 
afaddle:  and  he  is  indite'd  to  dinner  to  the  Lubbar's- 
head  in  Lombard-ftrtet  to  Mr.  Smotth's  the  Silkman.  I 
prjy  ye,  fince  my  a&ion  is  enter'd,  and  my  cafe  fo 
openly  known  to  the  world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to 
his  anfwer.  A  hundred  mark  is  a  long  one.  for  a  poor 
lone  woman  to  bear  *  and  1  have  born,  and  born,  and 
born :  and  have  been  fub'd  off,and  fub'd  off,  from  this  day 
to  that  day,  that  it  is  a  fhnme  to  be  thought  on.  There 
is  no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing,  unlefs  a  woman  fhould 
be  made  an  Afs  and  a  beaft,  to-  beax  every  knave's 
wrong. 

Enter  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  and  the  8oy. 
Yonder  he»comes,  and  that  an  ant  nialmfey-nofe  knave, 
Bardolph  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices: 
^lr.  Fang  and  Mr.  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your 
offices. 

Fal.  How  now  ?  whofe  mare's  dead  2  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Fang.Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fuitof  Mrs.  Quickly . 

Fal.  Away  varletsj  draw,  Bardolph :  cut  me  off  the 
"Villain's  head  :  throw  the  qi^ean  in  the  kennel. 

Hofl.  Throw  me  in  the  kennel?  I'll  throw  thee  in  the 
kenne!.  Wilt  thou>  wilt  thou  *  thou  baftardly  rogue. 
Murder,  murder!  O  thou  hony-fuckle  villain,  wilt  thou 
kill  God's  officers  and  the  King's?  O  thou  hony-feed- 
rogue,  thou  art  a  hony-feed,  a  man-queller,  and  a  wo- 
,m,n-queller. 

Fal.  Keep  them  off,  Btrdolfh. 

Fang.  A  refcue,  a  refcue  ! 

Hofl.  Good  people,  brirg  a  refcue  or  two;  thoii 
wo't,  wo't  thou,  thou  wo't,  wo't  <hou  rogue  j  do,  thou 
heinpfeed. 

Fal.  Away  you  fculjion,  you  rampallian,  youfuftila- 
rian  :  I'll  tickle  your  cataftrophe. 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Chief  Jttftice. 

Ch.Juft.  What's  the  matter?  keep  the  peace  here,  hoa. 
Hcfl.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  tome.     Ibefeech  you 
(land  to  me. 

Ch.  Jufl. 
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Ch.  Juft.  How  now,  Sir  John  *  what,  are  you 
brawling  here? 

Does  this  become  your  place,  your  time, and  bufi  fiefs  ? 
You  fhould  hare  been  well  on  your  way  ta  York. 
Stand  from  him  fellow,  wherefore  hang'ft  thou  on  him  ? 

Hoft.  O  my  raoft  worfhipful  lord,  an't  pleafe  your 
grace  1  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eafcheap,  and  he  is  ar- 
refted  at  my  fuft. 

Ch.  J itft.  For  what  fum  ? 

Bojl.  It  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  lord,  it  is  for  all, 
all  I  havej  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  hoafe  and  home  5 
he  hath  put  all  my  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his  j 
but  I  will  have  fome  of  it  .out  again,  or  I'll  ride  thee 
^'nights,  like  the  mare. 

Fal.  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I  have 
any  vantage  of  ground  to  get  up, 

Ch.  Juft.  How  comes  this,  Sir  John  ?  fy,  what  manv 
of  good  temper  would  endure  this  tempeft  of  exclama 
tion  ?  are  you  not  am-am'd  t©  inforce  a  poor  Widow  to 
fo  rough  a  courfe  to  come  by  her  own  ? 

Fal.   What  is  the  grofs  fum  that  I  owe  thee  > 

Hoft.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honeft  man,  thy  felf  and 
the  money  too.  Thou  di<Jft  fwear  to  me  on  a  parcel- 
gilt  goblet,  fitting  fin  my  Dolphin-chamber,  at  the  round 
table,  by  a  fca-coal  fire,  on  Wednefdty  in  Whitfon-week, 
when  the  Prince  broke  thy  head  for  likening  him  to  a 
finging-man  of  Wind/or  ;  thou  didft  fwear  to  me  then,  as 
1  was  wafting  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me 
my  lady  thy  wife.  Canft  thou  deny  it  5  did  not  gooti«* 
wife  Keech  the  butcher's  Wife  come  in  then,  and  call  me 
goflip  Quickly  ?  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mefs  of  vinegar  5 
telling  us  fhe  had  a  good  dim  of  prawns,  whereby  thou 
did  defii  e  to  eat  fome  j  whereby  I  told  thee  they  were  ill 
for  a  green  wound?  and  didft  not  thou,  when  fhe  was 
gone  down  ftairs,  defire  me  to  be  no  more  fo  familia- 
f iry  with  fuch  poor  people,  faying  that  ere  long  they 
fhould  call  me  Madam  ?  and  didft  thou  not  kifs  me,  and 
bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  millings  ?  I  put  thee  now  to 
thy  book-oath,  deny  it  if  thou  canft.  , 

FaL  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul;  and  ftiefaysup 
and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldeft  fon  is  like  you.  She 
hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath' 
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diffracted  her;  but  for  thefe  foolifh  Officers,  I  befeech 
you,  I  may  have  redrefs  againft  them. 

Ch.  Juft.  Sir  John,  Sir  John.  I  am  well  acquainted 
with  your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe  the  falfe 
'way.  Ic  is  net  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words, 
that  come  with  fuch  more  than  impudent  fawcinefs  from 
you,  can  thruft  me  from  a  level  confederation.  I  know 
you  have  pra&is'd  upon  the  eafy-yielding  fpirit  of  this 
woman.  .  , 

Hoft.  Yes  in  troth,  my  lord. 

,  Ch.  Jufl.  Pr'ythee,  peace;  pay-  her  the  debt  you  ow« 
her,  ind  unpay  the  villtny  you  have  done  her :  the  one 
you  may  do  with  frerling  money,  and  the  other  with  cur 
rant  repentance. 

Fal.  My  lord  I  will^not  undergo  this*  fneap  without 
reply.  You  call  honourable- tx>ldnefs  impudentjfawcinefs : 

»  Jf  a  man  will  court' fy  and  fay  nothing,    he  is  virtuous. 

.  No,  my  lord,  my  humble  dury  rctnember'df  I-wiil  not 
be  your  fuitor:  I  fay  to  you,  1  defire  deliverance  from 
thefe  Officers,  being  upon  hafty  employment  in  theKiag's 
affairs. 

n  Ch.  jfuft.  You  fpeak,  as  having  power  to  do  wrong : 
but  aniwer  in  the  effecl  yoar  reputation,  and  fatisfy  the 
poor  woman. 

F*l.  Come  hither,  hoftefs. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Mr.  Gower. 

Ch.  Jujl.  Matter  Gower,  what  news  > 

Cower.  The  King,  my  lord,  and  Henry  Prince  of  Wdtt 
Are  near  at  hand :  the  reft  the  paper  tails. 

F.al.  As  I,  am  a  gentleman  • 

Hoft.  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before. 

Fat.  As  I  am  a  gentleman,  come,  no  more  words  of  it. 

Hoft.  By  this  heav'nly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft  be 
fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate  and  the  tapeftry  of  my  din 
ing  chambers. 

F*/.  Glaflfes,  glafTes  is  the  only  drinking ;  and  for  thy 

walls,  a  pretty  flight  drollery,  or  theftory  ot  the  prodigal, 

B  or 

*  fneap,  &  yorkjlrire  w  ordfor  rebuk  e, 
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or  the  German  hunting  in  whtcr  work  is  wortk  a  thou- 
fand  of  thefe bed-hangings,  and  thcfe  fly-bitten  tapcftrics: 
let  it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou  canft.  Come,  if  it  were  not 
for  thy  humours,  there  is  not  a  beter  wench  in  D.gUnd. 
Go,  wafli  thy  face,  and  draw  thy  aftion,  come,  thou 
muft  not  be  in  this  humour  with  mcj  come,  I  know 
thou  waft  feton  to  this. 

Hojl.  Pr'ythee,  Sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  noblei, 
1  am  loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earned  la. 

Fal.  Let  it  alcnc,  I'll  make  other  (hiftj  you'll  be  a  fool 
*ffl. 

Hoft.  Well,  you  (hall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my  gown. 
1  hope  you'll  come  to  fupper:  you'll  pay  me  all  together. 

Fal.   Will  I  live?  go  with  her,    with  her;   hook  on, 
hook  on. 

Hojl.  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-Sheet  meet  you  at  fupper? 

Fal.  No  more  words.    Let's  have  her.  ? 

[Extitot  Ho  ft.  md  Serjeant. 

Ch.  Jufl.  I  have  beard  better  news. 

Fal.  What's  the  news,  my  good  lord>, 

Ch.Jufl.  Where  lay  the  King  laft  night? 

Cover.  At  Bafingftoki,  my  lord. 

Fal.  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well.    What  is  tke   news,    . 
my  lord? 

Ch.  Juft.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Cower.  Noi  fifteen  hundred  foor,  five  hundred  horfc, 
'Arc  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancafter, 
Againft  Northumberland  and  the  Arch-bifhop. 

Fal.  Comes  the  King  back  from  W*htt  my  noble  lord  ?     ^ 

Ch.  Jtift.  You  ftiallhavc  letters  of  me  prefcntly. 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  Mr.  Gsrver. 

Fal.  My  lord. 

Ch.  Juft.  Whafs  the  matter? 

Fzl.  Mafter  Cover,  (hall  I  entreat  you  with  me   to 
dinner? 

Cover.  T  muft  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here, 
1  thank  you  good  Sir  John. 

Ch.  JKJI.  SIT  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you 
«re  to  rake  foldiers  ap  rn  the  countreys  as  you  go. 

Fal.  Will  you  fup  with  me,  mafter  Cover? 

Ch.  Juft.  What  foolifh  mafter  taught  you  ifccfe  man 
ners,  Sir  John* 
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F4/.  Matter  Gower^  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a 
fool  that  taught  them  me.  This  is  the  right  fencing  grace, 
my  lord,  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 

Ch.  Juft.  Now  the  lord  lighten  thec,  them  art  a  great 
fool.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV, 
Continues  in   London. 
Enter  Prince  Henry  And 

P.  Henry.  Truft  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

Toms.  Is  it  come  to  that?  I  had  thought  wearincfs 
durftnot  have  attach'd  one  of  fo  high  blood. 

P,  Henry.  It  doth  me,  though  it  difcolours  the  com- 
'plexion  of  my  greatnefs  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  icnoc 
ifc$w  vilely  in  me,  to  defire  fmall  beer? 

Point.  Why  a  Prince  mould  not  be  foloofely  ftudied,  as 
to  remember  fo  weak  a  composition* 

P.  Henry.  Belike  then  my  Appetite  was  not  princely- 
got  ;  for  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  creature, 
fmall  beer.  But  indeed  thcfe  humble  confiderations  make 
nft  out  of  love  with  my  greatnefs.  What  a  difgrace  is  it 
to  me  to  remember  thy  name  ?  or  to  know  thy  face  ta 
morrow?  or  to  take  note  how  many  pairoffilk  ftockings 
thou  haft  >  (viz..  thefe,  and  thofc  that  were  the  peach-co- 
lour'd  ones;)  or  to  bear  the  inventory  of  thy  fhirts,  asona 
for  fuperfluity,  and  one  other  forafej  but  that  the  tennis- 
court-keeper  knows  better  than  I,  for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of 
linncn  with  thee,  when  thou  keepeft  not  racket  there,  as 
thou  feaft  not  done  a  great  while,  becaufe  the  reft  of  thy 
low  countries  have  made  a  fliift  to  eat  up  thy  holland. 
*  And  God  knows  whether  thofe  that  bawl  out  of  the 
Ruins  of  thy  linnen  (hall  inherit  his  kingdom:  but  the 
midwives  fay  the  children  arc  not  in  the  fault,  whereupon 
the  world  increafes,  and  kindreds  are  mightily  ftrengthened. 

Point.  Haw  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  laboui'd  fa 
hard,  you  fliould  talk  fo  idly  ?  tell  me  how  many  good 
young  Princes  (hould  do  fo,  their  fathers  lying  fo  lick  as 
yours  is. 

B  i  /P.  Hexrj* 

f  Ikit  ferio4  i$  /«#>//</  out  of  tfjt  old  edit'iou 
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P.  Henry.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Point  ? 

point.  Yes,  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.  Henry.  It  (hall  ferve  among  wits  of  no  higher  breed 
ing  than  thine. 

Poms.  Go  to;  I  (land the  pufliof  your  one,thing,  that 
you'll  tell. 

P.  Henry.  Why  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  I  fliould 
be  fad  now  my  father  is  tick 5  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee, 
(as  to  one  it  pleafes  me  for  fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my 
friend)  I  could  be  fad  and  fad  indeed  too. 

Point.  Very  hardly  upon  fuch  a  fubjec*. 

P..  Henry.  Thou  thinkft  me  as  far  in  trie  deviPsbook, 
as  thou  and  Taljlrf,  for  obduracy  and  pcrfifteiicy.  Letj 
the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  heart  bleeds' 
inwardly  that  my  father  is  fick :  and  keeping  fuch  vile 
company  as  thou  art  bath  in  reafon  taken  from  me  ali 
oftentation  of  forrow. 

Poms.  The  reafon? 

P.  Henry.  What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me  if  I  fhould 
weep? 

Poins.  I  would  think  thee  a  moft  princely  hypocrite. 

P.  Henry.  It  would  be  every  man's  thought ;  and  th^, 
art  a  bieffed  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks;  ne 
ver  a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-waj 
better  than  thine;  every  man  would  think  me  an  hypo 
crite  indeed.  And  what  excites  your  moft  worfhipfui 
thought  to  think  fo? 

Poins.  Why,  becaufe  you  have  *  fccracd  fo  lewd,  anc 
fo  much  ingrafted  to  Falftaf. 

P.  Henry.  And  to  thee. 

Poins.  Nay  by  this  light  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I  can 
bear  it  with  mine  own  ears;  the  word  they  can  fay  oj 
me  is,  that  I  am  a  fecond  brother,  and  that  lama  proper 
fellow  of  my  hands:  and  thofe  two  things  I  confefs  1 
cannot  help.  Look,  look,  here  comes  Bardolpb. 

P.  Htnry.  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falftajf;  he  hac 
him  from  me  chriftian,  and  fee  if  the  fat  vihain  have  not 
transform'd  him  ape. 
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SCENE    V. 

Enter  Bardolph  *nA  Page. 

'Bard.  Save  your  grace. 
t    P.   Henry.  And  yours,  moft  noble  BarMph. 

Pains.   Come  you  *  virtuous  afs,  you  hafhful  fool,  mufl 
you  be  blufliing?  wherefore    b!ufh  you   now?    what  a 
maidenly  man  at  armsare  you  become?  Isic  fuch  amat- 
^ter  to  get  a  portle-poi's  maiden-head? 

Page.  Hecall'd  me  even  now.  my  lord,  through  a  red 

.lattice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  face  from  the 

window;  atlaftl  fpy'd  his  eyes,  and  methought  he  had 

'imadetwoholca  in  the  ale-wive?saew  petticoat,  and  peep'd 

f  .through. 

^P.  Henry.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited? 
*Bard.  Away,  you  whorfon  upright  rabbet,  away. 
Page.  Away  you  rafcally  Althetfs  dream,  away. 
P.  Henry.  Inftru&  us,  boy,  what  dream,  boy? 
"Page.  Marry,  my  lord,  Althea  dream  'd  fhewas  deliver'd 
of  a  firebrand,  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 
"'<•& -.P.  Henry.   A   crowns-worth   of  good  interpreration ; 
1  there  it   is  boy.  [Gives  him  money. 

Point.  O  that  this  good  bloflbm  could  be   kept  from 
t   cankers:  well,  there  is  fix- pence  to  preferve  thee. 

Bard.  If  you  do  not  make  him  be  bang'd  among  you, 
the  gallows  .fhali  be  wrong*d. 

P.  Hewy.  And  how  doth  thy  mifter,  llttrdolph  ? 
^'Bttrd.  Well,  my  good  lord  5  he  heard  of  your  grace's 
coming  to  town  !     There's  a  letter  for  you. 
i        P.  Henry.  Deliver'd  with  good  refpe6fc}  and  how  ddch 
the  Martlemas,  your  mafter  ? 
Bard.  In  bodily  health,  Sir. 

Poins.  Marry  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phyfician  }  but 
that  moves  not  him  j  though  that  befick,  it  dies  not. 

P.  Henry.  I  do  allew  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with 
me  as  my  dog;  and  holds  his  place:  for  look  you  how  '.he 
writes. 

Point  rtads.  John  Ffilftajf,  knight : every  man 

muft  know  that,  as  ofc   as  he   hath  occafion  to  name 
B  3  hiaiieif: 

*  pernicious. 
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himfclf:  even  liketbofc  that  arc  kin  to  the  King,  for  they 
never  prick  their  finger  but  they  fay  there  it  fome  of  the 
Kind's  blood  fiilt.  How  comes  that?  fays  he  that  takes 
upon  him  not  to  conceive ;  the  anfwer  is  as  ready  as  a 
borrowed  cap;  I  *m  the  King's  poor  Cottfn,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  but  they  wiH 
fetch  it  from  Jafhet.  But  to  the  letter  ;  Sir  John 

Falfhff,  knight,  to  thefmofthe  Ktngnearejt  bis  father,  Harry 
frince  of  Wales,  fretting. 

Toms.  Why  this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Henry.  Peace. 
Z  will  imitate  the  honourable  Rowans  in  brevity. 

P*i*i.  Sure  he  means  brevity  in  breath }  fhort- winded. 
J  commend  me  to  tbeet  I  commend  thte  and  I  leave  thee. 
Se  mt  too  familiar  vith  Poins,  for  he  vnifttfes  thy  favours 
fa  much,  that  he  fvears  thou  art  to  marry  his  Sifter  Nell. 
Repent  at  idle  times  as  thou  ma?ftt  and  fo  farovel.  Thine, 
by  yea  and  no :  u-hich  is  MS  much  as  to  fay,  as  then  uftft 
him,  Jack  FalftafTiw/6  my  familiars:  )ehnvith  my  fathers 
tndfijiers:  and  Sir  John  vith  all  Europe. 
My  lord,  1  will  fteep  this  letter  io  lack,  and  make  him 
cat  it. 

P.  Henry.  That's  to  make  him  eae  twenty  of  hiswordi; 
But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ked*  muft  I  marry  your  fifter  > 

Poins.  May  the  wench  have  no  worfc  fortune.  But  I 
sever  {aid  fo. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fool  with  the  time, 
and  the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clouds  and  mock  u«: 
is  your  mafter  iierc  in  London  I 

Bard.  Yes,  my  lord. 

JP.  Henry.  Where  fups  he?  doth  the  old  Boar  feed  in 
the  old  *  frank? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord,  in  E*fl-cheap. 

P.  Henry.  W  bat  company  ? 

Page.  Ephefians,  my  lord,  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Henry.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page,  None,  my  lord,  but  old  Mrs.  ®wcklyt  and  Mrs.' 
Dot  Tear-fleet. 

P.  Henry.  What  Pagan  may  that  be> 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  Sir,  and  a  kinfwoman 
of  my  matter's. 

*  frank,  i.  i.  *  hogfly. 
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P.  Henry.  Even  fuch  kin,  as  the  parifti  heifers  are  ,|p 
the  town  B  jll.  Shall  we  fteal  upon  them,  Ned,  at  (upper  ? 

Pom.  I  am  your  (hadow,  my  lord,  I'll  follow  you. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  you  boy,  and  Bardolph,  no  word  to 
your  mafter  that  I  am  yet 'come  to  town*  There's  for 
your  filence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue,  Sir. 

Page.  And  for  mine,  Sir,  I  will  govern  if. 

P.  Hwry.Fare  ye  well:  go.  This  DollTw/heet  fyould 
be  fomc  road. 

Pains.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
St.  Album  and  London. 

P.  Henry.  How  might  we  fee  Falftajf  beftow  himfelf 
to-night  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  our  fclves  be  fcen? 

Point.  Fat  on  two  leather  jerkins  and  aprons,  and  wait 
upon  him  at  his  table,  like  drawers. 

££;    P.  Henry.  From  a  God  to  a  Bull?  a  heavy  *  defcenfi- 
>Mon.     It  was  Cove's  cafe.     From  a  Prince  to  a  prentice,  a 
low  transformation  j  that  (hall  bernine:  for  in  every  thing, 
the  purpufe  muft  weigh  with  the  folly.  Follow  me,  Ned. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE    VI. 

Northumberland. 

Enter  Northumberland,  Lady  Northumberland,  and 
Lady  Percy. 

North.  I  pr'ythee  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daughter* 
'Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs. 
Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  times* 
And  be  like  them  to  Percy,  troublcforae. 

L.  North.  I  have  giv*n  over,  I  will  fpcak  no  mores 
Do  what  you  will:  your  wifdorn  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  fweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn, 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

L,  Percy.  O  yet  for  heav'ns  lake,  go  not  to  thefe 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word, 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it,  than  now  * 
"When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  Heart-dear  HArry 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  fee  his  father 
Bring  up  his  pow'rs :  but  he  did  long  in  vaio! 

*  dedtnfion..  B  *~ 
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Who  then  perfuaded  you  to  ftay  at  home? 

"Were  were  two  honours  loft;  yours  and  your  fon?5 

For  yours,  imy  hcav'niy  glory  brighten  it! 

For  his,  it  ftuck  upon  him  as  the  fun 

In  the  grey  vault  of  heav'n:  and  by  his  light 

Bit!  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move    ' 

To  do  brave  a&s.    He  was  indeed  the  glafc 

Wherein  the  .noble  Youth  did  drefs  themfclvts. 

'  He  bad  no  leg?,  that  pra&is'd  not  bis  gait : 

And  fpeaking  thick,  which  nature  made  his  blemifh, 

Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant : 

For  thofe  that  could  fpeak  low  and  tardily, 

Would  turn  their  own  perfeftion  to  abufe, 

To  feem  like  him.    So  that  in  fpeech,  iji  gait, 

In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight, 

In  military  rules,'  humours  of  blood, 

He  was  the  mark  and  glafs,  copy  and  book, 

That  fafhion'd  others.    And  him>  wond'roua  him! 

O  miracle  of  men!  him  did  you  leave 

To  look  upon  the  hideous  God  of  war 

In  difadvamage,  to  abide  a  field 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hot-fpur's  narao 

Did  feem  defenfible:  fo  you  left  him. 

Never,  O  never  do  his  .ghoft  the  wrong, 

To  hold  your  honour  more  precife  and  nice 

With  others,  than  with  hirm    Let  them  alone: 

The  Marihaland  tfae  Arch-bifhop  are  ftrong. 

Had  my  fwect  Harry  had  but  half  .their  numbers, 

To-fiay  might  I  (funding  on  Hot  four's  neck) 

Have  talk'd  of  Monmoutb's  grave. 

North.  Befhrew  your  heart, 
Fair  daughter,  you  xJo  draw  my  fpirits   from  me, 
With  pew  .lamenting  ancient  over-iights. 
Bur  I  muft  go  and  meet  with  danger  there  3 
Or  it  will  feck  me  in  another  place, 
And  find  me  vvorfe  provided. 

L.  North.  Fly  to  Scotland, 
Till  that  the  nobks  and  the  armed  commons 
Have  of  their  .puiffance  roade  a  little  taile. 

L.  fercy. 

*  rte  twenty  .tvo  following  lines,  are  of  tkof* 
Shake!  pear  afttr  his  nrft  edition. 


'King  H  E  N  R  v  I V.          33 

L.  Percy.  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the  Kinj^ 
Then  join  you  wirh  them,  like  a  rib  of  fteel, 
To  make  ftrength  ftronger.     But  for  all  our  loves, 
Firft  let  them  try  them'felves.     So  did  your  fon: 
He  was  fo  fuffer'd  ;  fo  came  I  a  widow : 
And  never  fhall  have  length  of  life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes, 
Thit  k  'may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as 'heav'ri, 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  husband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me: 'tis  with  my  mind 
As  with  the  tide  fweil'd  up  unto  his  height, 
That  makes  a  ftrll-fand,  running  -neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  fo  meet  the  Archbifhop, 
But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  back: 
I  will  refolve  for  Scotland-,  there  am  I, 
Till  time  and  vantage  crave  -my  company.          [Exeunt! 


*wc.  SCENE      VII. 
1<vvern  M  Eaftcheap, 
Enter  two  Drawers. 

i  Draw.  What  the  devil  haft  thou  brought  there?  Ap 
ple-  Johm  ?  thou  knoweft  Sir  John  cannot  endure  an  Ap 
ple-^*. 

^  Draw.  Mafs!  thou  fay  eft  true;  the  Piince  once  fetft 

.  <3i(h  of  Apple- jf'ihns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were 

five  more  Sir  Johns,  and  putting  off  his  hat,  faid,  I  will 

now  take  my  leave  of  thefe  fix  dry,  round,  old  wi'her'd 

knights.  It  snget'd  him  to  the  heart  j  but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

i  Draw.  Why  then  cover,  and  fet  them  downj  and 
fee  if  thou  canft  fkd  out  Sneak's  noife;  Mrs.  Tear-fbeet 
Would  fain  hear  iomc  mufick,  f  Difpatch!  the  room 
where  they  fupt  is  too  hor,  they'll  come  in  ftrait. 

i  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  Prince,  and  Matter 
Toim  anon  $  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins  and 
aprons,  and  Sir  John  muft  not  know  of  ic.  BaMph  hath 
brought  word. 

B  f  » 

f  this  period  is  from  the  f'Jl  edition. 


34          The  Second  Tart  of 

i  Drtw.  Then  here  will  be  old  *  Utis:    it  will  be  at 

excellent  ftratagem. 

i  Drav.  1'il  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.          [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  Hoftefs  And  Do). 

Ho/I.  Sweet  heart*  methinks  now  you  are  in  sn  excel 
lent  good  temperalityi  your  pulfidge  beats  as  eitraordina- 
ji!y  as  heart  would  defircj  and  your  colour,  I  warrant 
you,  is  as  red  a«  any  rofc:  but  you  have  drank  too  much 
canary,  and  that's  a  marvellous  torching  wine;  ind  it 
perfumes  the  blood  ere  we  can  fay  what's  thii.  How  do 
you  now? 

Vol.  Better  than  I  was:  hem.  r.  V" 

Heft.  Why,  that  was  well  faid :  a  good  heart's  worth 
gold.  Look,  here  comes  Sir  John. 
Enter  Falftaff. 

Tal.  Wbtn  Arthur  firft  in  court empty  the 

Jordan AKd  was  A  worthy  Kin&:bow  now,  Mrs. 

Doli 

Hoft.  Sick  of  a  calm :  yea,  good  footh, 

FA/.  So  is  aH  her  kft,  if  they  be  once  in  a  calm,  they 
are  fick. 

Do/.  You  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 
grve  me  ? 

J*/.  You  make  fat  rafcals,  Mrs.  Dol. 

Dot.  1  make  them!  gluttony  and  difeafes  make  them, 
J  make  them  not. 

F*L  If  the  cook  make  the  gluttony,  you  help  to  make 
the  difeafes,  Do/;  we  catch  of  you,  Do/,  we  catch  of  you  3 
grant  that,  my  poor  vertnc,  grant  that. 

Dol.  Ay,  marry,  our  chains  and  our  jewels. 

JW.  Your  f  brooches,  pearls  and  owches ,  for  to  ferve 
bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know ;  to  come  off 
the  breach  wifh  hi«  pike  bent  bravdy,  and  tofurgery  brave 
ly  i  to  venture  upon  the  cbarg'd  chambers  bravely  — 

Dol. 

*  Utis,  nn  old  *ordytt  tn  ufe  in  fame  cotmtlos^  fignifying 
M  merry  feftival,  from  ihefrench  Huit  5  ottot  abAS.Q  ahza. 
Uttw*  lejli  Alicujus.  Skinner. 

•f  brooches,  were  chains  of  goldthut  yeomen  wore  formerly 
About  tbetrwcki*  QwchciMnfoJ/if  <fe old  fa  with  mmwdt. 
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Do/,  Hang  your  fclf,  you  muddy  Conger,  hang  your 

Hoft.  By  my  troth,  this  is  tke  olJ  fafhion  }  you  two 
never  meet  bur  you  fall'to  fomc  difcord;  you  are  both, 
in  good  troth,  as  rhcumatick  as  two  dry  toafts,  you  can 
not  one  bear  with  another's  confipmities.  What  the* 
good-year?  one  muft  bear*  and  that  muft  be  you:  you? 
arc  the  weaker  veflel,  as  they  fay,  the  emptier  veffcl.  [To  Dol  {- 

Del.  Can  a  weak  empty  vefTil  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 
hogfhead  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  ef  Sour- 
dt*ux  ftuf£  in  him  5  you  have  not  feen  a  hulk  better  ftufc 
in  the  hold.  Come,  I'll  be  friends  with  thee,  J*ek:  thou* 
art  going  to  the  wars,  and  whether  I  (hall  eve*  fee  thec 
again  or  no,  there  is  no  body  cares. 

S*C  E  N  E    IX, 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  ancient  Viftol  is  below,  fand   would  fpeafc- 
with  you.- 

Dol.  Hang  him,  fwaggtring  rafcal,  let  Wm  not  come 
hither  j  it  is  the  foul-mouth'd  rogue  in  England. 

Hoft.  If  hefwagger,  let  him  not  come  here:  no  by 
my  faith:  I  muft  live  amongft- my  neighbours,  I'll  no 
fwaggerers:  lam  in  good  name  and  fame  with  the  ve 
ry  beft:  fhut  the  door,  there  comes  no  fwaggerers  here  : 
l^have  not  liv'd  all  this  while  to  have  fwaggering  now» 
(hut  the  door,  I  pray  you. 

Fttl.  Doftrthou  hear,  hoftefs  — — - 

Hoft.  Pray  you  pacify  your  felf,  Sir  John,  there  corxtft-* 
no  fwaggerers  here. 

Fa/.  Doft  thou  hear it  is  mine  Ancient. 

Hoft.  Tilly-fally,  Sir  John,  never  tell  me,  your  antient* 
fwaggerers  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before  raafter 

Tlftck  the  deputy  the  other  day}  and  as  he  faid  tome^ 

it -was  no  longer  ago  than  WeJatfly  laft neighbour 

jguickly,  fay  he j. mafter  Domb  our  miniftcr  was 

J^-thcn. -neighbour  Quickly,  fays  he,  receive  thofc  - 

that  arc  civil;  for  fair h  he,  you  arc  in  an  ill  name: 
BOW  he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereupon;  for,  fa/s  he,  you 
are  an  honcft  woman,  and  well  thought  oa,  therefore 
take  heed  what  guefts  yoa  receive:  recme,  fays  he,  no 
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fwaggering  companions  »  *.  .  There  come  none  h?re. 
You  would  bkfs  you  to  hear  what  he  faid.  'No,  I'll  no 
iwa?gerers. 

FaL.  He's  no  Swaggerer,  hoftefs;  a  tame  cheater,  i- 
faith  j  you  rray  ftroke  him  as  gently  as  a  puppey-grey- 
heundj  he  will  not  fwagger  with  a  Earbury  hen,  if  her 
feathers  turn  back  in  any  fhew  of  refiftance.  Call  him 
up,  drawer. 

Hoft.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  honeft  maa 
»y  houfa,  nor  no  cheater }  but  1  do  not  lovefwaggeringj 
1  am  th«  worfe  when  one  fays  fwagger;  feel,  mafters, 
how  I  (hake,  look  you,  I  warrant  yx>w. 

Dol.  So  you  do,  hcftefs. 

Hoft.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  truth  do  I,  as  if  it  were  an 
tfpeuieat:  1  cannot  abide  fwaggerers. 

SCENE    X. 
Enter  Piftol,  Bardolph  and  Page. 

T'tft.  Save  you,  Sir^». 

Fai.  Welcome,  ancient  Piflol.  Here,  Piflol,  I  charge 
you  with  a  cup  of  fack:  do  you  difcharge  upon  mine 
hoftefs. 

Pi/2.  I  will  difcharge  upon  her,  Sir  John,  with  two 
bullets. 

Fal.  Sheispi-ftol  proof,  Sir,  you  (hall  hardly  offend  her. 
Hojl.  Come,  I'll  <Mnk  no  proofs,    nor  no  bullets:  I 
will  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  man's 
pleafure,  I. 

Pift.  Then  to  you,  Miftrcfs  Dorothy,  I  will  charge 
jofo. 

Dai.  Charge  mel  I    (corn   you,    fcurvy    companion  f- 
what?  you   poor,   bafe,    rafcally,    cheating,   lack-linnen 
mate;  away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away,    I  am  meat  for 
your  mafter, 

Pi/I.  I  know  you,  miftrcfs  Dorothy. 
Dol.  Away,  you  cur- pur fe  rafcal,  you  filthy   bung  a- 
way:  by  this  wine,  I'll  thruft  my  knife  in  your  mouldy 
chtps  if  you  play  the  faucy  cuttle  with   me.  Away  you 
bottle- ale  rafcal,  you  basket-hilt  ftale  jugler  you.    Since 
*rben,  I  pray  you,  Sir?  what,  with  two  points  oa  your 
Ehoulder?  much. 
ft.  1  w.U  ourder  yoar  ruff  for  this. 
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*  F*7.  No  more,  Piftol ;    I  wou'd  uot  have  you  go  -off 
here:  difchange your  (elf  of  our  company,  Tiftol. 

H°ft.  No,  good  caprain  P//?0/:not  here,  fweet  captain, 
Del.  Captain !  thou  ^abominable  damn'd  cheater,  art 
thou  not  alham'd  tobecall'd  captain?  if  captains  were  of 
my  mind  they  would  truncheon  you  out  +  of  taking 
their  names  upon'you,  before  you  have  earn'd  them.  You 
a  captain .'  yo.u  Ihvel  lor  what  ?  for  rearing  a  poor  whore's 
ruff  in  a  bawdy  houfe?  he  a  captain!  hang  him,  rogue; 
he  lives  upon  mouldy  fttw'd  prunes  and  dry?d  cakes.  A 
captain!  thefe  villains  will  make  the  word  optain  !-f~a$ 
odious  as  the  word  occupy  :  which  was  an  excellent  good 
word  before  it  was  ill  forte J  :  therefore  captains  had  need 
look  to  ft. 

Bard.  Pray  thce  go  down,  good  Ancient. 
Fai.  Hark  thee  hither,  miftrefs  Dot. 
Pi/I,  frot  I  :    I  ttll  thee   what,   corporal    Eardolpb,  I 
could  tear  her  :  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  her. 
Page.  Pray  thee  go  down. 

Pift.  I'll  fee  her  damn'd  firft,  to  Plufo's  damned  lake, 
to  the  infernal  deep,  where  Erebus  and  tortures  vile  a!fo. 
Hold  hook  and  line,  I  fay  :  down !  down  dogs,  down 
fates:  have  we  not  Hiren  here? 

Hoft,  Good  captain  Peeftl  be  quiet,  it  is  very  late:  I  bc- 
feech  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

flft.  Thefe  be  good  humonr;  indeed.   Shall  packhorfes 
And  hollow-pan-perd  jades  of  Afia> 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day, 
Compare  with  C&far,  and  with  Cannibal, 
And  Trojan  Greek f  ?  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
King  Cerbsrus,  snd  let  the  welkin  roar : 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Pkft.  By  rny  trorh,  captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter  words. 
JBW.  Begone,   good    Ancient:  This  'will  grow    to  a- 
brawl  anon, 

Pift.  Die  reen,  like  dogs;  give  crowns  like  pins:  have 
we  not  H/V0ohere? 

Hofl.  On  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  fuch  here. 
What  the  good -year  ?  do  you  think  1  would  ckwy  her?  I 
praybequier.  ^ 

*  This  is  from  the  dd  eilitw,   1600,         j-  frr. 
$  out  of  the  old  edition. 
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Tift.  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,   my  fair  Calipolh ; 
give  me  fonac  fack.    Si  fortune  me  tormente,  fperato  m* 
entente. 

Fear  we  broad- fides?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire : 
Give  me  fame  fack:  and  fwcet-heart,  lye  thou  there: 
Come  we  to  full  points  here;  and  are  &  cetera  s  nothing  ? 

1*1.  Pi/lol,  I  would  be  (juier. 

Pj/i.  Sweet  knight,  I  kiis  thy  *  neif :  what !  we  have 
feen  the  feven  ftars. 

Del.  Tbroft  him  down  fhirs,  I  cannot  endure  fuch  t 
fuftian  rafcil. 

Pift.  Thruft  him  down  flairs,  know  we  not  galloway 
nags  > 

F*/.  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolpk>  like  a  fhore-groat 
fh  ill  ing:  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he 
(hall  be  nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  flairs. 

Pi/?.  Whit  fhsll  we  have  incifion?  fliall  we  embrcw  ? 
then  death  rock  me  a  deep,  abridge  my  doleful  days:  why 
rficn  let  grievous,  ghaftly,  gaping  wounds,  untwint  the 
fitters  three:  come,  Atropot,  I  fay.  [Drawing  hisfvorJ. 

Hift.  Herefe  goodly  fluff  toward. 

JF*/.  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Do/.  I  pr'ytbee,  Jack,  I  pr'ythee  do  not  draw* 

J4/.  Gee  you  down  flairs. 

[Drawbg,  und  driving  Piflol  tut. 

Noft.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult  j  1*11  forfwcar  keeping 
houie,  before  Til  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights.  So  mur- 
ther,  I  warrant  now.  Alas,  alas,  put  up  your  naked 
weapons,  put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

JDw.  I  pr'ythec,  Jaekt  be  quiet,  the  rafcal  is  gone:  ah 
you  whorfon,  little  valiant  villain  you. 

Hofi.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'th*  groin  J  mcthought  be  made 
a  fhrcwd  thruft  at  your  belly. 

Jul.  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors? 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  the  rafcaTs  drank :  you  have  hurt  him; 
Sir,  in  the  fhoulder. 

1*1.  A  rafcal  to  brave  me ! 

Del.  Ah,  you  fwectlittlc  rogue  youi  abs,  poor  ape, 
bow  thoufwcat'fl?  come,  let  me  wipe  thy,  face  — - 

come 

*  neif,  from  nativa,  *.  #.  a  woman  few  that  is  bern  M 
tnif  bon{*  #t  would  toft  Del. 
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come  on  you  whorfon  chops —  ah  rogue,  I  lovethee — 
thou  art  as  valorous  as  Heftor  of  (Troy,  worth  five  of 
jlgamemnot*',  and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine  worthies : 
a  villain ! 

Fal.  A  rafcally  (lave!  I  will  tofs  the  rogue  in  a  blanket. 

Vol.  Do  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  heart :  if  thou  dofta  I'll 
canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  (hcets. 
Enter  Mufick. 

T*gt.  The  mufick  is  comeK  Sir. 

Fal.  Let  them  play  j  play,  Sirs.  Sit  on  my  knee,  DoL 
A  rafcal,  bragging  {lave!  the  rogue  fled  from  me  like 
quick-filver. 

Dol.  Tfaith  and  thou  follow'dft  him  like  a  church : 
thou  whorfon  little  tydie  Bartholomew  Boar-pig,  when 
wilt  thou  leave  fighting  on  days,  and  foyning  on  nights, 
and  begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven  > 

I      SCENE    XI. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poini  dtfgu'ifd. 

F^l.  Peace,  good  DC/,  do  notfpeak  like  a  death's-head : 
4o  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end.' 

Dol.  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  Prince  of?/ 

Fal.  A  good  (hallow  young  fellow,  he  would  have 
made  a  good  pantler*  he  would  have  chipp'd  bread  well. 

Dol.  They  fay  Feint  hath  a  good  wit. 

Fal.  He  a  good  wit?  hang  him,  baboon,  his  wit  is  as 
thick  as  Tewkstury  muftard:  there  is  no  more  conceit  in 
him,  than  is  in  a  mailer. 

Dol.  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  fo  then? 

Fal.  Becaufc  their  legs  arc  both  of  a  bignefs:  and  he 
plays  at  quoits  well,  and  eats  conger  and  fennel.and  drink* 
off  candles  end  for  flap-dragons,  and  rides  the  wild  mare 
with  the  boys,  and  jumps  upon  joint  ftools,  and  fwears 
with  a  good  grace,  and  wears  his  boot  very  fmooth  like 
unto  the  fign  of  the  leg,  and  breeds  no  bate  with  telling 
of  difcrect  ftories  5  and  fuch  other  gambol  faculties  he 
hath,  that  fhew  a  weak  mind  and  an  able  body,  for  the 
which  the  Prince  admits  him:  for  the  Princehimfelf.it 
fuch  another:  the  weight  of  an  hair,' will  turn  the  fcales 
between  their  Aiitrd^ois. 

P. 
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P.  Henry.  Would  not  thrstiave  of  a  wheeltavehrs  cars 
cut  off? 

Point.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  whore. 
P.  Henry  Look,  if  the  wither'd  elder  hath  not  his  pell 
claw'd  like  a  Parrot, 

Pirns.  Is  it  norftrange  that  defire  fhould  fo  many  years 
out-live  performance  ? 
Fal.  Kifs  me,  £>«/. 

P.  Henry.  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjun&ien  ! 
what  lays  the  almanack  to  that  >  ' 

Poms'.  And  look,  whether  the  ^iery  Trigon  his  man  be 
not  lifping  to  his  matter's  old  tables,  his  note-bock,  his 
counfel  keeper > 

Ftil.  Thou  doft  give  me  flattering  bufles. 
Do!.  By  my  troth  T  kifs   thcc  with  a  moft  conftant 
hemi 

F(tl.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Dol.  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e*er  a  (curvy  young 
boy  of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  fluff  wilt  thou  have  a  kittle  ef  ?  I  (hall 
receive  mony  on  Tburfday:  Thou  flialt  have  a  cap  to-mor 
row.  A  merry  fong,  come :  it  grows  bte,  we  will  to 
bed.  Thou  wilt  forget  me  when  I  am  gone. 

Dot.  By  my  troth  thou  wile  fet  me  a  weeping  if  thou 
fay'ft  fo  :  prove  that  ever  I  drcft  my  felf  handfom  till  thy 
return  — Well,  hearken  the  end. 
Fal.  So-me  fack,  Francis. 
P.  Henry.  Point.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 
Fal.  Ha !  a  baftard  {on  of  the  King's !  and  art  not  thou 
Poms  his  brother  ? 

P.  Her.ry.  Why,  thou  globe  of  finful  continents, wh  at 
a  lite. doft  thou  lead? 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou  :  I  am  a  gentleman,  tlou  art 
a  drawer. 

P.  Henry.  Very  true,  Sir;  «d  I  am  come  to  draw  you 
•ut  by  the  ears. 

Ho/I.  Oh,  the  lord  preferve  thy  good  grace.  Welcome 
to  London.     Now  heav'n  blefs  'that  fwcet  face  of  thine  : 
what,  are  you  come  from  Wales  i 
I    Fal.  Thou  whorfon-made  compound  of  majsfty,  by 
this  light  flefo  aud  corrupt  blood,  thoa  art  welcome. 

[Ltarmg'bis  band  upon  D6J, 
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DoL  How !  you  fat- fool,  I  (corn  -you. 

Toms.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenge 
and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 

P.  Henry.  Yoa  whorfon  candle-myne  you,  how  -vilely 
did  you  {peak  .of  me  even  now,  before  this  honcft,  vir 
tuous,  civil  gentlewoman  ? 

Hoft.  Blefiing  on  your  good  heart,  and  fo  fhe  is;by  my 
troth. 

.Fal  Didft  thou  hear  me? 

P.  Henry.  Yes;  and  you  knew  me  as  you  did  when 
you  ran  away  by  Gads  hill,  you  knew  I  .was  at  your 
back,  and  fpoke  it  on  purpofe  to  try  my  patience. 

fal.  No,  no,  no;  not  Co j  1  did  not  think  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

P.  Henry.  I  fhall  'drive  you  then  to  conflefs  the  wilful 
abufe,  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  No  abufe,  Hal,  on  my  honour,  no  abufe. 

P.Henry.  Not  to  difpraife  me,  and  call  me  pantler,  and 
bread-chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 

E*/.  No  abufe,  Hal. 

Poms.  No  abufe! 

Tal.  No  abufe,  Ned,  in  the  world ;  honeft  NeJ,  none* 
I  difprais'd  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked 
might  not  fall  in  love  with  him  j  in  which  doing,  I  have 
done  the  part  of  a  careful  fr.iend,  and  true  fubjecl,  anel 
thy  father  is  to  :give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abufe,  Hal. 
noue,  Nedy  noeej  no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Henry.  See  now  whether  pure  fear  and  entire  cow- 
ardife  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentle 
woman,  to  clofe  with  us?  Is  ftie  of  the  wicked?  is  thine 
hoftefs  here  of  the  wicked .?  or  is  the  bo.y-of  the  wicked  ? 
or  honeft  Bardotyh,  whofe  zeal  burns  in  his  net*,  ef  the 
wicked? 

poms.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  Elm,  anfwer. 

Ffil.  The  fiend  hath  prickt  down  Eardolfk  irrecovera 
ble,  and  his  face  is  Luctfer's  privy-kitchen,  where  he  doth 
nothing  but  roaft  mauit- worms :  for  the  boy,  there  is  a 
good  angel  about  him.,  .but  the  devil  *  out-bids  him  too. 
P,  Henry.  For  the  women  > 

*  In  thefirft  Edition  it  is  the  devil  Minds  him  too. 
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Fal.  For  one  of  them,  flic  is  in  hell  already,  and  feurns, 
poor  foul .-  for  the  other,  I  owe  her  mony  j  and  whether 
fhe  be  damn'd  for  that  I  know  not. 

Hoft.  No,  I  warrant  you. 

Fa/.  No,  I  think  thou  art  not :  I  thiak  thou  art  quit 
for  that.  Marry,  there  is  another  indictment  upon  thee, 
for  fuffering  flcfh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe,  contrary  to 
the  law,  for  the  which  I  think  thou  wilt'howl. 

Ho/I.  All  victuallers  do  fo :  what  is  a  joint  of  mutton 
or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P.  Hilary.  You,  gentlewoman. 

Del.  What  fays  your  grace? 

J4/.  His  grace  fcvs  that  which  his  fle(h  rebels  againflv 

tiofl.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  door  ?  look  to  tbe  door 
tliere,  Frtntit. 

SCENE    XII. 

Enttr  Peto. 

P.  Htmy.  Ptte,  how  now  ?  what  News  > 

Peto.  The  King  your  father  is  at  Wiftmmfter, 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  pofts 
Come  from  the  north ;  and  as  I  [came  along, 
I  met  and  overtook  a  dozen  captains, 
Bare-beaded,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  tavern?. 
And  asking  every  one  for  Sir  John  falflaff. 

P.  Henry.  By  heaven,  Point,  I  feel  me  much  to  blame* 
So  idly  to  profane  tbe  precious  time ; 
When  tempeft  of  commotion,  like  the  South 
Born  with  black  vapour  doth  begin  to  melc 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  fword,  and  cloak :  Fal/taff,  good  night.-' 

[Exeunt  Prince  and  Poins« 

JFa/.  Now  comes  in  the  fweeteft  morfel  of  the  night,, 
and  we  muft  hence,  and  leave  it  unpickr.  More  knock* 
ing  at  the  door?  how  now?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Surd.  You  muft  away  to  court,  Sir,  prefently  :  a  dozen 
captains  day  at  door  for  you. 

Fal.  Pay  the  muficians,  Sirrah :  farewel  hoftefs,  fare- 
wel  Dol.  You  fee,  my  good  wenches,  how  men  of  merit 
are  fought  after;  the  undeferver  may  flcep,  when  the 

man 


King  H  B  N  R  y  IV.          4^ 

rem  of  a&ien  is  called  on.  Farcwcl,  good  weache*}  if 
I  be  not  lent  away  pod,  I  will  fee  you  again,  ere  I  go. 

Dtl.  I  cannot  fpeak,  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to  barft 
—  well,  fweet  Jack,  have  *  care  of  thy  fclf. 

Fal.  Farewcl,  farewcl.  [Exit. 

Hoft.  Well,  fare  thee  well:  I  have  known  thee  thefe 
twenty  nine  years,  come  pefcod-rime ;  but  an  honefter 
and  truer-hearted  man  —  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard.  Mrs.  Tear-fbett. 

Ho/I.  What's  the  matter  > 

B*rJ.  Bid  Miftrefs  Tear-foeet  come  to  my  matter. 

Hoft.  Orun,  Del,  runj  run,  good  Da/.  [Lxtun* 


ACT    III.    SCENE   I. 
LONDON. 

"Enter  King  Henry  in  his  ritgkt-gwn)  veltb  A  Ptgt. 

K.  Henry..  (~^  O,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey  *n&  of  JVarviclr, 
vj  But  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-rca<i 
thefe  letters, 

And  wellconfider  of  them:  make  good  fpeed.[lx«P^ 
How  many  thoufands  of  my  pooreft  fubje&sj 
Are  at  this  hour  aflcep  J  «  O  gentle  Sleep, 

Nature*s  foft  nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 

That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye-lids  down  5 

And  (leep  my  fenfes  in  forgetfulnefs  ? 

Why  rather,  Sleep,  ly'ft  thou  in  fmoaky  cribs, 

Upon  uneafie  pallets  [(retching  thee, 

And  hufhc  with  buimng  night-flies  to  thy  (lumber,-^ 

Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  the  canopies  of  coftly  ftate, 

And  lulTd  with  founds  of  fweeteft  melody? 

O  thou  dull  God,  why  ly'ft  thou  with  the  vile 

In  loathfom  beds,  and  leav'ft  the  kingly  couch 

A  watch-cafc,  or  a  common  larum-bell? 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  maft, 

Seal  up  the  (hip- boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains, 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  furgej 

And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  winds, 


44         The  Second  Tart  of 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top, 
Curling  their  monftrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 
With  deaf  'ning  clamours  In  the  flip*ry  fhrotub, 
That  with  the  hurley,  death  it  fdf  awakes? 
Gan'ft  thoe,  O  pirtial  Sleep,  give  thy  repofe 
To  the  wet  fea-hoy  in  an  hour  fo  rude? 
And  in  the  ealmeft  and  the  ftillcft  night,  ><*! 

With  all  appliances  and  mean*  to  boot, 
Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  then  happy  low!  lijie  down  j 
Uneafie  lyes  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

:"-^%;.S  C.EdW-E    I.I 

Eritw  'Warwick  wtd  "Surrey. 
War.  Many  gaod-moreow*  to  your  Majefry. 
K.°Henry.  Is  it  good-  morrow,'  lords?  ~' 
WAY.  *  ris  oae  a  clocl^,  anct  paU. 
K.  Honry,  Why  then  good-morrowto  you  all,  my  lords; 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  fent  you? 
W#r.  We  hav^e,  -my  -Lltge. 

K.  Henry.  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  kingdom* 
How  fofll  it  hi  what  rank  difeafes  grow, 
And  with  whit  danger,  near  the  hwt  of  if.     r 

WAY.  It  is  -but  asa:body,  yet  difteraper'd, 
Which  to  its  -farmer  ftrerrgth  may  be  reftoi'J, 
With  good  advice  and  little  medicine  $ 
My  lord  Northumberland  will  Fodn  be  cool'd. 

K.  Henry.  Oh  beav?n  that  one  mi^hc   read  the   boojc 

of  fate, 

And  fee  tte  revolution  of    the  times 
Mike  mountains  leirel,  and  rhe  continsat  , 

Weary  of  folid  ftmnncfs,  melc  it  felf 
Into  the  feaj  and  -other  rtnres,  to   fee 
The  bcachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neptutse's  farps  :  how  chances  mock 
And  changes  fill  rne  cup  of  alreration 
With  divers  liquors.  *'O,  if  rhis  were  Teen,  , 

The  happieft  youth  viewing  his  prqgrefs  through, 
What  perils  paft,  what  crofles  to  enfue, 
Wou'd  thut  the  'book,  and  fie  him  down  and  die. 


*  Tkef*  four  vtrfit  are  fa^lfJ  from  the  editwof 
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'Tis  not  ten  years  fince.  Richard  and  Northumberland 
Did  feaft  together  $  and  in  two  years  after 
Were  trfey  at  wars.  It  is  but  eight  years  fince 
This  Percy  was  the  man  neareft'  my  foul,    ' 
Who  like  a  brother  toil'd  in  my  affair*, 
And  laid  his  love,  and  life  under  my  footj 
Yea  for  my  ftke  ev'n  to  the  eyes  of  Richurd 
GJVC  him  definite.  Which  of  you  was  by? 
(You,  coufin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember)    (Ti>  War  wick. 
When  Richard  with  his  eye^brim-full  or  tfa-s, 
Then  check'd  and  rr.ted  by  Northumberland, 
Did  fpeak  thefe  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophecy 
«  Northumberland,  thou  larder  by  the  which 
•«  My  coufin  'Bolmgbroke  afcends  my  throne  : 
(Though  then,. hrav.'n  knows,.  I- had na  fucfa  intent, 
But  that  neceflity  fo  bow'd  the  ftare, 
That  I  and  greatnefs  were'cbmpellM  to  kifs) 
«  The  time  (hall  come,  (thus  did  he  follow  it,J 
«  The  time  will  come,  that  fbul  fin; gathering  heiii, 
1  Shall  break  into  corruption  j  fo  went  on, 
Fore-tailing  this  fame  time's  condition; 
And  the  divifion  of  our  amity. 

Wtor.  There  is  a  hiftory  in  all  men's  lives, 
Figuring  the  nature  of  frhe  rimes  deceasV  j 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  rnaa  may  prophetic 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  aiain  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  corne  to  life,  which  in  their  feeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lie  intreafured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  timej 
And  by  the  necefTary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfed  guefs, 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  falfe  to  him, 
Would  of  that  feed  grow  to  a  greater  filteoe.s, 
Which  ihould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upo  i, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

K.  Henry.  Are  thefe  things  then  neceifities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  neceffiticsj 
And  that  fame  word  even  now  cries  oat  on  us : 
.  They  fay  the  Bifiiop  and  Northumberland 
Aie  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 
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War.  It  can  not  be: 

Rumour  doth  double,"  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  rhe  fear'd.     Pieafc  it  four  grace 
To  go  to  bed.    Upon  my  life,  my  lord, 
The  pow'rs  that  you  already  have  fent  forth 
Shall  bring  this  priz,e  in  very  eafily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  inftancc  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  Majefty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill, 
And  thefe  unleafon'd  hours  perforce  mud  add 
Unto  your  ficknefs. 

K.  Henry*  I  will  take  your  counfel : 
And  were  thefc  inward  wars  once  0ut  of  hand, 
We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  holy-land.          [Exeunc. 


SCENE    III. 
Tbe    C  O  U  N  T  R  T. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,  Juflices\   with  Mdbldy,' 
Shadow,  Wart,  Feeble,  and  Bull-calf. 

Shal.  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on;  give  me  your 
fcand,  Sir  j  an  early  ftirrer,  by  the  *  rooa.  And  how 
doth  my  good  coirfin  Silen'X 

Sil.  Good  morrow-,  good  coufin  Shallow. 
Shal.  And  how  doth   nay   eoufin,    your   bed-fellow? 
and  "your  faireft  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter 
Ellen? 

Sil.  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  coufin  Shallow. 
Shal.  By  yea  and  nay,  Sir  5  I  dare  fay  my  coufin  Wil- 
Ham  is  become  a  good  fchoiar :  he  is  at  Oxford  &i\],  is  he 
not? 

Sil.  Indeed,  Sir,  to  my  coft. 

Shal.  He  muft  then  to  the  Inns  of  court   fliortly:  I 
was  once  of  C/cmtiif's-Inn  j  where,  I  think,  they  wilf  talk 
•  of  mad  Shallow  yet. 

Sil.  You  were  call'd  lufty  Shallow  then,  coufin. 
Shal.  I  was  cail'd  any  thing,  and  I  would  have  done 
any  thing  indeed  too,  and  roundly  too.     There  was  I, 

wand 
*  the  rood*  /,  0.  the  crois. 
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and  little  John  Don  of  Stafford/hire,  and  black  George 
Surf,  and  Francis  Pickfane,  and  Witt.  ^Squetlg  *  Cot'wU 
man,  you  bad  not  four  fuch  fwing. bucklers  in  all  the  Inns 
t>f  court  again-,  and  I  may  fay  to  you,  we  knew  where 
the  Bon*.Rot>*'&  were,  and  had  the  beft  of  them  all  at 
commandment.  Then  was  Jatk  F*IJ}*/  (now  Sir  John, 
boy)  a  page  to  Thorns  M<r»br*y>  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Sil.  This  Sir  John,  coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon  a- 
feout  Solditrs* 

Shal.  The  fame  Sir  John,  the  very  fame :  I  faw  him 
break  Schoggan's  head  at  the  court-gate,  when  he  was  a 
crack,  not  thus  high ;  and  the  very  fame  day  I  did  fight 
with  one  Samtfon  Stock/i/b,  a  fruiterer,  behind  Grays-  Inn. 
O  the  mad  days  that  I  have  fpent!  and  to  fee  how  many 
o£  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead  ? 

Sil.  We  (hall  all  follow,  coufin. 

Shall.  Certain,  'tis  certain,  very  fure,  very  fare:  death 
*  (as  the  Pfalmift  faith)  is  certain  to  all,  all  (hall  die.  How 
a  good  yoke  of  Bullocks  at  Stamford  fair? 

Sil.  Truly,  ceufin,  I  was  not  there. 

Shal.  Death  is  certain.  Is  old  Double  of  your  town 
•Jiving  yet?  „ 

|-'    Sil.  Dead,  Sir; 

Shal.  Dead!  fee,  fee,  he  drew  a  good  bow:  and  dead? 
foe  (hot  a  fine  flioot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him  well,  and 
betted  much  money  on  his  head.  Dead!  he  would  have 
<:lapt  in  the  clowt  at  twelve  fcore,  and  carried  you  a  fore 
hand  (haft  a  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it  would 
have  done  a  man's  heart  ,'good  to  fee.  How  a  fcore  of 
-ewes  now  ? 

Sil.  Thereafter  as  they  be :  a  fcore  of  good  ewes  may 
be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal.  And  is  old  Double  dead  >  i 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Sil  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Falfttff'*  «€«•  «  I 
Skid.  Good-morrow,  honcft  gentlemen. 

*  Edition  i6"«o. 
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EarJ.  I  befeech  you,  which  is  Juflice  Shallow  ? 
Shal.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  Sir,  a  poor  Efquire  of  thij 
county,  one  of  the- Kind's  Juftices  of  the  peace:  what  is 
your  good  pleafurc  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  captain,  Sir,  commends  him  to  you:  my 
captain  Sir  John  Fxijlajf-,  a  tall  gentleman  by  heav'n!  and 
a  moft  gallart  leader. 

Shal.  He  ^greets  mr  well:  Sir,  I  knew  him  a  good 
back-fword  man.  How  doth  the  good  knight?  may  I 
ask  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth'? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon,  a  foldicr  is  better  accommodated 
than  Wit  ha  wife. 

Sfal.  It  is  well  fiid,  Sir;   and  it   is  well  faid  indeed, 

too:  better  accommodated it  is  good,  yea  indeed  is 

jtj  good  Phrafes  furely  arc,  ami  *  ever  were,  very  com 
mendable.  Accommodated  —  it  comes  of  Accmmofoi 
very  good,  a  good  phrafe. 

Bard.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe, 
call  you  it?  by  this  day,  I  know  not  the  Pbrafe:,  but  I 
will  maintain  the  word  with  my  fword,  to  be  a  foldier- 
like  word,  and  a  word  of  exctedirg  good  command. 
Accommodated,  that  is,  when  a  man  is,  as  t&ey  fay,  ac-  j 
commodated;  or,  when  a  man  is,  being  whereby  he  may 
be  thought  to  be  accommodated,  which  is  an  excellent 
thing. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Shal.  It  is  very  juft :  lo»k,  here  comes  good  Sir  John* 
Gtve  me  your  hand,  give  me  your  wot  (hip's  good  hand  ; 
truft  me,  you  look  well,  and  bear  your  years  very  well. 
Welcome,  good  Sir  John.  ,.. 

Fal.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  mafter  Robert 
Shallow.  Mafter  Sure  card i  as  I  think? 

ShuL  No,  Sir  John,  it  is  my  coufin  Silence  j  in  com- 
miflion  with  me. 

Fal.  Good  mafter  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  (hall  be 
«f  the  peace. 

Sil.  Your  good  worfhip  is  welcome. 

F*/.  Fy,  this  is  hot  weather,  gentlemen,  have  you  pro 
vided  me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fuffickrn  men  J 

Shal. 

*  every  where. 
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Mai.  Marry  have  we,  Sir:  will  you  fit  J 

Fal.   Let  me  fee  them,  1  befeech  you. 

thai.  Where's  the  roll  ?  where's  the  roll  >  where's 
the  roll  ?  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,-  Jet  me  fee  :  fo,  fo,  fo, 
ft>:  yea,  marry,  Sir.  Ralph  Mouldy  :  Jet  them  appear 
as  I  call :  let  them  do  fo,  let  them  do  fo.  Let  me  fee, 
where  is  Mouldy  ? 

Moul.  Here,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Fal.  What  think  you,  Sir  John?  a  good  limb'd  fel 
low:  young,  ftrong,  and  of  good  frieads. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 

Moul.  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Fal.  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  moft  excellent  i'  faith.  Things 
that  are  mouldy,  lack  ufe:  very  fingular  good.  Weil 
faid,  Sir  John,  very  well  faid. 

Fal.  Prick  him. 

Moul.  I  was  prickt  well  enough  before,  if  you  could 
have  let  me  alone  :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now 
for  one  to  do  her  husbandry,  and  her  drudgery  -,  you 
need  not  to  have  prickt  me,  there  are  other  men  fit 
ter  to  go  out  than  i. 

Fal.  Go  to  :  peace  Mouldy*  you  mail  go,  Mwldy^ 
it  is  time  you  were  fpent. 

Moul.  Spent? 

Shal.  Peace,  fellow,  peace:  ftand  afide:  know  you 
where  you  are  ?  for  the  other,  Sir  John.  Let  me  fee : 
§\mon  Shadow. 

Fal.  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under  :  he's 
like  to  be  a  cold  foldier. 

Shal.  Where's  Shadow? 

Shad  Here,  Sir. 

Fal.  Shadow,  whofe  fon  art  thou? 

Shad.  My  mother's  fon,  Sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  fon!  like  enough ;  and 'thy  fa 
ther's  fhadow :  fo  the  fon  of  the  female  is  the  fhadow 
of  the  male :  it  is  often  fo  indeed,  but  not  of  the  fa- 
thefs  fubftance. 

Shal.  How  do  you  like  him,  Sir  John  ? 

Fal.  Shadow  will  ferve  for  a  fummcr  j  prick  him ;  for 

we  have  a  number  of  fhadows  to  fill  up  the  naufter-book. 

C  Shal. 
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Thomas  Wart. 
Fal.  Where's  hcj 
Wart.  Here,  Sir. 
.FaL  Is  thy  name  Wart* 
Wan.  Yea,  Sir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very,  ragged  wart. 
Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him  down,  Sir  John? 
Jfti/.  It  were  fuperfluousj  for  his  apparel  is  built  up 
on  his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  Hands  upon  pins  : 
p  ick  him  no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  cm  do  it,  Sir^  you  can  do  its 
I  commend  you  well.    Francis  feeble. 
feeble.  Here,  Sir. 

Shal.  What  trade  art  thou,  feeble? 
feeble.  A  woman's  tailor,  Sir.     ** 
Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  S:r? 
Fal.  You  may:  but  if  he  had  beea  a  man's  tailor  he 
would  have  prick'd  you.  Wilt  thou  mr.keasmany  hoh« 
in  an  enemy's  battel,  as  thou  haft  done  in  a  woman's 
J>  -tticoat  1 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  Sir  5  you  can  have  no 
more. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  good  woman's  tailor  j  well  faid,  cou- 
r-agecus  Feeble:   thru  wi't  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful 
Dave,  or  moft  magnanimous  Moufe.     Prick  the  wo- 
,  man's  tailor  well,  mafter  Shallow,  deep,  mafter  Shallow. 
Feeble.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone,  Sir. 
Fai.  I  would  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor,  that  thou  might  'ft 
tr.fiid  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.    I  cnnnet  put  him 
*«  be  a  private  foldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  fo  many  thou- 
f  inds.    Let  that  ftfficr-,  moft  forcible  Feeble.. 
Feeble.  It  (ball  Suffice. 

Fal.   I  «m  bound  10  thee,  revertnd  Feeble.     Who  is 
the  next  > 

Shai  Peter  Balcatf  of  the  green. 
Fal.  Yea,  marry,  let  us  iec  Bulcalf, 
Zul.   Here.   Sir. 

Fal.  Truft  me,  a  likely  fellow.     Come,  pckk  me 
I;  -.  leal*    'ill  ie  roar  agsin. 

*>*L  Oli  good  my  lord  c«ptain.. 

d^ft  thou  roar  before  jh'ait  .rlck'c  ? 
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Eid.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafed  man. 

'fxl.   What  difcafe  haft  thou> 

But.  \  whorfon  cold,  Sir5  a  cough,  Sir,  which  I 
caught  with  ringing  in  the  King's  afiairs,  upon  his 
coronation  day,  Sir. 

Fal*  Come,  thou  (halt  go  to  the  Wars  in  a  gown  :  w~e 
will  have  away  thy  cold}  and  I  will  rake  fuch  order  that 
thy  friends  (hall  ing  for  thee.  Is  here  all  > 

Shal.  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  number, 
you  muft  have  but  four  here,  Sir  5  and  fo,  1  pray  you,, 
go  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

Fal.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  Uonnot 
tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth, 
mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  O,  Sir  John,  do  you  remember  flnce  we  lay 
all  n^ght  in  the  wind-mill  in  Saint  George's  fielJs  ? 

Fal.  No  more  of  that,  good  mafter  Shallow,  no  more 
of  that. 

Shal.  Ha!  it  was  a  merry  night,  And  is  Jam  Night* 
u>ork  alive  ? 

Fal.  She  lives,  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  She  nev^r  could  away  with  me. 

•Fjtl.  Never,  never:  fhe  would  always  fay  die  could 
not  abide  mafter  Shallow.  • 

Shal.  By  the  mafs  1  could  anger  her  to  the  hearr: 
fhe  was  then  a  Bona-rcb*.  Doth  (he  hold  her  own  well  I 

FaL  Old,  old,  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  Nay,  fhe  muft  be  old,  fhe  csnnot  chufe  but  be 
©Idj  certain  fhe's  old,  and  had  Robin  Night-work  by  old 
Night-work,  before  I  came  to  Clement's-lnn. 

Sil.  That's  fifty  five  years  ago. 

Shal.  Hah,  coufin  Silence,  that  thou  harft  feert  that, 
that  this  knight  and  I  have  fccn:  hah,  Sir  John*  faid  I 


Fat.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  Mafter 

Shallow.  , 

Shal  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  in  faith  Sir  \jo^n  we 
have:  our  watch-word  was  hem  boys.  Cornr,  let^  ta 
dinner;  Oh  the  days  that  we  bave  fee-!  cum*,  come. 

Bid.  Good  mafttr  corporate  Bardolfh  ftand  my  Friend, 

and  rere  is  four'  Harry    un  fliillings  in  f  retch  tiuurrs 

C  2  tor 
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for  you :  in  very  truth,  Sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hangM, 
Sir,  asgo;  and  yet  for  mine  own  part,  Sir,  Jdo  not  care, 
but  rather  (becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and  for  mine  own 
past,  have  a  detire  to  ftay  with  my  friends,  elfe,  Sir, 
I  did  not  care  for  mine  own  part  Jo  much. 

Bard.  Go  to  $  ftand  afide. 

Mould.  And  good  mafter  corporal  captain,  for  myold 
dame's  fake  ftand  my  friend  :  fh=  hath  no  body  to  do  any 
thing  about  her  when  lam  gone,  and  (he's  old  and  can- 
aot  help  her  felf:  you  fhall  have  forty,  Sir. 

Bard.  Go  to}  ftand  afide. 

Teeble.  I  care  not,  a  man  can  die  but  once ;  we  owe 
God  a  death, I  will  never  bear  abafe  mind:  if  it  be  my 
deftiny,  fo :  if  it  be  not,  fo.  No  man  is  too  good  to 
ferve  his  Prince  j  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that 
dies  this  year  is  quit  f  r  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  fellow. 

feeble.  'Faith  I  will  bear  no  bafe  mind. 

Jal.  Corse,  Sir,  which  men  (hall  I  have  J 

Shal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you :  1  have  three  pound  to 
free  Mouldy  and  Bulcalf. 
'  f*l.  Go  toj  well. 

Shal.  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have? 

Tal.  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

Shal.  Marry  then,  Mouldy,  Bulcalf,  Teelle  and  Shadow. 

Tal.  Mouldy  and  Bulcalf:  for  you,  Mouldy,  ftay  at 
home  till  you  are  paft  fervice  :  and  for  your  part,  B*l- 
calf,  grow  till  you  come  unto  it:  'I  will  none  of  you. 

Shal.  Sltjfohit,  Sir  John,  donotyour  felf  wrong,  they 
are  your  likelieft  men,  and  I  would  have  you  ferv'd  with 
the  beft. 

Fal.  Will  you  tell  me,  mafter  Shallow,  how  to  chufe  a 
man  J  care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the  ftature,  bulk 
and  big  fernblance  of  a  man  J  give  me  the  fpirit,  mafter 
Shallow.  Here's  Wart,  you  fee  what  a  ragged  appearance 
it  is:  he  (hall  charge  you  and  difcharge  you  with  the  mo 
tion  of  a  pewterer  Yharr  mer  j  co  re  off  and  on,  fwifter 
than  he  their  gibbets  or  the  brewer's  bucket.  And  this 
fame  half- fac'd  fellow  S^jufczv,  give  me  this  man,  he  pre- 
fents  no  mark  to  the  enemy,  the  fo-man  may  wi'-h  as 

great 
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great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  penknife  :  and,  for  a  rc- 
trest,  how  fwiftly  will  this  feeble,  the  woman's  tailor,  run 
off.  O  give  me  the  fpare  men,  and  fpare  me  the  great 
ones.  Put  me  a  |  calivcr  into  Wan\  hand,  Bardolfh. 

Bard.  Hold  Wart,  traverfe  }  thus,  thus. 

F<s/.  Corr  e,  manage  me  your^caliver :  fo,  very  well, 
go  to,  very  good,  exceeding  good.  O  give  me  aiways  a 
little,  lean,  old,  chopt,  bald  mot.  Well  faid,  Jttir/.thou 
art  a  good  fcab  }  hold,  there's  a  tefter  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft-mafter,  he  doth  not  do  it  r'ght. 
I  remember  at  Mile-End-Green,  when  1  lay  at  Clement's 
Inn,  I  was  then  Sir  Dagenet  in  Arthurs  fhow,  there  was 
a  little  quiver  fellow*  and  he  would  manage  you  his  piece 
thus ;  and  he  would  about,  and  abour,  and  come  you  in, 
and  corns  you  in:  rah,  tab,  tah,  would  he  fay  :  bounce, 
would  he  fay,  and  away  again  would  he  go,  and  again 
would  he  come :  I  fhall  never  fee  fuch  a  fellow. 

Fal.  Thefe  fellows  wil  do  well  Matter  Shallow,  God 
keep  you;  farewel,  matter  Silence.  I  will  not  ufe  many 
words  with  you,  fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both.  I  thank 
you,  I  muft  a  dozen  mile  to-night.  Bardalph  give  the 
foldiers  coars. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  youraf- 
faiis^aiui  fend  us  peace.  As  you  return,  vifitmy  bouft. 
Let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed:  peradventure  I 
will  wTith  ^ou  to  the  court. 

Fal.  I  would  you  would,  maft-r  Sballoiv. 

Fal.  Go  to  :  I  have  fpoke  at  a  word1.  Fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 

Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen.  On,  'Bardolph ;  lead  the 
men  away.  As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  offthefe  Juftices: 
I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Ju  face  Shallow.  How  fubjeft  we 
old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying!  this  fame  ftarv'd  Juftice 
hnth  done  nothing  but  prat«d  to  me  Jof  the  wildnefs  of 
his  youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done  about  Turnbal-Jtreet-, 
and  every  third  word  a  lye,  more  duly  paid  to  the  hearer 
t  han  the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do  remember  him  at  Clement's 
Inn,  like  a  man  made  after  (upper  of  a  cheefe-paring. 
Wren  he  was  Baked  he  was  for  all  ths  world  like  a  fork- 
C  3  cd 
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«d  radifh.witha  head  fantaflically  csrvtd  upon  it  with  a" 
knife.  He  was  fo  rorlern,  that  his  dimenuons,  to  any 
thick  fight  were  iny'fible.  He  was  the  very  Genius  of 
famine,  *  jet  lecherous  as  a  Monkey,  and  the  whores 
call'd  him  Mandrake :  he  came  ever  in  the  rcreward  of 
rhefafhion,  and  fung  rhofe  tunes  to  the  over  f  fchuteht 
hufwives  that  he  heard1  the  carmen  whittle,  and  fware 
they  were  his  fancies,  or  his  Good-nights.  And  now  is 
th:s  vice's  dagger  become  a  Squire,  and  talks  as  familiar 
ly  of  John  of  Gaunt >  «  if  he  had  been  fworn  brother  to 
him :  and  I'll  be  (worn  he  never  faw  him  but  once  in 
the  Tilr-yard,  and  then  he  broke  his  head  for  creuding 
among  the  Marfhil'j  men.  I  faw  it,  and  told  John  of 
Gtiunt  he  beat  his  own  name,  for  you  mighr  have  trufs'd 
kim  and  all  hi"  apparel  into  an  Eel-skfn  :  the  cafe  of  a 
treble  hohoy  was  a  rn'niijn  for  .him  5  and  now  hath  he 
)and  and  becve1.  Well.  I  will  be  acquainted  with 
Kim,  if  I  re  urn;  and  it  fbsll  go  hard  but  I  will  make 
hrn  a  phitof.'pber's  t«.vo  flones  to  me.  Ifthevoung 
Dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old  Pike,  I  fee  no  reafonin  the 
hw  of  nature  but  I  may  inap  at  kim,  Let  time  fhipe, 
and  there's  an  end.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

In  YORKSHIRE. 

Inter  the  drchbifhop  of  York,  Mowbray,  Haftings, 
Colevile. 


\A7 
Vr 


HAT  is  this  foreft  call'cf? 

H*ft.  'Tis  Gftultree  foreft. 
Tork.  Here  ftand  my  lords,  and  fend  difcoverers  forth, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 
Haft.  We  have  fent  forth  already. 
Tork.  'Tis  well  done, 
My  friends  and  brethren  in  thefc  great  affairs, 

*  added  from  the  edition  of  1600. 

i.  efc  whip,  01  tr-f  witch*  &,.  i.  c. 
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I  muft  acquaint  y;  u,  tint  I  have  receiv'd 
New  dated  letters  from   Northumberland  j 
Their  cold  intent,  tenure  and  fubftmce  thus: 
How  he  doth  wifh  his  perfon,  with  fuch  powers 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  qualify, 
The  which  he  could  not  levyj  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortune?, 
To  Scotland:  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers, 
Thar  your  attempts  miy  over  Jive  the  hazard 
And  fearful  meeting  of  the:r  oppofite. 

Meivb.  Thus  do  the   hopes  w<  have  in  kirn  touch 

ground, 
And  djfh  themselves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Mefltngtr* 

Haft.  Now,  what  news? 

Mt/.  Weft  of  this  fortft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 
In  gocdly  form  comes  on  the  enemy : 
Aref  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge   their  num'  c.r 
*Jpon/or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Mowb.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gav«  them  out, 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

SCENE      II, 

Fnter  Weftmoriand. 

York.  What  well  appointed  leader  fronts  us  here} 
Mo-tub.   I  think  it  is  rny  lord  of  Wejltnorland.       / 
V/tfl.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general. 
The  Prince,  lord  John,  and  Duke  of  Laruafltr. 

York.  Say  on,  my  lord  tfWeflmorbnd,  in  peace; 
What  doth  concern  your  coming? 

Wefl.  Then,  my  lord,  j 

HJ-nto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubftance  of  my  fpeech.    If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  it  feif,  in  bafe  and  abjedt  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  *  goaded  with  rage, 
And  countenanc*d  by  boys  and  beggary; 
I  lay,  if  damn'd  Commotion  fo  appear'd 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  (hape, 
You,  reverend  father,  and  thefe  noble  lor dsv 

C  4,  Ha3 
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Had  not  been  here  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 

Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurreftion 

With  your  fair  honours.     You,  my  lord  Archbifhop; 

Whofe  fee  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintain'd, 

Whofe  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  hath  touch'd, 

"Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd, 

Whofe  white  inveftments  figure  innocence, 

The  dove  and  very  blefTed  fpirit  of  peace  $ 

Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  your  felf, 

Out  of  the  fpeech  of  peace,  that  bears  fuch  grace,, 

Into  the  harfh  and  boift'rous  tongue  of  war* 

Turning  your  books  to  graves,  your  ink  to  blood, 

Your  pens  to  launces,  and  your  tongue  divine 

To  a  loud  trumpet  and  a  point  of  war? 

f  York.  Wherefore  do  I  this  >  fo  the  queftion  ftands. 
Briefly  to  this  end :  we  are  all  difeas'd, 
And  with  our  furfeiting  and  wanton  hours, 
Have  brought  our  felves  into  a  burning  fever, 
And  we  muft  bleed  for  it:  of  which  difeafe 
Our  late  King  Richard  being  infefted,  dy'd. 
But,  my  moft  noble  lord  ofWeflmorland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phyfidan: 
Nor  do  I  as  an  enemy  to  peace, 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men :  . 
But  rather  fhew  a  while  like  fearful  war, 
To  diet  rank  minds,  fick  of  happinefs, 
And  purge  th'  obftruftions  which  begin  to  ftcp 
Our  very  v«ins  of  life.     Hear  me  more  plainly. 
J  have  in  equal  balance  juftly  weigh'd 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  fuffer, 
And  find  our  griefs  he  vier  than  our  offences. 
We  fee  which  way  the  {beam  of  time  doth  run, 
And  are  enforcM  from  our  moft  quiet  there, 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  ocoiion  j 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  griefs, 
When  time  lhall  ferve,  to  fhew  in  articles} 
Which  long  ere  this  we  offer'd  to  the  King, 
And  might  by  no  fuit  gain  ouv  audience. 
Whea  we  are  wrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 

We 

f  Mojl  ofthisfieech  infer  ttd  fince  the  fir  ft  edition. 
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We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his   perfon, 

Ev'n  by  thofe  men  that  moft  have  done  us  wrong. 

The  danger  of  the  day's  but  newly  gone, 

Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 

With  yet-appearing  blood  ;  and  the  examples 

Of  every  minute's  inftance,  prefent  now, 

Hath  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeerning  arms: 

Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it, 

But  to  eftablifh  here  a  peace  indeed, 

Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

Weft.   Whenever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny  d  > 

Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King? 

What  Peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to  grate  on  you, 

That  you  mould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  book 

Of  forg'd   rebellion,  with  a  feal  divine? 
York.  My  brother  General,  'the  commonwealth, 

I  make  my  quirrel  in  particular.  . 

Weft    There  is  no  need  of  any  inch  redrelsj 

Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Moivb.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  tt>  us  an, 

That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before, 

And  fuffer  the  condition  of  thefe  times 

To  lay  an  heavy  and  unequal  hand 

Upon  our  honours  > 

*  Weft.  O  my  good  lord  Mowbray, 

Conftrue  the  times  to  their  neceffities, 

And  you  (hall  fay,  indeed,  it  is  the  time, 

AndLtthe  King,  that  doth  you  i.,une.. 

Yet  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me 

C>rfrom  the  Kiug,  or  in  the  prefent  time, 
have  an  inch  of  any  ground 


Id  then,  «U  H~j  and  he 
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Being  mounted  and  both  rowfed  in  their  feats,. 
Their  neighing  couriers  daring  ot  the  fpur, 
Their  armed  (laves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down, 
Their  eyes  of  fire  fpavkling  through  fights  of  fteel, 
.And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together} 
Then,  tlien,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ftaid 
My  father  from  the  breaft  cf  Bolingbroke-, 
O,  when  the  Ring  did  throw  his  warder  down, 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  ftaff  he  thr^w, 
Then  threw  he  down  himfelf,  and  all  their  lives, 
That  b'y  indictment  or  by  dint  of  fword 
Have  (ince  mifcanied  under  Bolingbroke. 

Weft.  You  fpeak,  lord  Mtnvbray,  now  you  know  not 
The  Earl  of  Hereford  Was  reputed  then  [what. 

In  fingland,  the  mod  valiant  Gentleman. 
\ff\  G'knows  on  whom  fortune \vould  then  kave  fmiTdf 
JBut  if  your  father  had  been  vi&or  there, 
He  ne'et  hncf  born  it  out  of  Coventry, 
For  rz\\  t'.e  country  in  a  general  voice 
CryM"  hate 'upon  him  ,  au  their  prayers  and  love 
Vv'ere  let  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on, 
/r.d  blefs'd  and  grac'd  more  than  the  King  himfelf. 
JBut  this  is  mere  digreflion  from  my  purpofe. 
Here  come  I  from  our  princely  General, 
To  Jcnow  your  griefs,  to  tell  you  from  his  grace, 
That  he  wil(  give  you  audience  j  and  wherein 
It  fnall  apptar  that  your  demands  are  juft, 
You  fhall  enjoy  themj  every  thing  fet  off 
That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Mowb.  But  he  hath  foic'd   us  to  compel  this  offer* 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

Weft.  Mowfrray,  you  over-ween  to  take  it  for 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear, 
For  lo  within  a  ken  our  army  lies ; 
irpcirmine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
Our  men  more  perfeft  in  the  ufe  of  arms, 
Oar  trmour  all  as  ftrong,  cur  caufe  the  beft > 
Thrrr'veafon  will?,  our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good. 
Say  you  not  then  our  offer  is 
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Well,  by  my  will  we  fhall  admit  no  parley. 

Weft.  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence : 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Haft.  Hath  the  Prince  John  aVull  commiflion, 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father, 
To  hear  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  fhall  ftand  upon  ? 

Weft.  That  is  intended  in  the  General's  name : 
I  mufe  you  make  fo  flight  a  queftion. 

York.  Then  take,  my  lord  ofWeftmorlandjhis  fchedule,, 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances : 
Each  feveral  article  herein  redrefs'd, 
All  members  of  our  caufe,  both  here  and  hence, 
That  are  iniinewed  to  this  nftion, 
Acquitted  by  a  true  fubftamial  form; 
And  prefent  executions  of  our  wills, 
To  us,  and  to  our  purpofes  confin'd; 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again;  ^;{; 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

Wtft    This  will  I  fhew  the  General.  Pleafe  you,  lords, 
In  fight  of  our  battles,  we  may  meet 
At  either  end  in  peace?  which  heav'n  fo  frr.me  f 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  fwords 
Which  muff  decide  it; 

York.  My  lord,  we  will  do  fo.  [Exit  Weft, 

SCENE     III,   '-,4. 

Mowb.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofom  tcHs  me, 
That  no  conditions  of  our  pea,ce  can  ftand, 

Haft.  Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  fuch  large  terms  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  conditions  fhall  infift  upon, 
Our  peace  fhall  ftand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains,- 

Mowb.  Ay,  but  our  valuation   fhali  be  fwcb, 
That  cv'ry  flight  and  falfe-derived  caufe, 
Yea,  ev'ry  idle,  nice  and  wanton  reafon*. 
Shall  to  the  King  nfte  of  this  adion,  ^ 
Thar,  were  our  royal  faiths,  martyrs  in  love; 
We  fhall  be  winnow'd  with  fo  rcugh  a  wind, 
That  ev'n  our  corn  fhall  fesm  as  light  as  chaff, 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition* 
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York.  No,  no,  my  lord,  note  this  5  the  King  is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  grievances: 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 
An4  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean, 
And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory, 
That  may  repeat  and  hiftory  his  lofi 
To  new  remembrance.     For  fall  well  he  k*OWS, 
He  cannot  fo  preciiely  weed  this  land, 
As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion; 
His  foes  are  fo  enroored  with  his  friends, 
That  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy, 
He  doth  unfaften  fo  and  (hake  a  friend. 
So  that  this  land,  like  an  ofFenfwe  wife, 
That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  ftrokes> 
And  hangs  refoiv'd  correction  in  the  arm 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Hajl.  Befides,  the  King  hath  wafted  all  bis  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  inftruments  of  chaftifcment: 
So  that  his  pow'r,  like  to  a  fanglefs  Lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

York.  'Pis  very  true: 

And  therefore  be  aflur'd,  my  good  lord  Marlhal, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atorement  well, 
Our  peace  will  like  3  broken  limb  united, 
Grow  ftronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mowb.  Be  it  fo. 

Here  is  return'd  my.  lord  of  Weftmorland* 
Enter  Weftmorland. 

Weft.  The  prince  is  here  at  hand:  pleafeth  your  lord- 

fhip 
To  meet  his  grace,  juft  diftance  'tween  our  armies  ? 

M<nvb.  Your  Grace  of  York  in  God's  name  then  fet 
forward. 

York.  Before,  and  greet  his  Grace,  my  lord,  we  corcc. 


SCENE 
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/Vim*  John  o/  Lancafter. 

£<*».  You're  well  encountred  here,my  couRnMowbray  -, 
Good^day  to  you,  my  gentle  lord  Arch-bifhop, 
And  fo  to  you,  loi'd   Hajflng^  arid  fo.ali. 
My  lord  of  Tork,  it  better  fhew'd  with  you,    . 
When  that  your  flock  aff-mbled  by  the  bell 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  expofition  on  the  holy  text  j 
Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum, 
Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 
That  man  that  fi's  within  a  monarch's  heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  fun.  fhiiie  of  his  favour, 
^'ould  he  abufe  the  ccunt'nance  of  the  Kircg, 
Alack,  what  mi'fchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 
In  (hadow  of  fuch  greatnefs  ?    With  you,  Lord  Biihop, 
It  is  ev'n  fo.     Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 
How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  heav'n  I 
To  us,  the  fpeaker  in  his  parliament  : 
To  us,  th'  imagin'd  voice  of  heav'n  it  felf3 
The  very  opener  and  intelligencer 
Between  the  grace,  the  fanftitifs  of  fceav'n, 
And  our  dull  workings.     O,  who  fhall  believe 
But  you  mifufe  the  rev'rence  of  your  place, 
Employ  the  countenance  and  grzce  of  heav'n, 
/sa  falfe  favourite  doth  his  Prince's  name, 
Jn  deeds  diflion'rafele  J  you've  taken  up, 
Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God 
The  fubjefts  of  his  fubftitute,  my  father  ; 
And  both  againft  the  peace  of  heav'n  and  him 
Have  here  upfwarm'd  them. 
•     York.  Good  my  lord  of  iiuMfir, 
1  am  not  here  againft  your  father's  peace  : 
But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Westmorland, 
The  time  mif-order'd  doth  in  common  fenfe 
Croud  us  and  cvufh  us  to  this  moriftrous  form, 
To  hold  our  fafety  up.     I  fent  your  grace 
The  parcels  aad  particulars  of  01*  grief, 
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The  which  hath  been  with  fcornfhov'd  from  the  court: 

W heron  this  Hydra-fonof  war  is  born, 

Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm' d  afleep 

With  grant  of  our  moil  juft  and  right  defirc} 

And  true  obedience,  of  this  ngadnefs  cur'd, 

Sroop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majefty. 

Mowb.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  laft  man. 

Haft.  And  though  we  here  fall  down, 
We  have  Supplies  to  fecond  our  attempt : 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  frnll  fecond  them. 
And  fo  fuccefs  of  mifchief  (hall  be  borne, 
And  heir  from  heir  (hall  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
While  England  ftull  have  generation. 

Lan.  You  are  too  mallow,  Eaftings,  much  too  mallow,  > 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after  times. 

Weft.  Pleafeth  your  grace,  to  anfwer  them  direcTly,, 
How  far  forth  you  do  like  their  articles? 

Lan.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well: 
And  (wear  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood, 
My  father's  purpofes  have  been  miftook, 
And  fome  about  him  have  too  laviftily 
Wrefted  his  meaning  and  authority. 
My  lord,  thefe  griens  mail  be  with  fpeed  redreft  j 
Upon  my  life  they  fhall.     If  this  may  pleafe  you> 
Difcharge  your  pow'rs  into  their  feveial  counties* 
As  we  will  ours ;  and  here  between  the  armies 
Let's  drink  together  friendly  and  embrace  j 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  tokens  home, 
Of  our  rtftored  love  and  amity, 

Tork.  I  take  your  princely  word  forthefe 

Lan.  I  give  it  you  -,  and  will  maintain  my  word 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  grace, 

Haft.  Go,  captain,  and  deliver  to  rhe  army 
This  news  of  pex?c  5  let  them  have  pay,  and  partr 
J  know  it  will  wX:ll  pleafe,  them.  Hie  thee,  captain. 

[Exit  Co ie vile*. 

Terk.  To  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Wejifngrland. 
Wtjt.  I  pledge  your  Grace  3  and  if  j-       knew  what 

pains 
I  have  beftow'd,  to  breed  ^this  prefent  peace, 
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You  would  drink  freely  ;  but  my  love  to  ye 
Shall  fliew  it  felf  more  openly  hereafter. 

York.  I  do  not  doubt  you.. 

Weft.  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  coufin  Mowbray. 

Mowb.   You  wifh  rne  health  in  very  happy  feafon, 
Ecr  I  am  on  the  fudden  fomething  il). 

York.  Againft  ill  chances  men  are  ever  merry, 
But  heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  event. 

Weft,  Therefore  be  merry  Coz.  fince  fudden  fotrow 
Serves  to  fay  thus;  fome  good  thrng  comes  tomorrow. 

York.  Believe  me,  I  am  paflifig  light  in  fpint. 

Mowb.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

£*0.The  word  of  peace  is  rendered;  hark?  they  fhouP.1 

Mowb.  This  had  been  chearful  after  victory/ 

York.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conqueft-j 
Pbrthen  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd; 
And  neither  party  lofer. 

£4».  Go,  my  lord*,  . 

And  let  our  army  be  difcHarged  too}          [Exit  Wefh 
And  good  my  lord,  fo  pleaie  you,  let  our  trains 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  perufe  the  men 
We  mould  have  cop'd  withal. 

York.  Go,  good  lord  Haftings  : 
And  ere  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by. 

[Exit  Ha  ft  ings,' 

Lan.  I  truft>  lords,  we  mail  lie  to-night  together. 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 
Enter  Weftmorland. 

Now,  coufin,  wherefore  ftands  our  army  ftfll  ? 

W®ft.  The  leaders  having  charge  from  you  t©  ftand, 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 

Etui.  They  know  their  duties. 
Re-enter  Haftings. 

Haft.  My  lord,  our  army  is  difpen'3  already  • 
I.ii'e  youthfeV  Steers  unyoak'd,  they  took  their  courfe- 
EaA,  weft/  not  (h,  fouth  :  or  like  a  fchool  broke  up, 
Each  !,n.-ries  towards-  his-  home  and  fporting-place. 

IVeft.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Haft  ings  i  tor  the  which 
2  do   aneft  il*ec,  trailer,  ef  liigh  treak>n  r- 

And 
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And  you  Lord  Arch-bifhop,  and  you  lor 
Of  capital  treafon  I  attach  you  both. 

Mowb.  Is  this  p-oceeding  jaft  and  honourable  > 

Weft.  Is  your  aflembly  fo  > 

York.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 

Lan.  I  pawn'd  you  none  : 

I  promisM  you  redrefs  of  thefe  fame  grievances 
Whereof  you  did  complain;  which  by  mine  honour 
1  will  perform  with  a  moft  chriftian  care. 
But  for  you,  rebels,  look  to  tafte  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion  and  fuch  acls  as  yours. 
Moft  fhallowly  did  you  thefe  arms  commence, 
Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolimly  fent  hence. 
Strike  up  our  drums,  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ftray, 
Heav'n  and  not  we  have  fafely  fought  to  day. 
Some  guard  thefe  traitors  to  the  block  of  death, 
Treafon's  true  bed  and  yielder  up  of  breath.     [Exeunt* 

SCENE     VI. 

:&*#  :.'' ••**••  '  -i-o  !•-'  ^fU> 

Enter  FalftafF  and  Colevile, 

P4/.  What's  your  name,  Sir  >  of  what  condition  are 
you  ?  and  of  what  place,  I  pray  > 

Cole.  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir :  and  my  name  is  Cole-vile 
of  the  dale. 

lal.  Well  then-,  Cojevjle  is  your  name,  a  Knight  is 
your  degree,  and  your  place,  the  dale.  Celevile  fhall 
ftill  be  your  name,  a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dun 
geon  your  place,  a  place  d'eep  enough  :  fo  fhall  you 
ftill  be  Colt-vile  of  the  dale. 

Cole.  Are  you  not  Sir  John  Falftaff? 

Pal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  Sir,  whoe'er  I  am  :  do  ye 
yield,  Sir,  or  fhall  I  fweat  for  you  ?  if  Idofweat,  they 
are  the  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy  death, 
therefore  voufe  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do  obfer- 
vance  to  my« mercy. 

Cole.  I  think  you  are'  Sir  John  Faljlaff,  and  in  that 
thought  yield  me. 

Fal.  1  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this,  belly 
of  mine,  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any  other 
word  but  Mfiy  n«me  ;  an  1  had  but  a  beity  ef  any  indif- 
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fetency,  I  were  fimply  the  moft  aftive  fellow  in  Eu 
rope:  my  womb,  my  womb,  my  womb  undoes  me. 
Here  comes  our  General. 

Enter  Prince  John  o/Lancafter,  and  Weftrnorland. 

Lan.  The  heat  is  part,  follow  no  farther  now, 
Call  in  the  pow'rs,  good  coufin  WtftmorUnd.  [Exit  Weft* 
Now  falflaff,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  J 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come. 
Thefe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  .my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  fomegallow's  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  forry,my  lord,  but  it-mould  be  thus : 
I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward 
of  valour,.  Do  you  think  me  a  fwallow,  an  arrow,  or  a 
bullet?  have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  expedi 
tion  of  thought  >  I  fpeeded  hither  with  the  very  extrem- 
eft  inch  of  poffibility.  I  have  founder'd  ninefcore  and 
^odd  pofts :  and  here,  travel-tainted  as  I  am,  have  in 
my  pure  and^mmacutate  valour  taken  SirJohnCclevileof 
the  dale,  a  moft  furious  Knight,  and  valorous  enemy  :  but 
what  of  that  ?  he  faw  me  and  yielded:  that  I  may  juftly 
fay  with  the  hook- nos'd  fellow  of  Rome,  I  came,  faw, 
and  overcame. 
>  Lan.  It  was  more  of  his  courtefy  than  your  deferving. 

Fal.  I  know  not;  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him; 
and  I  befeech  your  grace,  let  it  he  book'd  with  the  reft  cf 
this  day's  deeds  i  or  by  the  lord  I  will  have  it  in  a  particu 
lar  ballad  by  it  felf,  with  mine  own  picture  on  the  top  cf 
it,  Colevilek'ffingmy  foot :  to  the  which  courfe  if  I  be  en- 
forc'd,ifyoudonotall  fhfcw  likegilt  two'-pences  to  me 5 
''and  I  in  the  clear  sky  of  fame,  o'erfhineyouas  much  as 
the  full  moon  doth  the  cinders  of  the  element,  wlikh 
fhtw  Ifke  pins  beads  to  her ;  believe  not  the  word  of  the 
noble.  Therefore  let  me  have  ri  gbt,  and  let  defert  mount. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

Fal.  Let  it  fhine  then  ? 

Lan.  Thine's  too  thick  to  mine. 

Fal.  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  lord,  that  may 
do  me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will, 

Lan.  Is  thy  name  Colevile  ? 

Cole.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Lan.  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Cwwft,. 

TaL 
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FaL  And  a  famous  true  fubjeft  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither  j  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  fhould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fa  1.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves  ^  but  thou 
like  a  kind  fellow,  gav'ft  thy  felf  away  gra/ft^and  t 

thank  th»e  for  thee. 
/>  fi  }  T? 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Lant  Now  have  you  left  purfuit  \ 

Weft.  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  ftay'd. 

Lan.  Send  Colevile  then  with  bis  confederates 
To  York,  to  prefent  execution. 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence,  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure* 

[Exit  with  Cole  vilest 

And  now  difpatch  we  t'ward  the  court,  my  lords  j 
1  hear  the  King,  my  father,  is  fore  fick  : 
Out  news  (hall  go  before  U3  to  his  Majefty, 
Which,  coufin,  you  fhall  bear  to  comfort  him.  : 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

J4/.  My  lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
through  Glcfjleirjhirt;  and  when  you  come  to  court,  pray, 
Hand  in  your  good  report,  my  lord. 

Lan.  Fare  you  well,  Falftajf,  J,  in  my  condition, 
Shall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  y«u  deferve.  [ExtP. 

fal.  I  would  you  had  but  the  wit  ^  'twere  better  than 
your  dukedom.  Good  faith,  this  fsme  young  fober< 
blooded  boy  doth  not  love  me*  a  man  cannot  make 
him  laugh  ;  but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine-. 
There's  never  any  of  thefe  demure  boys  come  to  any 
proof;  for  thin  drink  doth  fo  over-cool  their  blood, 
and  making  many  jifh-meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kind 
of  male  green -fick*nefs ;  and  then  when  they  marry, 
they  get  wenche?.  They  are  generally  fools  and  cow 
ards  i  which  fome  of  us  fhould  be  too,  but  for  in 
flammation.  A  good  Sherris-Sack  hath  a  twofold  ope 
ration  in  it  3  it  afcettds  me  into  the  brain,  dries  me  there 
all  the  foolifh^  dull  and  crudy  vapours  which  environ  it  j 
makes  it  apprehenfive,  quick,  forgctive,  full  of  nimble, 
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fiery  and  deleftable  fliapes;  which  deliver'd  o'er  to  the 
voic;-,  the  tongue,  which  is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent 
wit.  The  feccnd  property  of  your  excellent  Sherris,  is 
the  warming  of  the  blood  which  before  cold  and  fet 
tled/left  the  liver  white  and  palej  which  is  the  badge 
of  pufillanimity  and  cowardifej  but  the  Sherris  warms 
ir,  and  makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards,  to  the  parts 
extreme  j  it  illuminateth  the  face,  which  as  a  beacon, 
gives  warning  to  all  the  reft  of  this  little  kingdom,  Man, 
to  arm  ;  and  then  the  viral  commoners  and  inland  petty 
fpirits  mufter  me  all  to  their  captain,  the  heart;  who 
great,  and  puft  up  with  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of 
courage  ;  and  this  valour  comes  of  Sherris.  So  that 
skill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  without  Sack,  for  that  fees 
it-a  work  j  and  learning  a  meer  hoard  of.gold  kept  by  a 
devil,  till  fack  commences  it,  and  fets  it  inaftandufe. 
Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince  Harry  is  valiant}  for  tXe 
coldb-leod  he  did  naturally  inherit  of  his  father,  he  hath, 
likeleari,  fteril  and  bare  land,  manured,  husbanded,and 
till'd  with  excellent  endeavour  of  drinking  good  and 
good  ftore  offertil  Sherris,  that  heis  become  very  hot 
^nd  valiant.  If  I  had  athoufand  fons,  the  firft  humane 
principle  I  wouki  teach  them  mould  be  to  forfwear  thin 
potations,  and  to  addift  themfelves  to  Sack. 

Enter  Bardolph. 
How  now,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  aivd  gone.  " 

Pal.  Let  them  go  j  Til  thro'  Gloceforjhire,  and  there 

Krill  I  vifit  mafter  Robert  S^//cu>/Efquire:  I  have  him 

already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb, 

and  fhortly  will  i  feal  with  him.  Come  away.     [Ext.. 


SCENE      VI IL 

Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence,  4»^Glouce(ier. 
K.  Henry.  Now,  lords,  if  heav'n  do  give  fuccefsful  end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fan&ify'd. 
Qut  cavy  is  ad'drefs'd,  our  power  eolle&ed, 

Our 
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Our  fubftitutes  in  abfence  well  invefted, 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wifh  : 
Only  we  want  a  little  perfonal  ftrength  : 
And  paufe  us,  till  thefc  rebels,  now  a-foor, 
Come  underneath  the  yoke  of  Government. 

War.  Both  which  we  doubt  nor,  but  your  Majefly 
Shall  foon  enjoy 

K.Henry.  Humphry,  my  fon  of  Glocefter, 
Where  is  the  Prince  your  brother  ? 

Glott.  1  think  he  is  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at  W'mdfor 

K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Giou.  1  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

K.Henr.y.    Is  not  his    brother  Thomas  of  Clarence 
with  him  ? 

Gbu.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  is  in  prefence  here. 

Cla.   V^hat  would  sny  lord  and  Father  ? 

K.  Hen.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  ofclarexct 
H0w*chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince  trjy  brother 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  doft  neglecl:  him,  Thomas  j 
•Thou  hnft  a  better  p1acein  his  affeftjpn 
Than  a)!  thy  brothers:  cherifh  it,  my  boy, 
And  noble  offices  thou  may'ftef&ft 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead, 
Between  his  greatnefs  and  thy  other  brethren. 
Therefore  omit  him  nor;  blunt  not  I. is  love, 
Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace, 
By  feeming  cold,  or  care!ers  of  his  will. 
Por  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferv'd: 
He  Hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
Open  as  day,  for  melting  charity: 
Yet  notwirhftanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flinf, 
As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  fudden 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day. 
His  femperrherefore  muft  be  well  obferv'd»: 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently, 
When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclin'd  to  mirth  : 
Bin  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fccpe, 
Till  rhat'his  paflionX  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
Confound  themfelves  with  working.  Learn  this,  Thomas 
And  thou  (hilt  prove  a  fhelter  to  thy  friends  -, 
A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in, 
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That  the  united  vcflel  of  their  blood, 

{Mingled  with  venom  of  fuggeftion, 

As  force,  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in) 

Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 

As  Aconitum,  or  rafh  gun-powder. 

.    Cla.  I  flaall  obferve  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

K.  Henry.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Wind/or  with  him. 
Thomas  ? 

Cla.  He  is  not  there  to-day;  he  dines  In' London. 

K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  J  canft  th  >u  tell  that  ? 

Cla.  With  Poitts,  and  other  his  continual  followers. 

K.  Henry.  Moft  fubjeft  is  the  fatteft  foil  to  weeds : 
And  he  the  nob'e  image  of  my  youth, 
Is  over-fpread  with  them;  therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  it  felf  beyond  the  hour  of  death. 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  fhape 
Informs  imaginary,  th'  ungoided  days 
And  rotten  times  that  you  fhall  look  upon, 
When  I  am  fleeping  with  my  anceftors. 
For  when  his  head-ftrong  riot  hath  no  curb, 
Whea  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counfellors, 
When  means  and  lavim  manners  meet  together, 
6"h  with  what  wings  fhall  his  affection  fly 
Tow'rds  fronting  peril  and  oppos'd  decay  ? 

War.  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite  : 
The  Prince  but  ftudies  his  companions, 
Like  a  ftrange  tongue;  wherein,  ro  gain  the  language, 
*Tis  needful  that  the  moft  immodeft  word 
Bejook'd  upon,  and  learn'd  ;  which  once  attain'd, 
Your  highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  ufe, 
But  to  be  known  and  hated.  So,  like  grofs  terms. 
The  Prince  wi'l  in  the  perfe&nefs  of  time 
Caft  off  his  followers;  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  meafure  Jive, 
By  which  his  grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  ot  ers  ; 
Turning  paft  evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Henry.  'Tis  feldom,  when  the  Bee  doth  leave  1  e-r 

comb 
In  the  dead  carrion.—  Who's  here  J  Westmorland? 

SCENE 
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SCENE       IX. 

Enter  We-ftmorhnd. 

Weft.  Health  to  my  foveraign,  and  new 
Added  to  that,  which  I  am  to  deliver. 
Prince  Johnt  your  fon,  dothkifs  your  grace's  hand; 
Mow  bray,  the  Bifhop,  Ser&ep,  Rafting^  and  al1, 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  or  your  law  5 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  fword  unlheath'd, 
But  Peace  puts  forth  her  Olive  ev'ry  where. 
The  manner  how  this  aftion  hath  been  born, 
Here  at  more  leifure  may  your  Highnefs  read; 
With  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

K.  Henry.  O  Weftmorland,  thou  art  a  fummer  bird, 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  fings 
The  lifting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harcourt. 
Look,  here's  more  news. 

Har.  From  enemies  heav'n  keep  your  Mijefty : 
And  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of. 
The  Earl  Northumberland ',  and  the  lord  'Bardclf 
With  a  great  pow'r  of  Englijh  and  of  Scots, 
Arenby  the  Sh'riff  of  TorkJIjire  overthrown: 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 
This  packet,  pleafe  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

K.Henry*  And  wherefore   fhould  thefe  good  new 

make  me  fick  ? 

Will  fortune  never  come  with  b^th  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  fouleft  letters  ? 
She  eivher  gives  a  ftomach,  and  no  food; 
(Such  are  the  poor  in  health)  or  elfe  a  feaft, 
And  takes  away  the  ftomach  ;  fuch  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  mould  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news, 
And  now  my  fight  fafls,  and  my  brain  is  giddy. 
O  me,  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  i.l  1 

Glou.  Comfort  your  Majefty  ! 

Cla.  Oh,  my  royal  father! 

H'tft.  My  foveraign  lord,  chear  up  ycur  (elf,  look  up 
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War.  Be  patient,  Princes }  you  do  know  thefe  fits 
Are  with  his  Highnefs  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,"give  him  air :  he'il  ftrait  be  well. 

Cla.  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out  thefe  pangs  j 
Th'inceflam  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  f  mure  that  fhould  confine  it  in, 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out. 
Clou.  The  people  fear  me  j  for  they  do  obferve 
Unfather'd  heirs  and  loathly  births  of  nature: 
The  feafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Had  found  fome  months  afleep,  and  leaped  them  over. 

Cla.  The  river  hath  thi  ice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between  j 
And  the  old  folk  (time's  doting  chronicles) 
Say  it  did  fo  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  Grandfire  Edward  fick'd  and  dy'd. 
War.  Speak  lower,  Princes,  for  the  King  recovers, 
Glott.  This  apoplex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 
"  K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
I nro  Tome  other  chamber:  foftly,  'pray 
Let  there  be  no  noifc  made,  my  gentle  friends, 
tjnlefs  fome  flow  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whifper  mufick  to  my  weary  fpirit. 
X  War.  Call  for  the  mufick  in  the  other  room. 
K.  Henry.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here.' 
Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 
War.  Lefs  noife,  lefs  noife. 

SCENE      X. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  Clarence  ? 

Cla.  I  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heavinefs. 

P.  Henry.  How  flow!  rain  withindoors,  and  noae 

abroad  > 
How  doth  the  King? 

Gltu.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Henry.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  > 
Tell  it  him. 

Glo*.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Henry.  If  he  be  ficlc  with  joy, 
He'l  recover  without  phyfick. 
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WAT.  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  lords  ;  fweet  Prince, 

fpeak  low  ; 
The  King,  your  father,  is  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

Cl*.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Will't  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  > 

P.  Henry.  Noj  I  will  fit,  and  watch  here  fry  the  King. 
[Exeunt  all  but  P.  H  enry. 
Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow, 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  bed-fellow  ? 
O  polifh'd  perturbation!  golden  care! 
That  keep'ft  the  ports  of  fiumWropen  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night :  flcep  with  it  now  ! 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet, 
As  he  whofe  brow  with  homely  biggen  bound 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.     O  Majefty  ! 
When  thou  doft  pinch  thy  bearer,  thr  u  doQ  fit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
Thatfcald'ft  with  fafety.     By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lies  a  downy  feather  which  ftirs  not : 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  down 
Perforce  muft  move.  My  gracious  lord! my  father! 
This  fleep  is  found  indeed  ;  this  is  a  fleep, 
That  from  this  golden  *  rigol  hath  divorc'd 
So  many  Englifl)  King?.  Thy  due  from  me 
Is  tears,  and  heavy  forrows  of  the  blood, 
Which  nature,  love  and  filial  tendernefs 
Shall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteoufly. 
My  due  from  thee  is  this  imperial  crown, 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and^blood        ^ 
Derives  it  felf  to  me.     Lo,  here  it  fits, 
Which  heav'n  fhall  guard  :    and  put  the  world's  whole 

ftrength 

In-to  one  giant  arm,  it  fhall  not  force 
This  lineal  honour  from  me.     This  from  thee 
Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  [E xM 

SCENE    XI. 
Enter  W  arwick,  Gloucester,  and  Clarence. 

K.  Henry.  Warwick!  Gloucejier !  Clarence! 
Cl*.  Doth  the  King  call  ? 

War. 
*  rigol,  or  circle  -,  meaning  the  crown . 
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War.  What  would  your  Majefty?  how  faresyouKSrace  ? 
K.  Henry. Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,my  lords.? 
Cia.  We  left  the  Prince  my  brother  here,  my  Liege  j 
Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 

K,  Henry.  The  Prince  of  Wales/  where  is  he  :  let  me 

fee  him. 

War.  The  door  is  open,  he  is  gone  this "wvjr!  ,', 
Glou.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we 

ftay'd. 
K.  Henry.  Where  is  the  Crown  J  who  took  it  frorji 

my  pillow  ? 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  Liege,  we  left  it  here. 
K.  Henry.  The  Prince  hath  ta'en  ithence$  go  feek 

him  out.-  'in"?: 

Is  he  fo  hafty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe 
My  fleep  my  death  ?  find  him,  my  lord  of  .Warwick, 
*•  And  chide  him  hither  ftrait ;    this  part  of  his 
Conjoins  with  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See,  fons,  what  things  you  are;  how  quickly  nature 
Falls  to  revolt,  wh^n  gold  becomes  herob^£U  ' 
For  this,  the  .foolifh  over-careful  fathers 
,    Have   broke  their  fleeps  with  thought,   tteir  brain* 

with  care,     ;?  v-Jt  Jio  b 

Their  bones  with  induftry  :  for  this .  engrofled \  ^  f/f 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-atchieved  gold 5. 
For  this,  they  have  been  thoughtful  ro  i^veft 
Their  fons  with  arts  and  martial  exercifes : 
When,  like  the  Bee,  culling  from  ev'ry  Flow'r, 
^  Our  thighs  are  packt  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey, 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive,  and  i$e  the  Bees       K,,^^H 
Are  murder'd  for  ourpaiftS;!  this  bitter  tafte  ^ 

Yield  hij  cngrofsments  to  the  *  dying  father,.   .,.:& 

fW!  Enter  Warwick. 

Now  where  is  he  ?  'that  will  not  (lay  fo  long, 
Till  his  friend,  Sickn*fs,  hath  de'ermm'd,,me. 

War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  room, 
Wafhing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks, 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour  in   great  forrow, 
That  Tyranny,  which  never  quaft  but  blood, 

D  WouM 

\  ending. 
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Would  by  beholding  him  have  wafh'd  his  knife 
With  gentte  eye-drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Henry.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  Crown^ 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Lo,  where  he  comes.     Come  hither  to  me,  Harry. 
Depart  the  .chamber,  .leiye  us  here  alone.  [Ex. 

P.  Hen.  I  nev«cr  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak again. 
K.Henry.  Thy  wifh  was  father,  Harry, to  that  thought  : 
I  ftay.too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Doft  thou  fo  hunger  far  my  empty  chair. 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invert  thee  with  my  honours, 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe?  O  foolifti  youth! 
Thou  -feekjft  th«  greatnefs  that  will  overwhelm  thee.' 
Stay  but  a  little;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop-,  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  haft  ftoln  that,  which  after  fome  few  hours 
Were  thine  without  offence :  and  at  my  death 
Thou  haft  feal'dupmy  expeftation : . 
Thy  life  did  manifeft  thou  lov'dft  me  not> 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  aiTur'd  of  it. 
Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  daggers  -in  thy  thoughts, 
Which  them  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart, 
To  ftab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  frail  life. 
What  \  canft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour* 
Then  get  thee  gone  and  dig  my  grave  thy  felf, 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thy  ear 
That  tbou  aft  crowned,  not  that  1  am  dead.' 
Let  all  the  tears  that  mould  bedew  my  herfe 
Be  drops  of  balm  to  fanftifie  thy  head  j 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft, 
Give  that  which  gave  thee  life  unto  the  worms. 
l?Juck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees ; 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form. 
Henry  the  Fifth  is  crown'd:  up  v-anjty, 
IBown  royal  ftate.     All  you  fage  counfellors  hence, 
And  to  the  Engliflj  court  aflfemble  now 
"From  ev-ry  region,  apes  of  idlenefs: 
Now  neighbour-confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcum* 
•Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  fwcar  \  drink  J  dance  ? 

Rev.d 
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Level  the  night?  rob?  murder?  and  commit 
The  oldeft  fins  the  neweft  kind  of  ways  > 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  : 
England  (hall  give  him  office,  honour,  mighr- 
For  the  Fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence   plucks 
The  muzzle  of  reftraim,  and  the  wild  dog 
•Shall  flefh  his  tooth  on  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom1,  fick  with  civil  blows^ 
When  that  my  care  could  not  with-hold  thy  riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wilderncfs  again 
Peopled  with  Wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants. 

P.  Henry.  O  pardon  me,  my  Liege !  but  for  my  tears, 

[Kneeling 
(The  *  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeech,) 

1  had  .foreftali'd  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke, 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  fpoke,  and  1  had  heard 
n/he  courfe  of  it  fo  far.    There  is  your  Crown, 
And  he  that  wears  the  crown  immortally 
Long  guard  it  yours ;  if  I  afFe-ft  it  more, 
Than  as  your  honour  and  as  your  renowa, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife, 
>7hich  my  moft  true  and  inward-duteous  fpirit 
Teacheth  thisjproftrate  and  exterior  bending. 
Heav'n  witneis  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  Majefty, 
How  cold  it  ftruck  my  heart!  If  I  do  feign, 

0  let  me  in  -my  prefent  wildnefs  4ie, 

And  never  live  to  {hew  th'  incredulous  world 
"•>he  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed. 
Conving  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead, 
{And  dead  aflmoft,  my  Liege,  to  think  you  were) 

1  fpake  unto  the  Crown,  as  having  fenfe, 

And  thus  upbraided  it.     The  care  on  thec  dependioj 
Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father, 
Therefore  thoubeft  of  gold  art  worft  of  gold; 
Other,  lefs-fine  in  carrat,  is  more  precious 
Preferving  life  in  med'cine  potable  : 
But  thou,  moft  fia«,  moft  honour'd,  moft  re*own'd, 
D  2 

*  moft, 
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Haft  eat  thy  bearer  up.    Thus,  Royal  Liege, 

Accufingit    I  put  it  on  my  head 

To  try  with  it  (as  with  an  enemy, 

That  had  before  my  facft  murder'd  my  father) 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infeft  my  blood  with  joy, 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftrain  or  pride, 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 

Did  with  the  leaft  affection  of  a  welcome 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it  j 

Let  heav'n  for  ever  keep  itTrom  my  head, 

And  make  me  as  the  pooreft  vaiTal  is, 

^-^ .  .         .  ..  *      •  '  •     *         if  1  ***** 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it. 

K.  Henry.  O  my  fon ! 
Heav'n  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  might'ft  f  win  the  more  thy  father's  love, 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither  H*rry,  fit  thou  by  my  bed, 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  counfel     jj^ 
That  ever  t  fhall  breathe.     Heav'n  knows,  my  Ton, 
By  what  by-paths  and  indired  crook'd  ways 
I  met  this  Crown  *  and  I  my  felf  know  well 
How  troublefome  it  fate  upon  my  head. 
To  thee  it  mail  defcend  with  better  quiet, 
.Better  opinion,  better  confirmation : 
For  all  the  foil  of  the  atchievement  goes 
With  me  into  the  earth.     It  feem'd  in  me 
But  as  an  honour  fnatch'd  with  boift'rous  hand, 
And  I  had  many  living  to  upbraid 
My  gain  of  it  by  their  afliftances, 
Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel  and  to  blood-toed, 
Wounding  fuppofed  peace.     All  thefe  bold  fears 
Thou  feeft  with  peril  I  have  anfwered. 
For  all  my  reign  hath  b«en  but  as  a  fcene 
Acting  that  argument:  And  now  my  death 
Changes  the  mode  j  for  what  in  me  was  purchas  d, 
Falls  upon  thee  in  a  much  fairer  fort. 
So  thou  the  garland  wear'ft  fucceffively  r 
Y-ct  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  fure  than  I  could  «fo.* 

Thou 
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Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green  j 
And  all  thy  friends,  which  thou  muftmakeihy  friends,. 
Have  but  their  ftings  and  teeth  newiy  ta*enout5 
By  whofe  fell  working  I  was  firft  advanc'd, 
And  by  whofe  pow'r  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 
To  fcte  again- diiplac'd:  which  to  avoid 
I  cut  them  off,  and  had  a  purpofe  now 
To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  land; 
Left  reft  and  lying  ftill  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  into  my  frate.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 
Be  it  thy  courfe  to  bufy  giddy  minds 
With  foreign  *  wars;  that  a&ion,  hence  born  out,    ] 
May  wafte  the  memory  of  former  days. 
More  ,woB'ixi  I,  but  my  lungs  are  walfed  f© 
That  ftrength  of  fpeech  is  utterly  deny'd  me. 
How  J  came  by  the  Crown,  O  God  forgive! 
"•And  gram  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live. 

P.  Henry.  My  gracious  Liege, 
You  won  ir,, wore  it,  kept  i;,  gave  it  me; 
Then  plain  and' right  muftmy  poiTeilion  be; 
Which  I  with:  more  than  whh  a  common  pain 
,•  'Gainft  all  the -world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancafter*#^  Warwick, 
iV  iC.  Henry.  Look,  Ipok,  h$r,e comes  my  John  of  Laa- 
cajkr. 

LAH.  Health,  peace  3f«4  ha p pine f 5  to  my  royal  father ! 

K.  Henry,   j-  Thou  biing'ftnie  happlnefs  and  peace, 

fon  John-, 

\  But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is   flown 
From  this  bare,   wither 'd  trunk-     Upon  thy  light 
My  wordly  bufinefs  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 

P.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Warwick. 

K.  Henry.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  die-  lodging  where  I  firft  did  fwoon  ? 

War.  'Tis  caH'd  Jerufalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Henry.  Laud  be  to  God  !  ev'n  there  my  Kfe  muft  end. 
It  hath  been  prophefy'd  to  me  many  years, 

r>  3 

*  quarrels. 

f  1km  bring  ft  me  haft'mefs,  Son  John. 
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\  ftould  not  die  but  in.Jentfalem: 

Which  vainly  I  fuppos'd  the  Holy  land. 

Bat  bear  me  to  that  chamber,  there  I'll  Jyc  : 

In  that  Jewfalim  fhjll  Hurry  tie,  [Exeint. 


ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

'f'  -     i'  * !   li-i  f 
CLOSTERSHIRE. 

Shallow,  Silence,  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  Page,  And  Dayy. 

Shtl.  Tl  Y  cock  and  pye  Sir,  you  fhall  not  away  to-night- 
JD  What,  Dwyi  I  fay. 

Yal.  You  muft  excufe  me,   matter  Robert  Shallow. 

Ukal.  I  will  not  excufe  you:  you  fhaM  not  beexcufcch 
E>cui(s  fhall  not  be  admitted:  there  is  no  excufe  fliaH 
icrve :  you  fhall  not  be  excus'd.  Why  Z>«i^. 

Davy.  Here,  Sir. 

*h*l.  D#vj,  D*vfr  T>Avy,  let  me  fee,  Davy,  let  me  fee } 
William  Gook,  bid  him  come  hither.  —  Sir  John,  yoa 
jflball  not  be  cxcus*d. 

Duty.  Mtfry,iSi«-,tbus:  thofc  precepts  can  not  be  ferv'dj 
and  again,  Sir,  (hall  we  fow  the  head-land  with  wheat  f 

Sba}.  With  red  wheat,  D*vy.  But  for  William  Cook} 
are  there  no  ycung  Pidgeons? 

Dwy.  Yea,  Sir——  Here  is  now  the  Smith's  note 
for  frooirig,  and  plow-irons.  ^ 

Sh*L  Let  it  be  call  and  paid Sir  John.  y«m 

flijl!  not  be  excus'd. 

Davy.  Sir,  a  new  Jink  to  the  bucket  muft  needs  behtd. 
And  Sir,  c*o  you  mean  ro  flop-  any  of  William's  wages 
sbout  the  fack  he  loft  the  other  day  at  Hincklytw? 

Shxl.,  He  fhall  anfwcr  it.  Some  Pidgeons,  D#vyt.  a 
couple  *f  (hort-legg'd  HCDJ,  t  joint  of  mutton,  and  any 
pretty  little  tiny  kickftiaws :  tell  William  Cook. 

D/r-i/y.  Doth  the  man  of  war  fiay  all  night,  Sir  ? 

Sbal.  Yes,  Davy,  I  will  ufe  him  well.  A  friend  i'th1 
court  is  better  than  a  penny  tin  purfo  Ufc  his  men 
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Veil,  Davy,  for  they  arc  arrant  knaves,  and  will  back 
bite. 

Davy.  No  worfe  than  they  are  bitten,  Sir  y    for  they 
have  marvellous  foul  linnen.  ;u  o.- 

Shal.   Well   conceited,  Davy;      About  thy    Bufinefc, 
Davy. 

Ddi>y.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  to  countenance  William  Vifir 
of  Wbncot,  agait.ft  Clement  Perkes  of  the  hill. 

Shal.  There  are  many  complaints,  Dnvy,  againft  that 
V'tfir\  that  Vifffr  is  an  arrant  knave  on  my  knowledge. 

Davy.  I  grant  your  worfhip  that  be  is  a  knave,  Sir; 
tut  yet  God  forbid,  Sir,  but  a  knive  (hould  have  fome 
countenance  at  his  friend's  requeft.  An  honeft  man, 
Sir,  is  sble  to  fpcak  for  bimfeU*  when  a  knave  is  not, 
1  have  ferv'd  your  worfhip  truly,  Sir,  thcfe  eight  years; 
w)d  it  1  cannot  cnce  or  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  out  a 
Knave  againft  aa  honed  man,  I  have  but  very  little  cre 
dit  with  yoar  worfhip.  The  knave  is  mine  honcft 
fiienJ,  Sir,  therefore  1  befcech  your  worfliip  let  him  be 
ou  tenanc'd. 

Shzl.  Go  to,  I  fay  he  fhall  have  no  ifrrong:  look 
a^out,  Davy.  Where  are  you,  Sir  John  ?  come,  off 
with  your  boots.  Give  me  your  hand,  maflcr  £*r- 


Ettrd.  I  am  ghd  to  f.e  yourworfiiip. 

Sbal.  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heait,  kind  maftcr  B.«r- 
b;  and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow }  [TotheP 
bii  John. 

Fal.  I'll  follow  you,  good  mafter  Robert 
Za'4c!t>h,  look  to  our  horfes.  — -  If  I  were  fawM  into 
\  qaantitisf,  I  fhju!d  make  four  do^en  of  iuch  bcardcd- 
her.-rites-aave?  as  mafter  Shxllov,  It  is  a  wonderful 
thing  to  fee  the  femblable  coherence  ef  his  mcns  ff-irits 
and  his:  fhey  by  observing  ot  him  do  bear  th:mfclves 
like  foohfh  juices;  he  by  converging  wi:h  them  is 
tuin'J  into  a  juftice-like  fervi.igman.  Their  (pirns  arc 
ip  manifd  in  conj-jn<3ion,  with  the  parcicipati^n  of  fo- 
nety,  that  they  flxk  together  in  confent  like  fj  many 
wild  Geefe.  It  i  had  a  fuit  to  maftc;  tioUtm,  \  would 

humour 
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humour  his  men  with  the  imputation  of  being  near  tfceif 
mafter:  If  to  his  men,  1  would  curry  with  mailer  5/?^- 
loiv,  that  no  man  could  better  command  his  fervants. 
It  is  certain  that  either  wife  bearing  or  ignorant  carriage 
is  caught,  as  men  take  difeafes,  one  of  another :  there- 
tore  let  men  take  heed  of  their  company.  I  w#T de- 
fife  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shaltov  to  keep  Prince 
Henry  in  continual  laughter  the  wearing  out  of  fix  fafhi- 
ons,  which  is  four  terms  or  two  actions,  and  he  IHall 
laugh  *  without  Interyallums.  O,it  is.  much,  that  a  lye 
Hith-a  flight  oath,  and  a  jeft  with  a  fad  brow,  will  do 
wuh  a  feiloiv  that  neve,  had  the  ache  in  his  fhoulder?.. 
O  •  tu  ih.Jl  fte  him  laugh,  till  his  face  be  like  a  wee 
tin.  k  ill  bid  up. 

SkaL  Sir  Jtkn. 

faL  I  corae,  mafter  Shallow  j  I  come,  mafter  Sbal- 


S    CT  fc  "»'ftl  II, 

,-'jtl-V..>  .  <  ;..',  ji'      •;.«.        ^    •,    .jp         •••{•tf          .,  .    ^t 

L  o  AT  DON: 

tju  fyrl  of  Warwick,  And  the  Lord  Chitfjtiftice. 

W*r   How  »ow,  ray  lord  Chiaf  Juftice,  whether  a- 
way  > 

Ckjuji.  How  doth  the  King? 

W*r.  Exceeding  welh  his  cares  are  now  all  etided. 

Ch.  Jujl.  fi  iiope  not  dead. 

War.  Hes  walk'd  the  way  of  nature, 
And  to  our  purpofes  he  lives  no  more. 

Vk.  Jujl.  I  would  his  Ma  jeft  y  had  call'd  me  with  him, 
The  fcrvice  that  I  truly  did  his  life 
Haih  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed  I  think  the  young  King  loves  you  not. 

Ch.  Juft.  I  know  he  doth  nor,  and  do  arm  my  feif 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time, 

Which 
*  wink. 
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Which  cannot  look  more  hHeouily  on  me, 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  tny  faritafy. 

Enter  Lord  John  0/Lancafter,  Glouceihrd^  Clarence^ 

War.  Here  comes  the  heavy  ifTueof  dea'3  Harry  : 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worft  of  thefe  three  gentlenftn  : 
How  many  nobles  then  fhould  hold  their  places, 
That  muft  ftrike  fail  to  fpirits  of  vile    fort ! 

Ch.  Juft.  Alas,  I  fear  all  will  be  overturn'd. 

Lan.  Good  morrow,  coufin  Warwick. 

Glou.  Clar.  Gooa  morrow,  coufin. 

Lan.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 

War.  We  do  remember,  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Lan.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us  heavy. 

Cht  Jufl.  Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier. 

Glott.  O,  good  my  lord,  you've  Joft  a  friend  indeed, 
And  I  dare  fwear  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feemjng  forrow,  it  is  fure  your  own. 

Lan.  Tho'  no  man.  be  aiur'd  what   grace  to  find, 
You  ftand  iii  coldeft  expectation. 
I  am  the  forrier  :    would  'twere  otherwife. 

C/*.  Well  you  muft  now  (peak  Sir  /<?£«  Faljtafhir, 
Which  fwims  againft  your  ftream  of  quality. 

Ch.  Juji.  Sweet  Princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour,' 
,JLed  by  th*  *  impartial  condu^  of  my  foul-j 
And  never  fhall  you  fee  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  foreflall'd  remiffion. 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  King  my  mafter  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him.'        ff 

War.  Here  comes  the  Prince. 

*  imperial. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    III. 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Ch.  ^H/.Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty. 

P.  Hf»ry.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  Majeftf,, 
Sits  not  fo  eafy  on  me  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  miic  yowrfadnefs- with  fome  fear: 
This  is  the  Engtiflj,  not  the  Turkijh  court; 
Not  Anturath  znAmurath  fucceeds, 
But  Harry,  Harry.     Yet  be  fad/ good  Brothersy 
For  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you  : 
Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears, 
That  I  wtfl  deeply  put  the  fafhion  on; 
And  w«ar  it  ia  my  heart.  Why  then  be  fad,  ^ 

But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers, 
Than  a  joint-burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  try  heav'n,  I  bid  you  be  aflar'd' 
I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too: 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  I'll  bear  your  caress 
Yet  weep  that  Harry's  dead,  and  fo  will  I. 
But  Harry  lives  that  (hall  convert  thofe  tears 
By  number  into  hours  of  happinefs. 

La».  flpv.   V*Pe  hope  no  other  from  your  Majefty. 

P.  Henry.  You  all  look  ftrangelyonmejandyoumoff; 
Ycu  arc,  I  think,  affur'd  I  love  you  not. 

[TothCb.Jufl 

Ch.  %ujf.  I  am  afftirM,  if  I  be  rneafur'd  rightly, 
Your  Majefty  hath  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

V.Henry.  No !  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  hope* 

forget 

So  great  indignities  you  laid  up«n  me  ? 
What  Irate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon 
Th'  immediate  heir  of  England!  was  t,his  eafy? 
May  tbis  be  wafh'din  Lethe,  and  forgotten? 

Ch.Jufl,  I  then  did  ufe  the  perfon  of  your  facile?  3 
The  imaoeof  his  power  lay  then  in  mi  : 
And  in  tlV  administration  of  his  law 
While  I  was-bufy  fur  the  common-w«ahh, 

Itam 
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Your  Hi^hnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  place, 

The  majefty  and  pow'r  of  law  and  jufticc, 

The  image  of  the  King  whom  I  prefented  ; 

And  ftruck  me  in  the  very  feat  of  jidgment:^ 

Whereon  as  an  offender  to  your  father 

1  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 

And  did  comm  t  you.     If  the  deed  were  il!,- 

Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland, 

To  have  a  fon  fet  your  decrees  at  naught  \ 

To  pluck  down  j  iftce  from  your  awful  bench  J 

To  trip  the  courfe  of  law,  and  blunt  the  fword 

That  guards  the  peace  and  fafety  of  your  pe >fon  3 

Nay  more,  to  fpurn  at  your  moft  royal  image. 

And  mock  your  working  in  a  fecondbody  > 

Queftion  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours  j 

lie  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a  fon  j 

Hear  your  own    dignity  fo  much  profm'd  5 

See  your  moft  dreadful  Uws  fo  loofely  flighted  j 

Behold  your  felf  fo  by  a  fon  difdain'd  : 

And  then  imagine  m.'  taking  your  parr, 

And  in  your  pow'r  foft  (ilencing  your  fon. 

After  this  cold  confidence,  fentence  me; 

And  as  you  are  a  King,  fpeak  in  your  ftate, 

What  I  have  done  that  misbecame  my  place, 

My  perfou,  or  my  Liege's  foveraignty. 

B.  Henry.  You  are  right,  Juftice-,  and  you  weigh  this 

well, 

Therefore  ftill  bear  the  balance  and  the  fword  s 
And  I  dov  wifh  your  honours  may  increafe, 
Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  fon  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did  : 
So  /hall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  father's  word?, 
Happy  am  I  that  have  a  man  fo  bold 
That  dares  do  juftice  on  my  proper  foa  ; 
And  no  lefs  happy  having  fuch  a  fon, 
That  would  deliver  up  his  greatnefs  fo 
Into  the  hand  of  joftice.     You  committed  nrffj 
For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hanj 
Th'  unftainevi  fword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear, 
With  thii  remembrance  'that  you  ufe  the  fame 

With 
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With  the  like'bold,  juft  and  impartial  fpirit 

As  you  ruvedpne  *gainft  me.     There  is  my  hand 

¥<  u  fball  be  as  a  rather  to  my  youth  : 

My  voice  fhiH  found  as  y$u  do  prompt  mine  ear; 

And  I  will  ftoop  and  humble  my  intents, 

To  your  well-prn&Ls'd  wife  etireftions. 

Aud  P'  inces  all,  believe  me  I  befeech  you  : 

My  father  is  gone  j-  waii'd  into  his  grave, 

( For  in  his  tomb  lie  my    arTe&ions) 

And  with  his  fpirit  fadly  I  furvive, 

To  mock  the  expeditions  of  the  world, 

To  huftrate  Prophecies,  and  to  rafe  out 

Rotten  opinion,  which  hath  writ  me  down 

After  my  feeming.     Tho*  my  tide  of  blood 

H-th  proudly  How'd  in  vanity  tiH  now  $ 

Now,  doth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  t-he  fea, 

Where  it  fhatl  nrngle  wich  the  ftate  of  floods, 

And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  Majefty. 

Now  call  we  our  feign  court  of  Parliament, 

And  let  us  choofe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel, 

That  the  great  body  of  our  ftate  may  go, 

In  equal  rank  \vith  the  beft  govern'd  nation  j 

That  war  or  peace,  q.r  both  at  once,  may  be 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us, 

In  whicli  yqq,  father,  fhall  have  foremoft  hand. 

[To  Lord  Chitf  Juftice 
Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite 
(*sU  berore  remernber'd)  all  our  ft-te, 
And  ( Heav*n  confignin?  to  my  good  intents) 
No  Prince  nor  Peer  fhall  have  juft  caufe  to  fay, 
Htav'n  fhoriwi  Harry's  happy  life  one  day.       [Extant. 

-     wild. 


C  E  N  I 
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:      SCENE     IV.-".     ',  ; 

.  .v  »V»  -  J-.'i 

Gloucefierfiire. 

Enter  Falftaff,  Shallow,  Silence,  Bardolgh.  thePagt  and 
Davy. 


/.  Nay,  you  fhall  fee  mine  orchard,  where  'in  an 
arbour  we  will  eat  a  laft  years  pippin  of  my  owngraffing, 
with  a  difh  of  carraways,  and  fo  forth  :  come  couiin 
Sit  wee  5  and  then  to  bed. 

Fal.  tf  ou  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 

Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren  :  beggars  all,  beggars  all, 
Sir  John,  marry,  good  air,.  Spread  Davy,  fpread 
Davy,  well  faid  Davy. 

Fal.Thia  Davy  ferves  you  for  goodufes  }  he  is  your 
fervingman  and  your  husbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  varlet, 
Sir  John.  By  th'  Mafs  I  have  drank  too  much  Sack  at 
fupper.  A  good  varlet.  Now  fit  down,  now  fit  down  : 
come,  coufin.  s 

Sit.  Ah,  firrab,  quotlv-a, 

Wefoalldo  nothing  Ittt  eat  and  make  ^o&dcheer^lSln^ln^ 

And.  praife  heav'n  for  the  merry  year  $ 

When  fiefo  is  cheap,  and  \females  dear, 

And,  lu/ty  lads  roam  here  and  there  ; 

So  merrily,  and  ever  among,  fo  merrily,  -Sec, 

Ri/.  There's  a  merry,  heart,  good  mailer  Silence*  111 

give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Shal.  f  Give  Mr.  Bardolph  fome  wine,  Davyr 
Davy.  Sweet  Sir,  fit  5  I'll  be  with  you  anon,  moll  fweet 

Sir,  fie.     Mafter  Page,  fit  :  good  mafter  Page,  fit  :  pro- 

face.     What  you  want  in  meat  we'll  have  in  drink  j  but 

you  mud  bear  5  the  heart's  all. 


Good  Mr.  Bardo!pb,/0w?  wint,  Davy 
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Sbai  Be  merr^y,  Mr.  Bardolph,  and  my  little  foldier 
there  be  merry; 

Sil.  [Singing.]  JB*j»frry,  lie  merry,. my  wife  has  all* 
For  women  are  Shrews,  both  flwrt  and  tall  j 
' Tis  merry  in  hall,  when  teardi  wag  all, 
And  welcome  merry  Shrovetide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry. 

Tal.  1  did  not  think  matter  Silence  had  been  a  man 
of  this  mettle, 

Sil.  Whol?rl  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  ere? 
now. 

JJ41-.  There  is  a  dilh  of  leather-coats  for  you. 

Shal.  Davy. 

Dav.  Yourworfhip  Til  be  with  you  flreig.hu 

A  cup  of  wine,  Sir  I 


Sil.  [Singing.]  A  cup  o 
That's  brisk  and 


fine. 

And  drink  unto  th.e  leman  mine  j 
And  a  merry  htirt  lives  long-  a. 

Pal.  Well  faid,  matter  Silent. 

Sil.  If  we  fhali  be  merry,  now  comes  in  th\e  fweetof 
the  night. 

Fal.  ^ealth  and  long  life  to  you,  matter  Silence* 

Sil.  Fill  the  cup  and  let  it  come.  I'll  pledge  you  wer't 
a-'  mile  to  the  bottom. 

ShaL  Hor.&Bardolph,  welcome  5  if  thou  want'ft  any 
thing  and  wilt  not  call,  befhrew  thy  heart.     Welcome 
my  little  tiny  thief  and  welcome  indeed  too:  I'll  drink  ' 
to  matter  Bardolph,    and  to  all  the    cavileroes  about 
London. 

Dav.  I  hope  to  fee  London,  ere  I  die. 

Sard.  If  1  might  fee  you  there,  Davy. 

Shal.  You'll  crack  a  quart  together  >  ha,  will  you 
matter  Zardclth  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shal.  By  Gad's  liggens  I  thank  thee-,  the  knave  will 
flick  by  thee,  I  can  afTure  thee  that.  He  will  not  out, 
ke  is  true  bred. 
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Btrd.  And  1'il  (lick  by  him,  Sir. 

[One  knockt  at  the  direr. 

Shal.  .Why  ,  there  fpoke  a  King:  lack  nothing,  be 
merry,  Look,  who's  at  door  there,  ho :  who  knocks  \ 

fa*.  Why  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

Sil.  [Singing.]  Dt>  me  right,  and  dab  tm  Knight,  Sa*    i, 
Biingo.     Is'tnotfo? 

Pal.   'Tis  fo. 

Stf;  h't  fo  ?  why  then  fay  an  old  man  can  do  feme- 
what. 

Dai'.  If  it  p'eafe  your  worfh'-p  -there's  one  />{/??/ come.- 
from  the  court  with  ne*/s. 

Fal.  From  the^ourt  Met  himcomein* 

SCENE     V;. 
Enter  PiftoL 

How  now,  Pifiol  ? 

Pift.  Sir  John-,  fave  y6u;  Sir. 

F*l.  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  ftfloli 

Fiji.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  bl®ws  no  man  goodi . 
fweet  Knight :  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greateft  men 
in  the  realm. 

Sil.  indeed  I  think  he  be  but  gpodman  Puff  of  Bar- ;• , 
fon. 

Ptf.  Pttff? 

Puff  in  thy  te»th,  moft  recreant  coward  bafeP' 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Piflol  and  thy  friend} 
And  hehcr  skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee  } 
.And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  hicky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

Fal.  Ipt'ytheenow  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  this 
world. 

P'tft.  Afootra  for  the  world  and  worldlings  bafe, 
J  fpeak  tof  Jfrit*,  and  golden  joys* 

Jal.  O  bafe  Ajfyrian  Knight,  what  is  thy  news  ? 
Let  King  Cophettitt  know  the  truth  thereof. 

Sil.  And  hobin  Hood,  Star  Iff  and 
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Pift.  Shall  dunghil  curs  confront  the  Helicons  * 

nd  (hall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then  />//w  lay  thy  head  in  fury's  lap. 

Shal.  Honeft  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breed 
ing. 

Pift,  Why  then  lament  therefore. 

Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  Sir.  If  you  come  with  news 
from  the  court,  I  take  it  there  is  but  two  ways,  either 
to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am,  Sir,  under 
the  King,  in  fome  authority. 

Pift.  Under  which  King  >  Eezbnian,  fpeak  or  die. 

Shal.  'Under  King  Harry. 

Tift.  Harry  the  Fourth  ?  or  Fifth  2 

Shal.  Harry  the  Fourth. 

Pift.  A  footra  for  thine  office. 
Sir  John,  thy  tender  Lamb-kin  now  is  King, 
Harry  the  Fifth's  the  man.     I  fpeak  the  truth.'       '% 
When  Piftol  lyes,  do  this,  and  ng  me  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard.  ...  ^ 

Fal.  What,  is  the  old  King  dead? 

Fiji.  As  nail  in  door:  the  things  I  fpcajc  are  juft. 

Fal,  Away  Eardolph,  faddle  my  horfe,  Mafter 
Robert  Shallow,  choofe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the 
land,  'tis  thine.  Piftol,  I  will  double  charge,  thee  wilfc 
dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day !  I  would  not  take  a  knighthood 
for  my  foroine. 

Pift.  What?  Ldo  bring  good  news?  >M\ 

Jal.  Carry  mafter  Silence  to  bed :  mafler  Shallow ',  my 
lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  Fortune's  ftewarA 
Get  on  thy  boots,  we'll  ride  all  nighr.  Qb,  fweet  Piftcl! 
away  Bardolph:  come,  Ifijhl*  utter  mor«  to  mej  and 
withal  cjeyife  fjomething  to  do  thy  fe]f  good.  Boot, 
boot,mafter  Shallow.  1  know  the  young  King  is  lick 
for  me.  Let  us  take  any  man's  horfes:  thi  laws  of  Eng 
land  are  at  my  commandment.  Happy  are  they  which 
have  been  my  friends ;  and  wo  to  my  Lord  Chief  Jujttice. 

Pift.  Let  vultures  vile  feize  on  his  lungs  alfo  : 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  1  led,  fay  they  ? 
Why  here  it  is,  welcome  thispka&at  day.       \Fxfrnt. 

&  C  E  fl  E 


King  HENRY  IV. 


SCENE    VI. 

L    O    N   D    O    N. 

Enter  Hojtefs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear.  fheet,  and  Beadles*. 

Hoft.  No,  thou  arrant  knave,  I  would  I  might  die 
that  I  might  have  thee  hang'dj  thou  haft  drawn  my 
fhoulder  out  of  joint. 

Bead.  The  conftables  have  efeltver'd  her  over  to  me 
and  Die  (hall  have  whipping  cheer  enough,  I  warrant 
her.     There  hath  been  a-  man  or  two  kill'd  about  her. 

Dsl.  Nut-hook,  nut  hook,  you  lye:  come  on,  I'll  tell 
thee  what,  thou  damn'd  tripe-vifag'd  Rafcal,  if  the  child 
1  gvd  with  do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft  better  thou  hadfr 
flruck  thy  mother,  thou  paper-fac'd  villain, 

L-loft.  O  that  Sir  John  were  come,  he  would  make  this- 
a  bloody  day  10  famebcdy.  But  I  pray  God  the  fruit 
of  her  womb  mifcarry.  "'  'L  •' 

Bead.  If  it  do-,  you  Ijball  have  a  dozen  of  cufliions 
sgain,  you  have  but  eleven  no\v.     Comje,  I  charge  you 
both  go  with  me,  for  the  man  is  dead  that  you  a 
beat  among'you. 

Dol.  I'll  teJlthee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a 
I  will  have  you  as  foundl.y  fwindg'd  for  this,  you  blue 
bottle  rogue  ;  you  filchy  famifh'd  corre£lioner,  if  you  be 
not  fwindg'd  I'll  forfwear  half  kirtles. 

Bend.  Come,  come,^^!  fhe-Knight-arrant^come. 

Hoft.  O,  that  ri^ht  fhpuld  thus  o'ercome  might  1  Well, 
of  fuiferance  comes  eafe. 

Dol.  Come,  you  rogue,  come  ;  bring  me  to  a  jufticev 

Hoft.  Yes,  come,  you  ftarv'd  blood-hound. 

Del.  Goodman  death,  goodman  bones. 

Hoft.  Thou  f  Atomy,  thou. 

DJ.  Come,  you  thin  thing:  come,  you  rafcal. 
' 


,     '  • 

f  Anatomy. 
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SCENE    VII. 
Enter  two  Grooms  Jlrewing  rujbes. 

i  Groom.  More  rufhes,  more  rufhes. 
i  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  founded  twice. 
i  Groom.  It  will  be  two  of  the  clock  ere  they  com« 
from  the  coronation  :  difpatch,  difpatch. 

[Exeunt  Grooms. 

Entti  FalftafF,  Shallow,  PiftbJ,  Bardol^h,  and  the  Boy. 

Tal.  Stand  here  by  me,  matter  Robert  Shallow,  1  will 
mike  the  King  do  you  grace:  i  will  leer  upon  hfm  as 
fee  comes  by,  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance  that  ^ 
he  will  give  me. 

Pijl.  Blefs  thy  lungs,  good  Knight. 

Fat.  Come  net  e,  Ptjtol,  ftand  behind  me.     O,lf  I  had 
had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  hav«  bo- 
fiow'd  the  thoufand  pound  1  borrowed  of  you.     But  it  ^ 
is  no  matier,  this  poor  fhew  doth  better  j  thisdsthin* 
fer  the  zeal  I  had  to  fee  htm. 

Shal.  It  doth  fo. 

Fal.  It  (hews  my  earncflneTs.  of  affe&ion, 

Pifl.  It  doth  fo. 

Tal.  My  devotion. 

.Pifl.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth.  f-- 

Fat.  As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night,  and  not  taN 
deliberate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  n> 
fliifr  me. 

Shal.  Ft  is  moft  certain; 

F*l.  But  to  ftind  (ttihed  with  travel,  and  fvreating 
With  defire  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  elfe,  put 
ting  all  affairs-  in  oblivion,  asif  there  were  nothing  elfe 
to  be  done  but  to  fee  him. 

Pi  ft.  '  Tis  femper  idem  j  lorab/gitebocnihilreft*  *Ii9 
all  i0  every  part.. 
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Shal.  Tis  fo  indeed. 

!    P'tfl.  My  Knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  noble  liver,  and 
make  thee  rage. 

Thy  Del,  and  Htbn  of  thy  noble  thoughts 
Is  in  bafe  durance  and  contagious  prifon  j 
Hauld  thither  by  mechanick  dimy  hands. 
Rowze  up  Revenge  from  Ebon  den,  with  fell .  AlMo'* 

fnake, 
For  Del  is  in.     Piftol  fpeaks  nought  but  truth. 

Fal.  1  will  deliver  her. 

Ptjiol.  There  roar'd  the  fea  :  and  trumpet  clangour 
founds. 

SCENE     V11J.. 
"She  Trumpets  found.    Enter  the  Kirg  and  his  train. 

Fal.  God  fave  thy  grace,  King  Hal,  my  royal  HaL 

Pffl.   The  heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  moft  roy.al 
imp  of  fame. 

Jd|.  God  fave  thee,  my  fweet  boy. 

King.  My  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  fpeak  to  that  vainman. 

Ch.  Jujt.  Have  you  your  wics  rknow  you  what  'tis 
you  fpeak? 

fat.  My  King,  my  Jove*  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart,. 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man :  fall  to  thy  Prayers : 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool  and  jefler ! 
I  have  long  dream'd  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man, 
So  furfeit-fwell'd,  fo  old,  and  fo  profane  j 
But  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  dre^m. 
Make  lefs  thy,  body  hence,  and  mere  thy  grace, 
Leave  gormandizing.     Know,  the  grave  doth  gape. 
For  thee,  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jeft, 
Prefume  not  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was: 
For  heav'n  doth  know,  fo  (hall  the  world  perceive,, 
That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  (elf, 
So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company. 
When  thou  doft  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 
Approach  me,  and  thou  Ihjlt  be  as  thou  waft, 

Thft: 
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Till  then  I  banifh  thee,  on  pain  of  death, 

As  1  have  done  the  reft  of  my  mif-leaders, 

N«t  to  come  near  our  perfon  by  ten  miles. 

For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you, 

That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil: 

And  as  we  hear  you  do  £  reform  your  felve*, 

We  will  according  to  your  ftrength  and  qualities 

Give  you  advancement.     Bc't  your  charge,  my  lord, 

To  fee  perform'd  the  tanour  of  our  word. 

Set  on.  [&x.  King,  &<v 

SCENE     IX, 

Fal.  Matter  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  tnoufand  pound. 

6/Ms  Ah  marry,  Sir  John,  which  I  befeech  you  to 
let  me  have  home  with  me. 

Fal.  That  can  hardly  be,  Mr.  Shallow.  Do  not  you 
grieve  at  rhis;  1  ftiall  be  fent  for  in  private  to- him  : 
look  you,  he  mm  feem  thus  to  the  world.  Fear  not 
your  advancement,  1  will  be  the  man  yet  that  mail 
make  you  great. 

Shat.  1  cannot  perceive  how,  imleft  you  gJve'  me 
your  doublet  and  (tuff*  me- out  with  ftfaw.  I  befeech 
you,  good  Sir  %ohn,  kt  me  have  fiyc  hundred  of  my 
thoufanft. 

Fal.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  goocf  as  my  word.  This  that 
you  heard  was  but  a  colour. 

Shal.  A  colour  1  te^r  that  you  will  die  in-,  Sir  John.. 

fal.  Fear  no  colours:  go  with  me  to  dinner :  come 
lieu'eant  pijlol,  come  Eardolph.  1  fhall  be  fent  for 
loon  at  night. 

Enter  Chief  Jufiice  *nd  Pnnct  John.  1 

Ch.  Juft.  Go  carry  Sir  John  'Faljlafto  the  fleet, 
Take  al!  his  company  along  with  him. 
Fal.  My  lord,  my  lord. 

Ch.  Jaj?. 

' 

redtem. 
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Ch.  Juft.  I  cannot  now  fpeak,  I  will  hear  you  foon, 
Take  them  away. 

Pijl.  Sifortunametormento,fyeretjntcontento.   [Ex*j 

Manent  Lancafter  and  Ck'trf  Jit/ficc* 

Lan.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the^Cing's. 
He  hath  intent  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for  j 
But  they  are  banifti'd,  till  their  converfanons 
Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  world. 
"  ck-  Juft'  Arid  fo  they  are. 

Lan.  the  King  hath  call'd  his  parliament,  my  lord. 

Ch.Jxjt.  He  hath. 

Lan.  I  will  lay  odds,  that  ere  this  year  expire, 
We  bear  our  civil  fwords  and  native  fire 
As  far  as  France.     I  heard  a  bird  fo  fing, 
Wh«fe  rriuficlc,  to  my  thinking,  ,pleas'd  the  King; 
Come,  will  you  hence  ?  [Extunt. 


o[  t\*«^«  '^^\, 
aH  \%  8ftr; 

*  %i\»  iU^ 


rvu»a  ^Uwv 
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XJ  JRST,  my  fear  \  then,  my  court'  fy  •>  loft,  my  fpeech. 
**-  My  fear  is  your  difpleafure  j  my  fouriyfy,  my  duty  ; 
and  myfptech,  to  'beg  your  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a  good 
fpeech  m>w,  you  undo  me;  far  -what  1  haw  to  fay  is  of  mint 
own  making,  and  what  indeed  I  fhould  fay  will  l  doubt 
•prove  mine  own  marring.  But  to  the  purpofe,  and  fo  to  the 
venture.  Be  it  knoivn  tojou,  (as  it  is  very  well}  I  was  late 
ly  her.e  in  the  end  of  *  difpleajwg  Play,  to  pray  your  patience 
for  it,  and  to  promife  you  a  better.  I  did  mean  indeed  to  pay 
you  with  this  ;  w.hich  if,  like  an  ill  venture,  it  come  unlucki 
ly  home,  I  break  ;  and  you,  my  genth  creditors,  lofe.  Here  I 
frcmifed  you  I  would  be,  and  here  I  commit  my  body  to  your 
mercies:  bate  me  fome,  and  I  will  pay  youfotne^avdajmoft 
debtors  do,  promife  you  infinitely. 
If  my  tongue  cannot  intreat  you  to  acquit  me,wlll  you  cem- 
mand  me  to  ufe  my  legs  ?  and  yet  that  were  but  light  pay" 
meat  to  dance  out  of  your  debt  :  but  a  good  tonfcience  will 
make  any  pojfible  fatisfaclio»,andfo  will  h  All  the  gentle 
women  here  have  ^forgiven  me  $  //  the  gentlemen  will  not, 
then  the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the  gentlewomen,  which 
was  never  feen  before  infuch  an  affembly. 

One  word  more  I  beftech  you  j  if  you  be  not  too  much 
cloy'd  with  fat  meat,  our  humble  author  mil  continue  the 
fiory  with  Sir  John  in  it,  and  make  you  merry  with  fair 
Katharine  of  France  j  where,  for  any  thing  I  know,  Falftaff 
fl)all  die  ofafmeat,  unUfs  already  he  be  kilPd  with  your 
-bard  opinions  :  for  $  Oldcaftle  died  a  martyr,  and  this  is 
not  the  man.  My  tongue  is  weary  :  when  my  legs  are  too, 
1  will  bid  you  good  night,  and  fo  kneel  down  before  you$ 
but  indted  to  pray  for  the 


^forgotten. 

^  This  alludes  to  a  play,  in  vkich  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
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